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             “You’re fired.”

	

    I was holding a big green bag of ‘Sweet and Salty Snack Mix’ (too big for anyone), and went numb in the throat. “Wait, what?”

	

    The manager, Mr. Ware, held up his hands.

	

    “Before you say anything,” he began after a fermata, “I want you to know that this has nothing to do with your performance. We’re good, as far as I’m concerned,” he indicated, motioning back and forth with his hands. “That mix-up in the warehouse last week—I know we talked about it, but it’s not even a blip,” he informed with a wriggling smile. “Look… I’m not going to lie, I’ve been a general manager for twelve years, and the kind of reliability you bring—” he said, retarding the tempo, and putting his hand on my shoulder—“that to me is so much more important than a miscommunication over one of the displays.”



    “Then why am I fired?” I asked.

	

    “All I can tell you is someone stopped by my office this morning with Eureka cards.”

	

    I reeled back. “Someone’s trying to terminate me?!” I said, raising my voice inadvertently.

	

    “That’s all I can tell you,” he repeated.

	

    We stood quiet as customers came and went through the automatic doors; he wouldn’t evict me by force. I grabbed my wallet and yanked out two scribbled cards and pushed them into his palm—he put them in his pocket without looking at them.

	

    “You have the most beautiful blue eyes,” he said thoughtfully. 

	

    The Eureka Card Game (hereafter ‘ECG’), I should mention, is the core of workplace culture at Dollar Squadron. As indubitably as the Moai look to sea, so we associates turn to the vision of our middle management and its incentive program, not knowing from where it comes and caring only for the tiny island to which the vastness of its expanse seems to lead.

	

    It began as a lottery. When an associate (hereafter ‘Retail Artist’) was recognized for an outstanding action—say, receiving a good survey—they were awarded a card which became part of a draw, the winner receiving fifty dollars added to the next week’s paycheck. Recently, however, Dollar Squadron has turned to this program to help stave off a union, and created the ECG—a game where Eureka cards can be saved and submitted for prizes, including:

	

    2 cards—one compliment from the manager of your choice

    100 cards—leave your shift an hour early, no questions asked

    500,000 cards—terminate a non-managerial employee of your choice

	

    My mind began to race. There was nothing I could do about being targeted, but I wanted to know who had done it--had it been the old man who worked in the warehouse, Mr. Proletariat? I did sometimes get short with him when he couldn’t keep up with me during truck deliveries. But, I must have been one of his last friends. In March we drove out to the countryside and took photos together.

	

    Or perhaps it was Mrs. Heinz, the fat touchy-feely operations supervisor, who was not technically a manager, and therefore eligible for the game. She disliked me at first. I had a habit of making a mess in the aisles as I was working, but one day she began to call me her “favorite”. I brought her some blueberry muffins one morning. I’ve moved to inventory, though, and lately we’ve been at loggerheads trying to wrest fair staffing from one another. 

	

    “I’ve got cards of my own,” I told Mr. Ware, after the waiting had gone on long enough. It was true. Retail Artists are allowed to write their own Eureka cards, provided they sign their names with ‘LLC’. Admittedly, I spend hours every night with a little black and white television, writing the things out and tossing them behind me like a big refuse pile. 

	

    He raised an eyebrow. “You got cards? Enough to veto a termination?”

	

    “Five-hundred-thousand,” I answered like a military man. “I’ll bring the pickup to work tomorrow.”

	

    Mr. Ware made a sidelong glance, already onto his next business. “All right, cool. Well, I’ll let you get back to your shift. Let me know if you need anything.”

	

    He went back to his office. I went back to my Sweet and Salty, and surmised that is must have been Mrs. Pickens. We didn’t know each other very well, but I remembered some tossed cookies, and some people just don’t like you, anyway.

	

    And she left an hour earlier than she was supposed to.
      

      
   
      Optimism


      

      
      
         I backed into the dark alley as the three of them advanced on me, swords drawn. They were all grim, but their leader in front had a particularly nasty look in her eye. There was no possible way I was going to survive this. My final moments would be of flashing steel, repeated slices of agony. 



I had nothing at all to lose aside from my worthless hide. I raised my sword, but in my off hand was the one thing that offered hope… a vial of potion of luck, or so it was popularly called. That wasn’t what it truly did; it merely revealed to you in a flash what courses of action might best lead to some desired result. Sometimes that was enough.



