
THE NORMAL BROTHERS 

VERSUS 

THE ARCH ENEMY 

 

by 

 

DAMOND FUDGE 

 

 

 

The grizzled man lifted the hood on the pristine car. The 

engine gleamed back at him in all of its oily shine, even in the 

dying light of early evening. He was only in his forties, but 

the years living in the West Virginia mountains had physically 

aged him beyond his time. He was still sharp as a tack, though, 

and planned to be until he was six feet under. 

As he was making a few necessary adjustments to the spark 

plugs, his attention was drawn to the sounds coming from the 

woods. It sounded like voices, maybe two, maybe more, and 

footsteps that seemed to find every dry leaf and twig on the 
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ground. He stopped his tinkering and leaned against the vehicle, 

waiting out the din. 

Two men broke through the heavy underbrush around the edges 

of his property and onto the dirt drive. One of them was 

carrying a large, silver case, and they were in some sort of 

heated discussion. From the snippets the man could hear from 

this distance, it was apparently concerning a couple with the 

names Mario and Zelda. The one with the case was very adamantly, 

and animatedly, trying to prove his point to the other, when the 

other spotted the mechanic. He slapped his companion, pointed at 

the man and they approached. 

“How are you today, Sir,” the closer one asked. 

“Fine,” the man replied. 

“Great. Such a fine evening to be…fine.” The stranger shook 

off the ridiculousness of that last sentence. He reached into 

his pocket and removed something. “Our card,” he said, offering 

the small, white piece of cardboard to the man. 

The local read the card aloud, “Pair o’ Normals Detective 

Agency. If it goes ‘Boo,’ we’ll make it shoo?” He gave the 

stranger a look of confused disapproval. 

The stranger shrugged. “We’re still working on that. 

Anyway, my name is Tom Normal. This is my brother, Sam.” 
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Tom held out his hand and the man took it. “Zed.” 

“Zed,” Tom repeated as Sam offered his hand to the local. 

“Very nice to meet you, Zed. We seem to have gotten a bit turned 

around and were wondering if you might be able to help us.” 

“Maybe,” Zed replied, closing the hood of the car. 

Tom noticed the car for the first time. “Oh, an Edsel. 

That’s a…wow…that’s an Edsel. And it’s in such great condition. 

Where do you go to get parts for that around here?” 

“Ebay.” 

The brothers turned and exchanged an amused look. Tom 

turned back to address Zed. A sound drifted out of nowhere and 

caught Sam’s ear. He spun around, head cocked, listening for it 

to appear again. 

“Well, Zed,” Tom continued, “I assume you’ve lived here 

awhile, right?” 

“M’whole life.” 

Sam caught a drift of the sound again, but still couldn’t 

pinpoint where it was coming from. It was more regular now, but 

still only an occasional plunk-plunk. “Um…Tom?” 

“Just a minute, Sam. So, Zed, you probably know which way 

we need to go to find Dragonwell Cavern?” 
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“You’re looking for the Arthopod.” 

“As a matter of fact, yes we are. You know about it, then?” 

“No good comes from the Arthopod.” 

Sam was still listening to the air. The plunks sounded like 

they almost had a deliberate pitch to them. Almost like…oh shit! 

“Tom,” Sam exclaimed under his breath, while tugging on his 

brother’s sleeve like a four-year-old who needs to pee something 

fierce. “Tom. We need to go.” 

Tom shrugged him off and whispered, “What? Calm down a 

second.” 

“No time. Must go.” 

Tom shushed his brother and waved him away. “Yes, Zed, that 

is exactly why we’re looking for it. You see, there’s a really 

bad man after it. He wants to use it for evil, and we want to 

stop him.” 

Sam tapped his brother’s arm. “Dude.” 

Zed looked the men up and down. “How do I know you aren’t 

the evil ones?” 

“I assure you, we…OW!” Tom’s arm was going to have a bruise 

from that punch from Sam. He spun on his brother and yelled, 

“What?!” 
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Sam grabbed Tom by the shoulders, looked him straight in 

the eye and said, “Listen.” 

Tom cocked his head. “Is that…?” 

“Yes,’ Sam replied. 

They both turned and faced Zed’s cabin, the now-obvious 

source of the sounds. Seeing the figure through one of the 

windows, seated in a chair and preparing himself, they both said 

in unison, “A banjo.” 

