Mass Production
By Marianna
 

It was ten o'clock in the morning and Trent already felt his legs beginning to ache. He groaned and sat down on a tree stump for a momentary reprieve. 

Trent had taken this particular trail before numerous times with his brother but didn't remember the climb being so dauntingly steep. He wasn't cut out for this. If it was up to him, he would much rather be intellectually stimulated than be forced to endure such physical anguish. But he had no other choice. Where else would he find the right plants for his science experiment? 

He staggered up the slopes, stopping only to wipe the sweat from his glistening face. Beyond him, tall pine and spruce trees cast their shadows over Trickle Lake while a flock of geese soared overhead. A fresh blanket of brown fallen leaves crunched beneath his feet. As Trent rounded a corner, he noticed a cluster of small wooden shacks a couple hundred feet away. Quickly, he clambered up the path to investigate what appeared to be an abandoned clearing. 

Two dusty windows adorned each of the rundown shanties, all of which were covered by graffiti. Trent scratched his head, perplexed by the scene. Maybe if he looked inside one of the shacks, he could solve the mystery that stood in front of him. 

He grasped the door handle of one of the shacks and stepped inside…
The place was a mess. Empty beer cans and cigarette butts littered the floor, and a yellowed newspaper was thrown in a corner. Trent walked through the cabin, surveying the dirt and grime of it all. He wondered who could have done this, and who could possibly be that sloppy. He supposed later that he had been in the cabin for about ten minutes (he had been busy exploring and being disgusted with whatever sort of animals lived there) when his foot hit the patch of rotten floorboards. It happened so fast that he barely had time to do anything except in vain try and grab the side of the broken hole in the floor. His ankle was wrenched painfully to one side as he fell through the rotten floor. A few seconds later, he hit the ground with a dull thud. The damp feeling of being underground and the faint sound of moisture dripping off of a wall didn’t add to his comfort any. If possible, this place made the top floor of the cabin look like the Taj Mahal. It had a faint mildew scent about it, and the floor was packed dirt and clay. Also, people were staring at him. He blinked several times, just to make sure that he really was seeing what he was seeing. Several teenagers, most around 16 or 17, filled the room. Despite their dirty faces, most of them were wearing nice clothes; some he supposed were school uniforms. They jumped him.  To say so in no uncertain terms, it felt like it couldn’t have hurt more if it were elephants jumping on him. And he was pretty sure he heard something go crack. His ankle, already not doing too well over the tumble he’d taken, hurt like crazy. Then one of the older ones roughly shoved him to make him get going, and took him to his prison. Well, he shouldn’t say PRISON exactly…after all, the imagination station was supposed to be fun. But this imagination station looked different, somehow. 

“What have you done? Why do you have the imagination station? 

“None of your stupid business. Shut up.”

“What are you going to do to me, kill me, torture? I have a very low tolerance for pain. Oh good grief, my wrists are swelling and getting more swollen by the minute, and I have no idea how I even am able to walk on this ankle, I think I twisted it. Are you guys a gang? Because if you are-”

Trent never got to finish his statement, because then the large boy shoved him inside, where he tied a rope around his arms to the seat. Then he walked out, leaving Trent alone. Trent wiggled around in his seat after he was sure the guard was gone, to see if perhaps he could perhaps loosen the ropes. He was, as you could expect, very surprised when the ropes slid off as easy as you please.  That guard didn’t know that he had a Houdini in his midst, he thought to himself. As he crept down the hallway, he heard two of his captors talking. 

“Bruno wants the boxes shipped out by tomorrow.”

“Ok, Chas, gotcha. By the way, what are we shipping again?”

“You're such a dope. Why don’t you ever PAY ATTENCTION to our briefings instead of DRAWING LITTLE MARTIONS ON YOUR SHOES? But I guess you have a right to know. We’re shipping out those big machines we ripped off that inventor guy and selling them to the Richardson Toy Company in Chicago. After this fob, we’re all going to be filthy rich, you just wait and see.”

There was more to their conversation, but Trent couldn’t hear it do to the fact that they were now moving farther away from him. They were mass producing imagination stations!!!!  The group of kids had obviously found the hollow tunnels underneath the old cabins and was using them to hide their little setup from the police. How they had gotten the plans in the first place was anybody’s guess. He knew he had to do something, but what? And then, just when he was about to sink into despair, Trent got an idea. 

 

After carefully looking around, Trent carefully walked down the moist passageway and into the front hall that he remembered from after his fall. He crouched down low and counted the guards. Far too many to simply sneak by. After thinking briefly, he came up with an alternate solution. Trent had climbed back “HEY EVERYBODY!!!!! THAT SHRIMP WE’VE GOT HOLED UP JUST GOT OUT!!!!!!!! COME ON DUDES!!” 
The guards all ran out and Trent had another brief look around before he hurriedly pulled himself out of the hole in the cabin floor. Trent quickly ran back to his house, tripped over Jared’s old spy glass, (he had recently had another installed in his window and his old one was currently just sitting in the middle of the hall) rummaged through his old science experiments, and had finally found what he was looking for. It would take a lot of guts, sure, and would take perfect timing, but he knew that he couldn’t let them rip off Mr. Whittaker’s greatest idea ever. He ran back to the cabins and climbed into the brush nearby to use as a vantage point. When he was inside, he had counted about 20 kids in all. Now all he had to do was wait. As the hour dragged on, the kids slowly climbed out and made their way home. He waited some more. Finally, FINALLY, he saw the last kid come out of the cabin. He set his teeth and counted to ten. Then he pushed the button. The deafening explosion could have been Armageddon for all of the noise it made. Yet when he opened his eyes, only the old cabins were missing from the serene forest scene. The teens that had happened to be close enough around to hear were rushing around, not knowing that the large explosion was caused only by an old science project, with just a tiny bit of tweaking. As Trent slipped off into the woods he reminded himself to go to the police station and tell them about all of the activities that had transpired. But for right now, all he wanted to do was to go home and convince Jared to finally get rid of that old spyglass.

