Jacob Martin

Michael Myers Island

“I’ve heard of a great vacation spot,” Joe said to his wife, Jane.  “It’s called the Michael Myers Memorial Island.”


“Isn’t that the place where that crazy serial killer Michael Myers was trapped?” Jane asked worriedly.


“I think so, but I heard he died on the island, too,” Joe replied.


“But, we don’t have the money to pay for it,” Jane said.  Then, as if their television was listening to them, a commercial suddenly appeared on their television screen.


“Have you ever wanted to go to Michael Myers Memorial Island, but couldn’t afford the traveling and hotel fees?” the man on the TV said.  “Then, call our toll free number for a pair of free tickets!  The number is 1-509-831-5752!  That’s 1-509-831-5752!  Call now, because we only have a limited supply of tickets!”


“Call the number!  Call the number!” Jane exclaimed.  They called the number, and heard the computer talk to them.  “If you’re calling for the tickets to Michael Myers Memorial Island, then press one!  If you’re calling for the free copy of Fallout 3, then press two!  If you’re calling for a chance at winning an X-Box 360, then press three!  Press one, two, or three, now!”  Joe pressed one.  “Are you sure you want to win the tickets to Michael Myers Memorial Island?  If you are, press one!  If you aren’t sure, press two!  Press one or two, now!”  Joe, starting to get irritated, pressed one.  “Now, you must choose a number between zero and nine.  If you choose the correct number, then you will be forwarded to a live person who will ask for your address and phone number.  Press a number between zero and nine, now!”  Joe, annoyed, pressed eight.  “The number you chose is eight.  That is correct!”


“Yes!” Joe exclaimed.


“You have just won a pair of free tickets to Michael Myers Memorial Island!” said the live spokesperson.  “I just need your address.”


“My address is 1709 Jersey St.” 


“Alright, your tickets will be there in about 5-7 days.”


“Thanks.”  Joe hung up.


Six days later, Joe got an envelope in the mail from Myers Enterprises.  Inside were two tickets to Michael Myers Memorial Island.


“Jane, they’re here!” Joe told his wife.  Along with the tickets was a note saying, ‘Your departure time is 7:00 AM, 1/28/09, at Dead End Airlines.’  “It says that our plane departs tomorrow at 7:00 AM.  That’s kind of early.”


“Oh well, at least we’ll have our vacation!”  Jane replied.


The next morning, they left the house and took a taxi to Dead End Airlines.  As they were in line to go through security, but someone set off the alarm.  They spent 15 minutes searching her, and they finally got through.  They got on the plane, put their bags in the compartment above their seats, and started to relax.  A flight attendant handed Jane a free brochure.


“It says here that Michael Myers will kill anyone who sees his grave,” Jane said, sounding extremely terrified.


“It’s alright, it’s probably just an urban legend,” Joe said, comfortingly.


“Yeah, you’re probably right.”  They fell asleep, and was woken up by the same flight attendant.


“Time to get off now,” she said.  They got off the plane, walked into the airport, and saw some eateries.


“Do you want to get McDonalds® or Burger King®?” Joe asked.


“I’d prefer Burger King®,” Jane decided.  So, they went to Burger King® and they each got a Triple Stacker™.


After eating their excessively fattening burgers, artificially flavored fries, and overpriced, unnecessarily small soft drinks, they got into their rental car that was waiting for 45 minutes.  They drove around the downtown, looking for a good hotel, and decided to take a room at a nice-looking hotel Death Hearth.


“It says in this brochure that this hotel is only a few miles from Michael Myers’ grave,” Jane said.


“That’s cool,” Joe replied.  “We should go see it sometime.”  They unpacked, and were so exhausted that they fell asleep in the clothes they were wearing that day.


When they woke up, they decided to go visit Michael Myers’ grave.


They got to the grave, and read the tombstone.  ‘Whoever reads this entire sentence will get killed by Michael Myers’ corpse.’  Suddenly some clouds moved overhead.


“Quickly, get in the car!” Joe ordered.  They ran the whole way to the car, got in, and started it.  They drove off, but the engine was running oddly, and was moving slower then usual.  Joe stomped the pedal, and the engine got back to normal.  They peeled out, and Jane, looking through the rear-view mirror, saw a skeletal figure with a mask and a knife looking in their direction.  It pointed its finger at them and mouthed ‘Your next.’