The boy in the window began to play. It was a melody that 

began fast, yet soft, and slowly built in intensity. “That’s 

m’boy. Zeke. He’s a whiz on that ‘jo.” 

The brothers stared, partially out of fascination at Zeke’s 

skill, partially due to a touch of fear freezing them to the 

spot. Suddenly, Tom’s face brightened. “Wait a minute…is that 

what I think it is?” 

Sam looked at his brother and then truly listened to the 

tune. A giant smile lit up his face, too, and he held up his 

fingers in a devil horn salute. “Thunderstruck!” 

The duo started singing along. “Thunder! Ah ah ah ah ah ah 

ah ahahah. Thunder!” They slapped a high five, whooping and 

cheering loudly. 
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Zed nodded along with the music and said, “Yep, he loves 

his classic rock. You should hear his ‘Hysteria.’ Bring tears to 

your eyes.” 

“Those songs are ‘classic rock,’” Sam asked. Tom and Zed 

both nodded. “Damn, I’m officially old.” 

Tom wrapped his arm around his brother’s shoulder. “Sorry, 

Man. I was going to tell you, but I just couldn’t find the right 

time or words.” 

Sam sniffled. “It’s OK. I’ll just be over here, letting it 

sink in.” He stepped off to the side, humming along with the 

AC/DC still coming from the cabin. 

“OK, Zed, I think my brother’s…,” he glanced over at Sam, 

who was in the middle of an intense air-drum solo, “well…general 

existence should prove that we are definitely the good guys. So, 

how about those directions?” 

Zed looked at the two of them, especially Sam, and cocked 

an eyebrow. “Got a pen?” 

 

Minutes later, the duo was deeper in the woods and finally 

heading in the right direction. They were also involved in a 

heated bout of thumb wrestling. 
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“How much further did Zed say it was,” Sam asked. 

“Should be just over the next rise,” Tom replied, twisting 

both of their arms around in an attempt to get the upper hand in 

the game. 

“Hey, stop trying to cheat or I’ll smack you with the 

case.” Sam twisted so everything was back upright. 

“That’s not cheating, it’s strategy.” 

“It’s cheating.” 

“Says who?” 

“The International Thumb Wrestling Association Rulebook,” 

he replied, swinging his thumb around and trapping Tom’s. The 

victory was short lived, as Tom slipped Sam’s pin. 

“Ha! Nice try, mon frère.” 

Sam let go of Tom’s hand and stopped walking. “I think 

we’ve arrived.” 

Tom stopped and looked at his brother, then he followed his 

gaze across the forest. There, up ahead, a cave jutted out from 

the side of the next hill. If judged on looks alone, one would 

say there wasn’t anything outstanding about this cave. Its grey 

stones were overgrown with brush and moss. The dirt in front was 

visibly windswept, but entirely untouched by feet, human or 
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animal. The entrance was dark, but not so that they couldn’t see 

inside for a distance. Even so, there was something in the 

general air around the place that screamed “foreboding.” 

Sam shivered and said, “Wow. Creepy. With a capital yeesh.” 

“You can say that again,” Tom replied. 

“Wow. Cree…” Tom smacked the back of Sam’s head. 

They crept toward the cave very cautiously. From somewhere 

behind them a twig snapped. They spun around and scanned the 

forest, but saw nothing. Tom turned back to the entrance and 

slowly advanced, while Sam continued to survey the trees while 

walking backward. 

“Jesus,” Tom said as he neared the cave, “I can already 

feel how unnaturally cold it is in there.” 

“Yeah, it’s raising the hairs on the back of my neck.” Sam 

turned around and sped up, passing his brother. “Let’s just get 

this damn thing and get out of here.” Tom stepped up his pace 

and caught up with Sam. 

The path into the cave was one long tunnel without any 

forks or extra paths to confuse their journey. It was, as Tom 

had observed, unnaturally cold, and it got colder the farther in 

they traversed. Just when they thought it couldn’t get any 
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colder, the duo came to a point where the tunnel opened into a 

gigantic cavern and they were slammed in the face by an intense 

heat. 

The cavern stretched upward for a good thousand feet. 

Stalactites, some almost long enough that they could jump and 

touch, hung at sparse intervals close to them and gained in 

number the deeper they went. The same went for the stalagmites. 

The rock formations came to an apex around a stone alter 

near the back of the cavern. Perched atop it was a glowing 

object of the deepest sapphire blue either of them had ever 

seen. Its shape brought to mind an egg mating with an uncoiled 

Slinky, and its light pulsated in a way that made it look like 

it was breathing. 

