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My Monster Story

It was a dark night, and I was walking down the deserted street to my job.  “Bezzet,” the noise of 4 high powered energy weapons poured through the cold night air.  Then a scream.  This was not a was from Star Wars, I was standing outside of the 7th Avenue Monster Detention Facilely in Philadelphia, now called Plazadelphia.  How that name came to be is a long story.  The facility is basically a 7-story, 30 ft thick stone wall formed in a square, with a tower on each of the corners.  It houses a big green monster that leaves green muck all over the place.  I then turn in the thick oak doors, ready to start the graveyard shift.  You ask, why work then?  I do this because I am saving up for collage.  It is the year 2050.  Now I have reached the messy office.  I walk in the office and I clock in on the computerized time clock.  I say hello to my supervisor, and he tells me that I am working in tower 3 tonight.

“Great!” I think, that tower is the farthest away from the office.  I say goodbye, and I head over to tower 3.  I reach the steps and I begin the long 7-story climb upward.  As I climb the steps, I think to myself, “How did I ever get to work in this dump?  Why can’t they put in an elevator?  Why do they need guards at night?  All the monster even does is sleep.”  Then I wonder, “Why is the monster here in the first place?  Why do we use high-powered energy weapons to control him, why don’t we ask politely for him to do something?”  I finally reach the top of tower 3, and I settle in for a long night of staring at the cold stone wall.  Little did I know that this so far uneventful night was going to change my life forever.

As I was drifting off to sleep, a strange thing happened.  I felt like I had made a mental connection with the monster.  He was saying, “I remember my home plant, with the beautiful shades of purple on the grass, the lovely orange sky.  I wish I could go back there and see my friends.  They were all with this humanoid shape.  They had a head, 2 arms, 2 legs, and they walked upright, like you do.  There we were all loved, here we are all hated.  Ohhh,” the monster shivered.  “I am still getting over that last blast.”  
“What blast?” I replied.  
“You know,” the monster said in return, “the energy weapons they use to keep me under…”  
The dream vanished, my supervisor was yelling wake up!  The monster started moving, he was moving close to our tower; my supervisor reached for the energy weapon control button.  I reached out and stopped his hand.  He asked me, “What are you doing?”  
I said, “That will hurt the monster.”  
He stared at me, “Huh, he doesn’t have feelings, he just runs around with his bald head, and flat nose.”
“Yes, he does have feelings, why don’t we just ask him politely.”
My supervisor couldn’t understand me, so he went for an easy way out.  “That’s it your fired,” he screamed.  He hit the energy weapon activate button and the green monster screamed out in pain.  Right then, I made up my mind, I was going to risk my life for the poor monster.  I ran downstairs and rounded the corner, colliding with the spanish-speaking cleaning lady.  I spilled her water bucket accidentally.  
“Sorry” I said as I ran to the energy weapon power storehouse.  She ran after me saying who knows what, and trying to hit me with her mop.  I reached the powerhouse.  The door was locked.  What a surprise!  I tried to bang the door in, it didn’t work either.  By now the cleaning lady had reached me.  Time to keep running, I thought.  I ran past the big oak door to the outside, and I kept running till I got to the security room.  I grabbed the key, and I ran back to the security room door.  The key unlocked up the door.  As I opened the door I thought, “Look at all those switches, how could I ever find the right one.”  Then I saw one labeled master power, I knew that that one was the right one.  Now if I could only switch the switch.  It was huge, I couldn’t move it for more then 5 millimeters.  It was time to try a different plan.  I tried to relax and contact the monster.  However, he was I too much pain from the energy weapons to communicate with me.  
“Darn,” I thought, “What will I do now?  I know, I’ll get the cleaning lady to help.”  I go out and look for her.  Bad mistake, she still wants to even with.  Back in the power room, I find a power cable marked “Highly Dangerous.”  I was desperate, so I pulled on it.  Sparks came out and it fizzled, but upstairs I hear the energy weapon die, and the monster stop screaming.  Mission Accomplished.
I felt a splash of water coming at me.  The cleaning lady had managed to round up all of her friends.  They were all blocking my way out.  This was going to get ugly.  I needed to think of a plan.  I know, I see what the monster could do.  I asked him using my mind control; he said he might be able to send down some stored power.  I never knew that he was able to do this, but he sent power down through electricity wire that was used for the energy weapons.  I threw the wire near the cleaning ladies, to scare them, but not close enough to hurt anybody.  The wire sparked and all the cleaning ladies ran away.  Problem Solved.  I was heading out the front door, when 50 policemen turned up to arrest me.  Luckily, the slow-walking monster owed me a favor.  I ran home, and went on-line to get the 1st  flight back to my dorm at my collage.  I then lived happily after.  The End.  The monster, well that’s another long story.
