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Letter from Author:
In science fiction, there are 3 main types of stories.  There are the ones that promise death and destruction.  Cracked concrete sidewalks, and dirt paths.  These are books like Gathering Blue by Lois Lowry.  Then, there are the book that have life a litter harsher then today, however they don’t live in the shadow of a nuclear war.  These are books such as The Giver also by Lois Lowry.  Finally, there are the books that are happy and show joy and prosperity throughout the world.  Everyone is rich, technology has reached a new height.  I like these sorts of books, So, I believe that if are teacher just said to, write a book about the future, some people would have chosen the destruction outcome.  However, because we had to integrate an invention into the story, most people will write happy stories.  I wrote one of those happy stories.
Story:
“Bring, Bring!”  I wake up one morning in my soft feather bed, and I can hardly open my eyes.  I am still so tired from yesterday.  Enough of that anyway, I stand up, and I turn off the alarm.  Ok, what am I going to do today, I think to myself.  You see I am an investigator for the city of Philadelphia.  I work at police headquarters 7 miles downtown.  Even thought I live 7 miles away from center city, there are still 50 story buildings out here.  I think that in a few more years the whole earth will become a city.  They would need to start building settlement underwater!

So anyway, I get dressed and grab a quick breakfast bar off my kitchen counter.  I walk out of my apartment and head for the elevator.  The modern elevator has been around for a while now, but still hasn’t changed much since 2000.  It now includes a touch screen panel to call up certain floors.  That’s all that’s new on the elevator.


Now, because I am fortunate to work at a place that has its own [image: image1.png]


 station, I take the elevator down to the 3rd floor station.  I walk into the station, and having a monthly pass, I walk past the ticket machines.  I then come up to the small boarding platform, and I type in my destination number on the small control panel in front of me.  The bar then slides away to allow me access to a pod.  The pod is this small light green vehicle, shaped like a ladybug.  The doors on both sides lift up to revel the interior of the pod.  The pod has 2 rows of seating and a touch-screen panel in front of each row.  The screen tells you were you are going, and also has lets you surf the web while you ride.  Once you board the train, as I am doing now, the doors close, and the pod moves out of the station.  The computer then controls the pod, moving and switching it through the maze of track 2 stories above street level.  No human required.  The train never stops, it does not even enter the stations along the way.  In addition, are the only person aboard the train, no strangers to share the ride.

So, after my quick [image: image2.png]


 ride, I arrive at my center-city office building.  I get off  the pod at the station.  I love[image: image3.png]


, it is so convenient, and spills less pollution into the air.  I then take the elevator to my 89th floor office.  Now, you must be saying at least 89 floors for a little police headquarters.  However, my building isn’t all that high, 95 stories is about the median in this city.  Some buildings are about 170 stories high!  100 years ago, 110 stories was considered to be very tall.  Today that’s nothing, the tallest building in the world is 190 stories!

As I get off the elevator, and walk in to the office, my boss greets me.  He tells me that there is a problem.  The [image: image4.png]


 system was going crazy; it is having a mind of its own!  Instead of going to the destination it was programmed to, the system is delivering riders to a different station.  My boss told me to investigate this, so as quick as I entered my office, I left.
I took the elevator down to the street exit, and as I walked through doors that looked like they had cobwebs on them.  No one goes out here on street level; almost everyone takes[image: image5.png]


.  As I walk out, I start to think were I should look first.  I decide to make [image: image6.png]


 headquarters my first stop.

