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Um, I don’t know the name of the assignment

Segway Dash 

The little tiger entered his room, dropping his empty pumpkin on his bed. 

His Jack O’ Lantern pail stared up at him, apologizing with it’s black painted-on eyes. Sorry, kid. No candy for you this year. The boy pulled the tiger hood down so that it lay on his shoulders. Those crummy older kids, he thought. Someone has to stop them knocking over littler kids for their candy. He heard his mom fumbling around in the hall. He had not told her what had happened, and she had not asked. 

He lay on his bed, staring up at the ceiling. Tomorrow will be better, he thought, and closed his eyes.

He felt a coldness on his face. Water dribbled onto his cheeks. He opened his eyes. He was staring up at the trees, light brightly shining through. How pleasant. 

Someone was tapping his shoulder. He got up quickly, and stared down at an orange creature, hands cupped with water from a nearby stream. He screamed. The creature jumped, and he realized he was looking at his pumpkin pail, except with little black arms and legs made of plastic. 

“Calm down, Jake. You might wake the animals,” its low, assuring voice said, as the toothy smile moved. 

“But…you…where am I?” Jake stammered, his mind reeling. 

“Some sort of forest, I suppose. I’ve been awake for a while.”

“You can’t be awake, you’re not even real,” said Jake.

“Don’t be silly, of course I am.”

The boy just stared at him. Birds were chirping. 

“How did I get here?”

“You fell asleep there, and woke up here. Maybe you’re wanted in this world.”

“This world?”

“Yes. We better start moving if we want to get to the nearest town by dark,” and the little pail waddled off. 

Jake followed, running his hands through the leaves of the forest. “What can I call you?”

“Charlie.”

And they walked through the forest.   

The sun was beginning to set, casting beautiful calm orange rays through the tops of the trees. 

“There it is, Jake,” Charlie tapped him. “Here, put me down,” he said, and Jake let go of the pail as it hopped onto its wee legs. 

There was a wooden sign in front of them that read in neon glowing green letters: “Maestrom”. In the distance they glimpsed a fire, heard jubilant laughter, and smelled wonderful meats. Jake’s mouth watered. Charlie was already struggling to open the gate. Jake pushed it open. Instantly the fire went out and the noise ceased. Jake froze.

“It may be a trap,” Charlie whispered. They waited in the dark. Two eyes suddenly appeared, glowing a silent mesmerizing yellow. The eyes were getting closer and larger. There was nothing except those chilling eyes. Charlie was motioning for him to shut the gate. Jake did. The eyes disappeared, and the festivities returned to normal. 

“We must not be welcome here,” Jake said. Charlie was already on his way. 

“We have to hurry to the next town. It’s darkening, and that’s not good.”

They ran.

“This should do it for the night,” Charlie said as he tried to hop into one of the car windows. They had stopped at a junkyard, filled with crushed cars stacked upon each other. Jake and Charlie sat in the front seats of a musty Esperanto at the top of one of the piles. Dark had fallen upon them.

An hour passed. Charlie appeared to be asleep. Jake couldn’t sleep. He was aware of an eerie presence in this car graveyard, a clinking and scratching metallic noise. He leaned over to wake Charlie, when a tremor buckled the stack of cars they were in. Charlie was awake. “What is it?”

“I don’t know,” Jake said.

Then, through the hole where a windshield had once lived, they glimpsed a large hand, composed of rusty auto parts. They were silent. The hand disappeared out of sight, and they were staring into the face of this utterly gigantic car monster, the eyes made of tires. 

There was a deafening roar as their car was thrown to the ground, fortunately landing on it wheels. Jake and Charlie were climbing quickly out the window. Jake stood up and craned his neck to see this behemoth. 

“What’s that smell?” Charlie uttered.

“It smells like gasoline,” Jake said. 

The mouth was glowing orange, the fumes clearly visible.

“We should probably run,” Jake said. 

The flames were out of its mouth and pummeling towards them, separating the two comrades. Jake climbed under the car, but was plucked instantly by the mechanical dragon’s fingers. Jake dangled in the air, screaming for Charlie, who was nowhere in sight. As if the pumpkin would be able to do anything, he thought. It’s not even a real pumpkin. 

This new creature confounded the beast. It was not used to these kinds of animals. It was wary of this boy’s arms and hair, and what these new features were capable of. 

Suddenly Jake was dropped to the dirt, hitting his head on the ground. Slowly getting up he saw through the blood that dripped down his face Charlie hacking away at the toes of the dragon with a rock. Silly Charlie, Jake thought. Then time and sound slowed down.

None of what was happening seemed to be real, he thought as the other large foot came slowly down on the Jack O’ Lantern pail. At the instant Charlie was crushed, Jake’s mind clicked back into working order. He dropped to his knees, screaming. The mixture of blood and tears made it impossible for him to see. Quit it, he thought. It’s just a stupid pumpkin. 

He got up, grabbing a metal gleaming rod, and ran in fury towards the beast. The beast plucked him up in his fingers effortlessly and raised him to its mouth. Jake stared into the eternal blackness and was filled with extreme terror, a desire, a need to not go down into the well. The beast’s fingers came apart.

White light overcame him and he was on his bed again, sweating and staring up at the ceiling, still in his tiger costume. Charlie was standing beside him on the bed, smiling like an old friend. 

“Charlie, you’re okay!” he cried out happily.

“Yes, I’m fine,” he replied. “But I have to go, Jake. I can’t stay in this world. It’s not meant to be.”

Jake was silent. “I understand. Some things just aren’t.” And he hugged the Jack O’ Lantern, and went back to sleep, overwhelmed.

When he awoke, the pail was on his bed, but it was not Charlie. 

Morning came, and so did his mom with a hug. “That’s a nasty cut you got there, Jake,” she said, pointing at his forehead. “We’ll have to do something about that. I’ll be back.” 

He smelled bacon and eggs. 

“Yeah,” he whispered, and he smiled.