They pulled into a gun shop.


“Welcome to Insanely Powerful Guns, a shop that has insanely powerful guns,” said the guy at the owner.


“Oh, I get it!” Joe chuckled.


“How can I help you?”

“Well, we’re being chased by a skeleton, possibly possessed by a demon, so we need some high-caliber guns.”


“What you need is some AK’, or maybe M16s.”


“How much are the M16s?”


“$720, with a 3-day waiting period.”


“That’s a rip-off, two M16s for $720!”


“Actually, two guns would be $1440.”


“Alright, I’m out of here!”


They left the gun store, and drove over to a knife/sword store.


“Welcome to Knives So Cheap, We’re Losing Money, how may I help you?” said the shopkeeper.


“We need some powerful swords capable of destroying a possibly possessed corpse that’s chasing us with a knife and a mask,” Joe said.


“Well, we have katanas, daggers, tantos, etc.”


“I’d like to see a katana.”


“Here you go.”  The shopkeeper handed Joe a long sword, he picked it up, and swung it a few times.


“We’ll take four.”  They walked outside, holding their swords, when Michael Myers looked over at them.  He bashed a window on a car, and hotwired a car.  Joe and Jane scrambled into their car, and quickly started it.  They drove through the empty streets at 40 mph, until they saw a military base.  There was a sign that said ‘WARNING: EXPLOSIVES AHEAD!’  They accelerated, and at the last moment, they jumped out of the car.  They dashed for cover, and Michael drove right behind the car.  The car ran into an explosive warehouse, and it exploded.  There were pieces of twisted metal, shrapnel, a knife, and, oddly, the skeleton’s mask only slightly cracked.  They saw the miniscule pieces of bone reforming into Michael’s skeleton.  Joe and Jane sprinted into their car and drove away.  In the rear view mirror, you could see the skeleton retrieving its mask and knife.


Back at the hotel, they were devising how they were going to handle the situation.


“We should leave,” Jane suggested.


“But, the tickets say that we have to stay until 2/4/09,” Joe replied.  “And it’s the 29th.”


“But if we stay, we’ll die!” Jane exclaimed.


“I have an idea.  It seems like that mask may be what keeps him alive.  If we could destroy his mask, that my kill him.”


“That may just work, but it’s going to be challenging.  But, how would we do it?”


“Well, we have our katanas, so we could stab his mask in that cracked that was made when he got caught in that explosion.”


“Actually, that sounds like it could work, but it’s so simple.”


“The fact that it’s simple doesn’t change anything.  It’ll work.”


“Alright, let’s do it.”


They drove out with their katanas and waited for a few hours until they saw Michael Myers driving towards them at an insanely fast speed.  At the last second, they jumped out of the way, and Michael crashed into a large store, Chem-Mart.  His car stalled, so he walked out.  He pulled out his knife, and walked towards them.  They started stepping away when he suddenly broke into a sprint.  They dashed away from him, and he suddenly pulled a pistol out.  He shot several shots at them, all missing, and then suddenly they heard a rapid clicking.  The pistol was out of ammunition.  He started running even faster, and he jumped at them.  He pinned down Jane, and Joe pulled him off of her.  He got up and tackled Joe to the street.  Joe pushed him off, helped Jane up, and they ran even though they were exhausted.  They stopped running, and Michael went up to them.


“Your time to die is now,” Michael said.


“No, it’s not our time,” Joe replied.  “It’s yours.”  Joe pulled out his katana and stuck it in the crack of his mask.  It split in half, and fell to the floor.  Some black gas started emanating from Michael’s eyes.


“What, you couldn’t have destroyed my mask!”  Michael exclaimed.  “How is this happening?  I thought the mask was indestructible!”  Some clouds loomed overhead, and an odd, translucent figure appeared near them.


“Your time has come, Michael Myers,” the figure said.


“But it can’t be!  You promised another fifty years!”


“But, remember, you agreed that if your mask was destroyed, you’d be taken and made my slave.”


“But how did it break?”


“The explosion must have damaged it.  Now come with me, and be made my eternal slave!”


“No!”  Michael’s voice faded off, and his skeleton was sucked up into the large storm overhead.