As I walk, I  think about the city streets with their wide sidewalks and almost empty store display windows.  They are empty because [image: image7.png]


 is causing such a revolution, that no one walks down here.  Nearly all business takes place on the 3rd floor.  The other stories below [image: image8.png]


, are like a basement.  They are used for storage.  So I walked along, (I never got so much exercise,) walking to the [image: image9.png]


 operating headquarters.  I wanted to find out why the system was going nuts.  
When I reached 7th and Walnut, I stopped.  In front of me stood this building that looked really out of place!  It was like a hunted mansion.  Complete with shuttered windows (closed), deep, dark, uninviting colors, and steep slanted roofs that went flat after 12 ft.  The building also had a [image: image10.png]


 track running straight into it.  On the track rode a steady stream of personal monorails.  A bunch were going in, none were coming out.  The strange “mansion” was also not at all like the modern buildings, with the straight lines, and the square silver windows shining in the sunlight.  It was not like their functional, economical designs.
I  thought this to very strange.  A “haunted” building, a one-way monorail track, full of terrified people riding into the building.  As I thought about it, I decided that this may be the answer to my problem.  I also needed to fulfill my duty, so I struck up my courage, and walked up to the door.  I rang the doorbell.  “Ding-dong” could be heard echoing through out the eerie house.  The then door opened, and out stepped a man with a goofy look on his face.  The man had frizzy hair and was wearing a spotless white lab coat. 

He spoke aloud in a strange tone, “Come on in, care to join us!”  At that point he laughed an evil laugh.  This whole situation sounds weird.  I have a bad feeling about this man and this house.  He then steps back and holds out his hand in a form of come on in.  I think awhile, then I accept his invitation.  I walk into the spooky house.

Coming into the house, I walk through long corridors of dark oak paneling and dusty pictures of dead people.  This hallway was just what I excepted to find in a haunted mansion.

The mad scientist then walks in to this big central room.  This room is different from the others.  This one is full with modern equipment, and looks to be newly done.  This room was modern, unlike the old hallways and the spooky exterior.  This room was loaded with hundreds of computer monitors; however no one was at them.  The screens all had different chart on them, and I wonder what they were are used for.  
When I finally look up, I see what seems to be the answer to my problem.  The monorail track that I saw outside, came into here.  The cars were pulling up one by one to the unloading booth, and the people inside were getting out of the pods.  Instead of being worried of were the track brought them, the people walked out like robots.  They walked in straight lines in the middle of the walkway.  When they would turn corners, they would always stop and turn 90 degrees at a time.

Thinking that this was strange, I looked up higher and I saw a machine that looked like a needle.  The needle had on it 3 thin purple disks.  The disks got smaller in diameter towards the bottom of the needle.  On the base of the machine it read, “Mind Control Machine 3003!”  Mind control I think, something is definitely up.

I look back down; the evil scientist is giving me one of his wired stares again.  I ask him, “Mind control, what are you doing with a mind control machine here? They were outlawed 25 years ago”

He laughs and replies, “Would you like to find out?”  Seeing the people being marched into a small steel lined tunnel leading somewhere and that somewhere was most likely bad; I reply, “No thanks.”
He says, “How ‘bout yes!”  Then he grabs me by my ear, and pulls me into a glass elevator that connects the many levels of the room.  He pusses a button, and ducks out of the elevator as the glass doors close.  He gives me an evil smile.  The elevator starts its accent.

As I come closer to the mind control device, my mind started going blank.  I couldn’t think for myself any more.  I couldn’t see what was going on anymore; the evil scientist was inhabiting my brain.
Well hello there!  I am an evil scientist, well at least I think I an evil.  Haaaaa, haaa, ha.  So your little friend is going to be turned into a robot.  Yup, I said he was going to be turned into an slave of mine.  He is reaching the top of the elevator shaft.  Now he is getting out.  He is stepping onto the [image: image11.png]


 platform, and joining the line of my subjects awaiting transfusion.  Now he is going into the steel tunnel, never to return again.  Let me pull up the live video of him.  He is going into the first chamber, the chamber of …

“Boom,” there goes the door.  Wait, now who was mean enough to blow down my door?  Oh no, it’s the police!  They caught on my scheme, I should have picked a better hideout.  I think this one was too reveling.  They are running in, now they are surrounding me.  They have me in handcuffs.  Darn, my plan didn’t work, I was going to rule the world!
Ha, on second thought, no one knows how to shut down the system, my plan might still succeed, your friend will become a robot, they will take over the world, and best of all I WILL RULE!!!!!!!!!!