“I really hope that heat is not coming from the Arthopod,” 

Tom remarked, “because I’d really like to have kids one day.” 

Sam stepped over to the side of the room, where the floor 

dropped off at a sharp angle. “I think it has more to do with 

this.” 

Tom joined him and saw the pool of bubbling lava about two 

hundred feet below their feet. He held his hands out into the 

warmth and rubbed them together. “Toasty. And me without any 

s’mores fixin’s.” 
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“Dammit,” Sam exclaimed. “Now I’m hungry. Let’s get this 

over with and hit the I-Hop.” 

As they neared the Arthopod, its pulsating quickened and it 

began to hum. They stopped short, and even backed up a couple 

steps. “What’s it doing,” Tom asked. 

“How should I know?” 

“You’re the expert on mystical objects.” 

Before Sam could slice Tom with his rapier wit, a bright 

flash of red filled the room. They both held their hands up to 

shield their eyes. When the light died down it left the glowing 

apparition of a beautiful woman floating in mid-air directly 

between the brothers and their target. She was dressed in a 

diaphanous gown, and her voice had an ethereal echo. 

“I am the Guardian of the Arthopod. You may not advance. 

You must pay for the blood you have spilled,” the woman said, 

holding up her hand to punctuate her words. 

The Normals looked at each other with bewilderment, and 

then looked at The Guardian with confusion. 

“Um…what blood,” Tom inquired. 

“I might have scraped myself on a branch, but that was it. 

I swear,” Sam replied. 
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The Guardian was unmoving. “You must pay for the blood you 

have spilled,” she repeated. 

“Listen, oh great Guardian of the Arthopod,” Sam said, 

uncharacteristically reverently, “We swear on…well…whatever god 

you answer to…that we have not spilled a drop of blood today. In 

fact, it’s been over a month since we’ve done more than wound 

anyone. Or thing. So, we have no idea what you mean.” 

“I think she’s referring to me,” said a familiar voice from 

behind them. The Normal brothers turned around very slowly, 

knowing that the end of their journey would bring them face to 

face with the infamous Bartleby Saxon, CEO of Saxon Industries 

and COO of generally being a dick. The forty-three-year-old wore 

a work shirt and carpenter pants in his signature dark magenta, 

and his beard was trimmed to its signature point. He smiled a 

sneer and said, “I may have had a run-in with a hillbilly.” 

Anger boiled up inside Tom, “What did you do to Zed, 

Bartleby?” 

“At the risk of sounding gauche: Zed’s dead.” This time he 

sneered a smile. “Same goes for his inbred offspring.” 

Before Tom could launch himself at Saxon, Sam grabbed the 

back of his shirt. Tom glared at his brother, who answered with 

a head nod back at The Guardian. 
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The floating woman’s glow intensified and the air literally 

crackled with the angry energy sparking from her. “For spilling 

the blood of the protected,” she bellowed, “you must pay…with 

your life!” 

The Guardian flew across the room, arms straight out and 

screeching horribly, heading straight at Saxon. The Normals were 

knocked off balance by the rush of air as she shot above them. 

Saxon stood his ground, and the instant before she would have 

been upon him he held up his hand toward the banshee. 

The Guardian disappeared into the amulet within Saxon’s 

grip. 

Sam was the first to break their stunned silence by 

remarking, “I know he was just defending himself, and we 

probably would’ve done the same, but that still felt a little 

like cheating.” 

Saxon returned the amulet to his pocket. “It always pays to 

be prepared, Boys. Now, please be so kind as to step aside. 

You’re blocking something I need.” 

Tom slid over so he was even more of an impediment, looked 

Saxon straight in the eyes and said, “Two words, Bartleby: Fuck. 

You.” 
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Sam stepped up so he was side-by-side with Tom. “And I have 

just one thing to add.” He swung the arm holding the metal case 

wide and heaved it into the lava pool. It sank-melted with a 

spout of steam and a sizzle. “Ha! Take that. Now you have no way 

of carrying it out of here.” 

“Did you not hear the part about being prepared?” Saxon 

snapped his fingers and ten soldiers appeared from behind him, 

five on each side, all dressed in skin-tight, black leather 

uniforms. The closest man on his left held a similar case to the 

one formerly owned by Sam. They all carried submachine guns, 

except for Case Man, who could only manage a revolver. 

