
The day I was kidnapped was a day I will never forget. I was going about my own everyday business when the abductor got me. He did not trick me by offering the candy from their car. Neither did he ask me if I needed a ride. He took me by force, and I did not know what he wanted from me. 


I was riding my bike around the neighborhood as usual. I would see the man down the street mowing his lawn or trimming his bushes. I would listen to the kids down the hill play basketball and jump in front of every motorized vehicle they see. As I was riding around in the large expanse of weed infested lot behind the grocery store, a giant net came down from the sky. It trapped and tangled me up like a demon octopus on steroids. I clawed and screamed, trying to get out, but found myself being attacked by hundreds of plastic baseball bats. The pressure of all that was happening knocked me out.

When I came to my senses, I was buried in a pit of Nike One’s golf balls with my hands zip tied behind my back. After about twenty minutes or so, I was on the surface of the sea of dimpled snowballs. I spit out a couple of Ones’s and looked up to see my abductor laughing his head off.
“What’s so funny?” I asked, “Do you find pleasure in doing this?”

“No,” He said, “But I just noticed that you’re sitting in a big pit of golf balls!”

The abductor laughed again, even harder than before. Man, I thought, this guy is worse than the kids down the street! 

The man hauled me out of the pit and unshackled my hands. Then he led me down a hallway and through a large and complex array of doors. I was roughly thrown into a small jail cell.

The next day I explored the small holding area I was in. When I looked under my bed I found a key. Wow, this guy is stupid! I thought. I inserted the key into the heavy iron padlock and stepped out of the cell. Now where is the exit? I turned and saw a large door with the word ‘EXIT’ painted on it. I was about to open the portal to freedom, but on the door it also said, ‘EMERGENCY ONLY. ALARM WILL SOUND.’ This gave me second thoughts about my first escape plan. Like Michael Schofield reborn, I searched the room for another route to freedom. I spotted a sewage grate in the middle of the floor. I quickly scampered to the drain. I disappeared into the abyss of sewer pipeline and started my journey to freedom.

The stench of rotting something filled my nostrils. I sloshed through the muck along the bottom of the pipe and continued on. After a couple of feet, I could hear rats. Soon they started scurrying around my feet and I stomped and splashed to scare them off. All of the rats except one ran back into the darkness. On the remaining rat there was a small name tag which said, “Hello, my name is Timmy”. That’s weird. How did it get the name tag? 

I talked to the rat as it followed me through the sewers. We discussed the new president-to-be and the best way to open a butterfly knife. We went around a couple of strange twist and turns when finally I saw a speck of light in the distance. I ran as fast as the sewer water would allow me towards the beacon of freedom. I climbed up to get my fist breath of fresh air. Freedom.


I lifted up the grate and poked my head out of the cathodic cavern. When my eyes adjusted, I was in… The same room I started in. To make matters worse, my abductor was in the room pointing a mean looking Blunderbuss. I closed my eyes just as he pulled the trigger. Instead of a sharp pain in the chest, I heard a bunch of clicking and clanking noises. I looked down the barrel of the gun and saw that the bullet was bouncing around the end of the blunderbuss like a nail in a blender. 


“WHAT!” The man said, “What the…?”

He looked down the barrel of the gun and looked very confused. It was now or never. I ran towards the emergency exit. As I opened the door, the clicking noises stopped and I heard a yelp of pain. I could only guess that the bullet came out of the blunderbuss and shot my abductor. I was really free.
