The Day I Met the Rapscallions

It was Friday night, and I had just dozed off. I was sleeping peacefully, when suddenly I was awakened by bright, flashing lights and a weird hum. I ran to the window to see where they were coming from. To my horror, I saw a transparent flying saucer with small, purple and green aliens inside. They had three long antennae and short, stubby legs that they waddled around on. 

I told myself I must be dreaming, so I decided to pinch myself. After the tenth pinch, I realized I wasn’t dreaming and decided to get my Nerf gun (Vulcan EBF-25). When I couldn’t find it, I ran downstairs and got some Yo Baby yogurt out of the fridge. Then I ran back upstairs and watched the aliens land. They carried out some kind of ray gun and started giggling. I decided I didn’t want to see what it would do, so I opened my window and started throwing yogurt at them. The Rapscallions (that is what I named them) began to run back to their ship (I don’t know why they ran, for I have terrible aim and missed them all). 

I had just begun to feel very confident of myself when all at once, I ran out of yogurt. I panicked when one of the Rapscallions (he appeared to be the leader) turned, and threw a metal ball through my open window.  The ball started yammering in a language I could not understand. All of a sudden, I began to feel very sleepy. 

The ball must have made me go into a trance, for I woke up in the morning on the floor with a puddle of drool next to my face and a minor headache. I groaned and wondered how I had gotten on the floor when I remembered the Rapscallions. I jumped up (slipping in my drool in the process) and ran down stairs to see if my parents were alright. What I saw terrified me. My dogs, Tintin & Milou, were sitting at the table, and were eating cereal with great difficulty. And my parents were on the floor eating dog food! 

Just then I heard someone giggling outside and ran to the window. I saw the Rapscallions running away with the ray gun I had seen last night. But then Milou spotted me and started talking to me in English! Now it was getting really bizarre, and I was freaking out. I came back to my senses in time to hear the words “clean your room.” I started to protest, but Tintin told me to obey her.  I reluctantly went up and cleaned my room. 

When I was done, I quietly snuck out the front door. I spied the Rapscallions taking samples of grass and dirt from our front yard. I cautiously approached the ETB’s (Extra Terrestrial Beings). When they noticed me they began to run off, but were stopped by their leader. The leader motioned one of the others towards me and he guardedly came forward. He began to speak to me in slightly accented English. He told me that he would be translator, and that he would try his hardest to get it bright – er, right. I could tell this wasn’t going to go very smoothly, but I decided to give it my best shot. I told the translator that I wanted them to use their ray gun to put everything back to normal. When he told the others, they all started laughing at me! Now I was very frustrated. The translator (still laughing) turned and told me that the “ray gun” was called the SUPER DUPER BRAIN RE-LOOPER, and that if I thought that they would do what I’d just asked, then I must be crazy. 

I was irritated and out of ideas. Then I remembered. Yogurt! They were scared of it before, so why not now? I told the translator that if they did not give me the SUPER DUPER BRAIN RE-LOOPER, then I would throw yogurt at them. They must have realized what that was because they instantly began to scurry toward their ship. But when the Rapscallions’ ship began to rise, I quickly realized their intentions. The situation was hopeless. As I trudged back to the house, I wondered what I would do. But as I reached the door I heard something go thud behind me. I whirled around and saw the SUPER DUPER BRAIN RE-LOOPER on the ground with a parachute next to it! I was thrilled! Then I realized – I had no idea how to work it. But after a great deal of pondering and experimenting, I figured out how to use it. 

Now everything is back to normal, well, except the fact that my dogs still speak English, and Mom and Dad still speak a little Dogeese (they insist that that’s what it is called). Well, I’ve got to go; Mom is telling me to clean my room.  Sigh, some things never change.