“Were you guys all standing behind him in a perfectly 

straight line this entire time,” Sam asked. The soldiers all 

nodded once, in unison. Sam raised an eyebrow and gave them a 

golf clap. Tom joined him in clapping. “Impressive,” Sam 

replied. 

“Yes. Very,” Tom agreed. 

One of the soldiers toward the back of the group began to 

bow. “Anyone who bows,” Saxon bellowed without looking back his 

men, “loses their balls.” The soldier snapped back up to 

attention. “Now, Gentlemen,” That word appeared to catch in his 
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throat, “I’d rather not shed any more blood today, so…” He 

gestured for them to stand aside with a wide sweep of his arms. 

The Normals stood their ground. 

The soldiers raised their weapons higher. 

The Normals stood aside. 

Saxon motioned to Case Man and he jogged past the brothers. 

He opened the case and positioned it so both sides were on 

either side of the Arthopod. Just as the soldier began to close 

the case, Tom called out, “I hope you have a bag of sand.” The 

soldier stopped, looked at Tom, then at Saxon and then back to 

Tom. “You know, as a counterweight,” Tom said. 

“Yeah,” Sam chimed in, “you need to make up for the lost 

pressure once you remove the Arthopod from the pedestal.” 

The soldier shot a nervous look to Saxon, who rolled his 

eyes, sighed and said, “They’re messing with you. Just bring it 

here.” 

Tom held up his hands in surrender. “Alright, but if a 

giant rock comes rolling down and squishes us, don’t come 

running to me.” 

The soldier looked to his boss one last time. Saxon took 

the submachine gun from the nearest soldier and pointed it 



The Arch Enemy   Fudge   15 
 

directly at Case Man. The soldier quickly closed the metal case 

around the ancient object. He walked back to join the others, 

trying to stride with confidence, but he couldn’t help glancing 

nervously up at the ceiling. 

Saxon handed the rifle back to the soldier, then held out 

his hand to the same man. The soldier reached into a satchel and 

pulled out a grenade. He handed it to Saxon, who displayed it to 

the Normals. “I would think twice about following us, Boys,” he 

suggested. “Oh, and I’d be remiss if I didn’t thank you for 

leading me to this wonderful prize. Couldn’t have done it 

without you. Seriously.” 

With that, he snapped his fingers, spun around on his heels 

and strode out of the cave with his customary flourish. The 

soldiers fell back into a straight line behind their boss and 

exited. 

After a few moments of being alone, Sam turned to Tom and 

asked, “So, should we follow them?” His question was answered by 

an explosion from the entrance that knocked them both off their 

feet, with Sam hitting his head against the floor, dazing him. 

Giant plumes of dust and the sound of falling rocks came from 

that direction. 
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Tom fell back on a slope that angled directly toward the 

lava. He rolled to the floor’s lip and the lower half of his 

body slid over the edge before he was able to finally find a 

handhold and stop his momentum. He desperately clung to the 

floor above the magma with his left hand. Tom could feel the 

heat through the bottom of his shoes. He could also feel that 

the rock under his hand was not the sturdiest. 

Sam sat up and shook the cobwebs from his head. He looked 

around for his brother. “Tom?” 

“Over here,” came the reply from the direction of the lava 

pit. “Hurry!” 

Sam scrambled to his feet and rushed over to the pit. 

Seeing only his brother’s hand, he launched himself through the 

air, landing on his stomach and sliding across the ground. He 

grabbed the stalagmite closest to the hole as he passed, slowing 

his momentum. When he reached Tom, Sam grasped his forearm. 

“I’ve got you.” 

“You’ve got me,” Tom asked. “Who’s got you?” 

“A stalagmite. Now swing your other hand around and grab my 

arm. I’ll try to pull you up.” 

“Alright.” He started to swing but stopped and said, 

“Wait…try?” 
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Straining to hold keep both his brother from falling and 

his grip on the slippery rock formation, Sam grunted, “Not the 

thing to concentrate on right now.” 

Tom swung his hand up and grabbed Sam’s arm. With a lot of 

effort, more than either of them expected it to take, Sam was 

able to pull Tom far enough that he could get some purchase with 

his feet. As he put his weight into climbing up the rocky edge 

his right foot slipped, causing him to lose his balance. His 

legs dropped back down and he had to start again. This time he 

was able to gain a stable foothold and heave himself up over the 

lip. He collapsed on the ground next to his brother, panting in 

time to Sam’s own breathlessness. 