I didn’t even have time to drink it, much less let it take effect. I crushed the vial in my bare hand and grimaced as the glass shards pierced my skin and the potion mingled directly with my blood.



As the dark shapes with gleaming blades closed in, I felt the flash of the vision—



I saw myself gauging the stride of the leader and sidestepping her blade, seizing her arm and using it to catch the swinging blade of her left-hand follower. The edge bit deep into her flesh and I kept moving as she howled, striking with my own sword at the belly of the right one, feeling it bite. I kept my momentum going, ducked under a frantic swing and saw my chance. I leaped for freedom, and screamed as I felt another blade catch my leg. I fell face first into the muck as they surrounded me, and the bright steel lanced down again and again—



Well, that was horrid. What else was possible?



I ducked and rolled forward at her legs, she dodged to the side and swung at me, but completing one somersault I thrust out with my legs and brought my sword up to parry. Sparks illuminated the alley as I got the side wall behind me; if I could just get past my third foe I would be in the clear.

But the leader made a swift stab at my face and number three ducked low and thrust as I reeled back, and then the nightmare began, a slow agonizing death under steel rain.



I was running out of time. I tried to see another path, wound up on my hands and knees with my guts pouring from a belly wound; another with a sliced windpipe as I drowned in my own blood. No triumphant cry as I escaped from the reeking alley, only one vile hell after another.



They were closing in now, I had no further time. But I had glimpsed it at last, the luckiest option I had left to me.



As the leader approached, I sidestepped her blade as I’d foreseen at first and slapped her on the cheek with my off hand, cutting her flesh and smearing her bleeding wounds with the potion of luck.



She snarled at me, but then I saw her eyes widen with understanding.



Then she smiled and struck past my instinctive attempt to parry, her blade straight and accurate as it slipped through my rib cage and pierced my heart immediately.
      

      
   
      Getting Lucky


      

      
      
         There once was a man who thought he was cursed, because it seemed like nothing went right for him.  Today at the beginning was such a time to confirm his belief.  The dream job he applied for in the morning for was denied him due to the owner's whim.  The woman he pined for shunned him and chose another more worthy pick.  The car he drove broke down right around at dusk because it was old and rusty.  He thought himself with poor luck, but in fact his luck was great.  



The dream job was at a small company with good pay, nice benefits and room to advance.  He was denied this and instead had to find work someplace else.  That place the pay wasn't as good, the benefits not as nice and there was no advancement there.  In a couple of years he started his own business and it was moderately successful.  The small company that didn't hire him?  It's owner and employees were doing shady things, eating people and the law caught up with them.  They were all severely punished by death.  



The woman who shunned him did so because he didn't get the job.  While he was heart broken, for an afternoon, it really was for the best.  He would find someone soon.  While this woman had nice assets and good tastes, one of her problems with her was that she was demanding.  She wanted the mates to be rich and healthy.  Another of her problems is she went through a lot of mates.  Why?  She would take them for all they were worth, kill them and eat the healthy parts.  The law did catch up with her.  In the end she was found guilty of many crimes and was put to death.  The man dodged a cleaver there.  



The old car that broke down was a blessing in disguise.  The sun was setting and he hit a pothole.  This in turn caused something to break and in a few miles he had to pull over to the side of the road.  If he didn't stop there and kept on going, a speeding freight train would have smashed into the vehicle because the track signal wasn't working and he wasn't paying attention due to his perceived misfortunes.  The man cursed his cell phone because it didn't get any bars and he had to look for help.  This was really good luck because that day a crazed cannibal took over the county tow service.  



Our man walked a couple of miles and was picked up by a deputy on the hunt for said man eater.  The deputy was a cute woman whose brother ran a repair shop.  Her brother was the one who called about the problem with the cannibal.  They took care of the issue before he could feast on human pork.  Later this cannibal was also put to death.  The brother couldn't repair the car, but did sell him another old rusty car to the man that lasted a long time .  Also the man and the deputy hit it off.  One thing led to another and they were getting lucky.  Really lucky.  



A little too lucky, because the protection they were using didn't work.  It was pretty unlucky and a baby was soon on the way.  Though, they did like each other enough to make things work and within time they grew to love each other.  He got a job, they got married, got fired, stared a successful business, and she went on to catch a shady business owner and black-widow cannibal.  There were good times and bad times.  All and all the man along with the woman counted themselves lucky.  



It also helped that they weren't cannibals and I am grateful to my parents for this.  
      

      
   