Dino Death

By: DaNell Rasmussen

I looked out at the Emery county scenery, nothing to look at there.  I caught my favorite song on the radio, Crush by David Archuletta, and started to sing.

“Oh, my gosh, DaNell,” Taylor said, “Are you trying to kill us all?”

“Shut up, dork!” I said.

“ Make me,” Taylor said.

“ I will.”

“ Do it then.”

“ Make me.”

“ I will.”

“ Do it then.”

“ Make me.”………

“ You guys knock it off or I will make you walk,” Dad said from the driver’s seat.

“ Taylor started it.”

“ I don’t care who started it, just knock it off.”

“ OK.”

I resumed watching out of my window until we arrived at Grandma Sharon and Grandpa Royce’s house.  My dad stopped the car and I hopped out, ran into the house and into the living room where the Peacocks were seated watching the Patriots vs. Chargers football game.

“Who’s winning?” I asked Uncle Dane.

“ The Patriots, of course.”

“ Right…” I said checking the score to make sure.

“Hey, Grams, what’s up?”

“ The usual. What books have you read lately?” Grandma asked me.

“ Umm… The Candy Shop War by Brandon Mull, The Tales of Beedle the Bard by J.K. Rowling, and The Dangerous Days of Daniel X by James Patterson,” I replied automatically.

“ Oh, well go play with your cousins down stairs.”

“ OK”

I went down stairs and saw no one. I checked Rustin’s room, the hall closet, the pantry/laundry room, and the computer room. No one was there. The only place left to look was in Grandpa’s room.

I opened the door and said, “ Hello? Is anyone in here?” There was no answer. Whoa, this is creepy; usually I can at least hear the little kids. I thought. I checked the shoe closet, the closet, under the bed, and under both desks. There was no one down there. I exited Grandpa’s room and as I was walking past the metal garbage can I heard the rustle of leaves.

‘Ah ha,’ I thought, ‘there’s someone.’

I opened the lid and looked in, no one was in there. All of a sudden I felt myself being sucked in. ‘Oh no! What’s happening?’ I thought, as I landed on some soft springy ferns.

‘Whoa! What happened? Where am I?’

I looked around and recognized the familiar Miller Creek landscape. There was too much green there, too many trees, and no houses. 

‘Boom, Boom, Boom…’

‘Wha…’

“Ahhhhh!” I scream.

A ten-foot dinosaur had just grabbed me by the ankle. ‘This isn’t possible’ I thought.

“Who are you?” the dilopho asked in a high feminine voice.

“ I am DaNell Rasmussen from Wellington,” I said trying to stay calm as I hung upside-down.

“ Oh, well that is not far from here I could take you home if you want,” the dinosaur said putting me down.

“ What? I thought that Wellington was only a future town that settled in 1878. Who lives there? What is this place called?” I asked intrigued to know that Wellington existed during the dino-ages.

“The Sioux people live there. This is the place known as Gomer’s Ville.”

“Oh, I forgot to ask you what your name is?”

“ My name is Madame Atrachea Colay Lenks.”

“Pleased to meet you Mademoiselle Lenks,” I said bowing.

When I arrived at Wellington I saw about a million Native Americans doing various jobs among the settlement. I walked over to a tall man with red paint on his face and an enormous headdress on his head and asked him how he got here.

He tilted his head to the side in puzzlement. I understood, the English people haven’t taught these people English yet. At that moment I remembered the portable hyptobeam that I had gotten for my last birthday in my pocket. I pulled it out and set it for American Standard 1 and for an area of 10 square miles. I pressed Hypnotize and waited the necessary 30 seconds.

“How did you get here?” I asked the big man.

“ I was born here,” he said in a deep voice.

“Oh.”

“Who are you?”

“I am Princess Humble Vanessa Kendra Janeen DaNell Rose Marie Barnatia Tracey Sunstone Tamara Colby Lynn Lee Tink Titan Rasmussen, but you can call me DaNell,” I said out of breath from reciting my full name.

“Whoa that is many names.”

“Yes, too many.”

“ I shall introduce you to my daughter, Princess Nayali Pocola Dusti Sue Sioux, but she goes by Dusti for some odd reason.”

Chief Sioux led me to the largest tent right smack dab in the center of the camp. Inside there was a girl, about my age with dark hair down to her waist, wrestling with a German Shepard. 

“Do you like animals?” I asked Dusti.

“Very well,” she said.

“What about the dinosaurs?” I asked.

“The what?”

“The giant animals from Gomer’s Ville?”

“Oh, yes, very very much!”

“Do you eat animals?”

“My people do, but I do not, I consider it a tragedy to slay any beast evil or kind.”

“What do you say you and I go talk with the animals?”

“Yes, I would like that much!”

Ten minutes later I was introducing Dusti to the monkeys. She was having a blast talking to her friends, Homie, Ringo, Ziggy, Bubbles, Sassy, and Angelica.

“Would you like to help the Dinos survive?” I asked.

“Why what will happen to them?”

“We don’t really know, but they no longer exist in my time.”

“Oh, how horrible!”

“Yes, exactly, and some of them are really nice, like my friend Madame Atrachea.”

“Madame Atrachea? You know her?”

“Yes she helped me find your village.”

“She is one of my trusted friends.”

“Oh, I see.”

“What do you see?”

“Sorry, humor. I have an idea to help the Dinos survive, hold on one second.”

I pulled out my hyptobeam and set it for No Effects, and hypnotized Dusti so that when I did hypnosis on the Native Americans again Dusti would not be effected.

“Let’s hypnotize your people so that they help the Dinos survive.”

“OK!” Dusti said excitedly.

“The only thing is, you would have to come back to the future with me.”

“I will if you help these beautiful creatures survive.”

“OK, if you are sure?”

“I am sure.”

I hypnotized the Native Americans and Dusti and I made our way back to where I had landed. In the exact spot on those exact ferns, was the metal garbage can. Dusti climbed in and disappeared then I followed after her. I arrived in the basement and called for Uncle Dane to come see what I had brought home with me. No one came the whole house was silent.

I went upstairs and saw no one. I went outside there were no cars or anything only a few tyrannosaurus rexes. Now I understood, Dusti and I were probably the only humans left in the world. 

We hid in the house for as long as we could before dying of starvation.

Never, and I repeat NEVER keep dinosaurs alive, because we will all perish!!!!!

THE END
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