“Good thing…I work…out,” Sam wheezed while rubbing his arm 

to make sure it was still in its socket. 

After taking a few moments to recover, they stood and made 

their way to the entrance. Or, to be more precise, where the 

entrance used to be. Rubble filled the opening from floor to 

ceiling, with no visible gaps. 

They sat down on one of the larger boulders and surveyed 

the scene in front of them. “I guess we’re stuck here for a 

while,” Tom shrugged. He held out his hand to Sam, who wrapped 

his fingers inside Tom’s. 
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“One, two, three, four,” Sam started. “I declare a thumb 

war.” 

 

“How long has it been,” Sam asked. 

Tom checked his watch. “Almost two hours.” 

“Jesus. The rocks can’t be that heavy.” 

“Who knows.” 

They sat in silence for two minutes, before Sam turned to 

Tom and asked, “So, how’re things with you and Melissa?” 

“You can’t go two minutes without talking, can you?” 

“And you can’t take a question about your relationship 

without deflecting. Besides, you know I have to live vicariously 

through you.” 

“If you weren’t so weird, you’d be able to stay in a 

relationship more than three dates.” 

“Still deflecting.” 

Tom let out a big, exasperated sigh. “OK. Fine. I don’t 

know how things are.” 

“Don’t know?” 
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“I guess ‘not sure’ would be more accurate. She’s been 

dropping hints about applying to Quantico.” 

Sam studied his brother’s face. “Annnd…how do we feel about 

that?” 

“I don’t know. It’s a great opportunity for her and I think 

she should go for it, but, you know, I also don’t want her to 

leave. I’m certain it would mean the end of us as a couple.” 

Sam reached out and placed a reassuring hand on Tom’s 

shoulder. “I’m no expert, here, but I think you two really need 

to have a good, old fashioned heart to heart when we get back.” 

“Yeah, I know. I’ve been avoiding it. I bet she thinks I 

haven’t even heard her talk about it. After almost dying over 

there, I’ve gained a little perspective, though.” He looked over 

the pile of rubble. “If we ever get home, that is.” 

The boulders started to shiver and the sounds of someone 

straining could be heard coming from the other side. A gap 

formed between two rocks, and outside air could be felt. 

“Right on cue,” Sam exclaimed. 

Another boulder was lifted away from the pile, causing 

others to shift and fall away to create a bigger opening. The 
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face of one very exhausted vampire popped into view. The 

creature sprawled across the stack, resting. 

“About fucking time, Vlad,” Tom chided. 

It took a lot of effort for Vlad to lift his head and give 

them an incredulous look. “About fucking…? Excuse me? First of 

all, the sun just went down about an hour ago. Second, it’s one 

hell of a trek to get up here. Besides all of that, do you have 

any idea how heavy your average boulder is? And there were a lot 

of them.” 

“But you’re super strong.” 

Vlad sighed. “Yes, while it is true that I have 

supernatural strength, it’s not, however, unlimited strength.” 

Sam worked his hand like a puppet’s mouth and replied, “I 

see your lips moving, but all I’m hearing is Charlie Brown’s 

teacher.” 

Vlad grabbed a small rock near his hand and threw it at 

them. They ducked the toss and started laughing. 

“Alright, sorry, Man,” Tom said. “You doing OK? You look a 

little wiped.” 

“I’m fine,” Vlad answered with a dismissing wave. “I took a 

break a little bit ago. Grabbed a couple squirrels, had a nice 
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snack. Woodland creatures taste so much better out here in the 

wilds.” 

“I believe that was Julia Child’s mantra,” Sam quipped. 

Vlad lifted himself off the rock, cracked his knuckles and 

stretched as he said, “Well, I’d better get back to work. 

Another couple boulders and you two should be able to squeeze 

out.” He disappeared from the opening and soon the sounds of 

rock scraping rock and grunting echoed through the cave. 

Tom looked at his watch and groaned. “You realize we’re 

totally screwed, don’t you?” 

A smile slowly crept across Sam’s face. 

“Oh, ye of little faith,” he said. “I just need to make a 

couple stops first.” 

 

The tiny local airport was almost dwarfed by the sleek 

enormity of the Learjet bearing the Saxon Industries logo on its 

tail. The plane crouched on the tarmac like a puma tensing to 

leap. 

Bartleby looked like the calmest man on Earth sitting in 

his tan, buttery leather seat, but inside his temper was raging 

as he stared at the torrential storm raging outside his window. 
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The heavy downpour and straight line winds were causing a delay 

in departure, and he knew that every minute sitting there was 

another that allowed the Normals to potentially get closer. 

They had to be free by now. That annoying little vampire 

who was always nipping at their heals like some sort of star 

struck fanboy wasn’t with them in the cave, so he had to have 

been nearby somewhere. Even with his adjusted diet, Saxon was 

certain the vamp could take care of the cave in with little 

difficulty. He wanted to be in the air yesterday, and it was 

starting to look like he’d be lucky to leave tomorrow. 

He heard some noise up by the cockpit. One of the ground 

crew had boarded and was talking to the pilot. Saxon turned his 

attention back to the window. Moments later, the pilot 

approached him and reverently said, “Excuse me, Mr. Saxon?” 

Refusing to grace the man with eye contact, Saxon continued 

to stare at the weather without reply. 

The pilot knew this was as best as he’d get, so he 

continued, “Well, Sir, the ground crew has done another 

inspection, just to be certain that the weather hasn’t affected 

anything. They give us the go ahead, but the weather radar still 

shows no immediate end to this storm.” There was still no 

visible reaction from his very frightening boss. “Um…I, 
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personally, am not comfortable trying to take off in this wind. 

If it were to drop about ten miles an hour on the outside, 

though fifteen would be more ideal for me, I would say we could 

attempt it.” 

Saxon sat silently for a few seconds, his inner anger 

screaming, before he finally replied, “Just keep me updated, 

Captain.” 

“Will do, Sir.” The pilot returned to the cockpit. 

During their conversation, the neither of them noticed the 

ground crew member slipping the metal case containing the 

Arthopod out of the luggage hold and switching it with the 

similar one he had left a couple steps from the top just outside 

the door. He ran down the steps, as fast as he could in the 

storm, and made his way under the plane. Sam Normal was leaning 

against one of the wheels. He was accompanied by two others: One 

who looked like a slightly older version of Sam, who he figured 

was the brother Sam always talked about, and another who looked 

like he hadn’t seen the sun in centuries. None of them appeared 

to be bothered by the ferocity of the storm. 

The ground crew member handed the case over to Sam, who 

handed him an envelope and a sealed glass vial. A grey mist 

swirled violently within the vial. The man held it with great 
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care, at least as much care as one could with their index finger 

and thumb. 

“Thank you very much, Jeremy,” Sam said to the man. “My 

love to Mandy. And remember, the ingredients on that list need 

to be pure, no additives at all, and it only works once, so make 

it one of those ginormous jackpots where you will be set for 

life. Well, barring any outrageous purchases or major drops in 

the stock market, of course.” 

Jeremy tucked the envelope into a pocket and said, “Thank 

you, Sam. You didn’t have to go this far, but it means a lot.” 

He held the vial up and studied it. “And…what do I do with 

this?” 

“Wait about…oh…” Sam turned to Tom and Vlad. “What would 

you say is good? An hour?” The other two looked at each other 

and shrugged. Tom held up two fingers and Vlad nodded, so Tom 

held them up to Sam. “OK. Two.” Sam turned back to Jeremy. “Wait 

two hours, then smash it. The weather will clear up gradually 

over the next twenty minutes after that.” 

Jeremy nodded his understanding and carefully slid it into 

his breast pocket. Sam and he shook hands and Jeremy jogged back 

to the hanger. 
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Sam cracked open the case just enough for some of the 

Arthopod’s sapphire blue light to spill out, then he quickly 

closed it before it drew unwanted attention. He looked at Tom 

and grinned, showing all of his teeth. “Told you I had a plan.” 

“Fine,” Tom said, “I concede. Steaks are on me.” 

Vlad rubbed his hands together in over-exaggerated hunger. 

“Yummy. I know the perfect place. Their herb butter is to die 

for.” 

Tom and Sam scrunched up their faces in disgust. “Yecch,” 

Sam exclaimed. “What is it with you and that gunk?” 

 

Several hours later, safe within his office at the Saxon 

Industries headquarters, Bartleby set the metal case on his 

desk. Next to the case sat an ancient tome, open to a page with 

a crude but accurate illustration of the Arthopod. He flipped 

open the latches and slowly opened the lid. 

Instead of the blue glow of a powerful artifact, he was 

greeted by the chrome shine of a front grill plate from a Ford 

Edsel. 

 

The End 


