
I woke up this way.
By Yousef A. Mustafa

I woke up this way. I woke up in an unfamiliar place, an alleyway. No, I didn't sleep there last 
night, but it appears as if I spent the night there. I don't drink so I'm not sure why I can't remember how I 
ended up here.

I work as a poacher, not the glorious job out there, but it's what I do to provide to my daughter. 
Sam passed away two years ago, so I'm all what my kid's got left. I had to do whatever I'm good at, and I 
used to poach before I got married. I usually go to Africa, the best poaching location, with my college 
Charlie. We usually hunt down and capture endangered animals. The rarer they are, the richer we 
become.

Yes, it's illegal, I know that and so do Charlie. That didn't scare us when we began, and doesn't 
scare me now. As long as we go and return hiding the evidence, there is no harm. It's just like 
downloading illegal movies from the net. Completely harmless.

I got up and started to walk my way out of the strange gloomy location. As I walked I felt my head 
was spinning. I felt dizzy, not able to walk in a straight path. Moreover, I felt tired, even though I just 
woke up. To tell the truth those weren't the only feelings I had, but the others were far too strange and 
bizarre for me to start explaining. I managed to find my way back to the streets and to the society. The 
streets were rather empty, so I knew that I was in a part of the city that was away from the workplaces.

From the location of the sun, I'd say it's noon, just around 12:00. The weather was clear, 
reminded me of the times we went picnicking in the park. We don't do this anymore since Sam passed 
away. Not that I'm too depressed to go out with my daughter to have a good time, it's just that I'm really 
busy, working most of my time. I don't just hunt down extincting species, but also sell them. And when 
I'm here in town doing neither, I work with Charlie for the National Zoo and Animal Pounds. We catch 
run-away or stray animals, and bring them in.  

I didn't have to walk for long before I spotted a lady. She was standing in front of a shop, facing 
it's display window. She was holding a couple of shopping bags. She didn't notice me, her eyes were 
fixated on watching a couple of dresses displayed in a shop's window. I went to the lady and asked her 
where I was, but odd enough, grunting came out of my mouth instead of words. The lady screamed in 
horror as her eyes were shifted to me. She dropped her shopping bags and fell on her bottom terrified. 
“Why?” I wondered, I didn't want to hurt her. I didn't do anything to receive such a harsh rejection. I 
backed off to give her some air, and she seized the opportunity to run off like she've seen a monster. 
“Hey Lady you forgot your bags?” I wanted to shout, but all that came out was gorilla sounds. I wonder … 
I thought as I faced the window to see my reflection, and I was shocked and scared more than the lady 
was. I was hideous, naked, covered with black animal fur. I was a gorilla. 

I began to freak out, though I was trying really hard to remain calm. I tried to think back to what 
may have resulted to this illogical transformation. Last thing I remember was kissing my 7 year-old 
daughter goodnight, then going to my bedroom to sleep myself. Actually, there was something else I 
remember afterwards, bits of an foggy dream if I'm not mistaken, or a nightmare. I think I was in an 
operation room, laying on the bed. No strapped, yes definitely strapped. There were a bunch of doctors 



circling around me, but I'm not sure as it was all so blurry. Could it not have been a dream? Did it really 
happen? Could they be involved somehow resulting for me turn into this? I had to go to the hospitals to 
find out. But how could I? Wherever I walk anyone who sees me shouts as if I was going to eat them 
alive.

I tried to walk casual, in a straight line and not stair at anyone. I thought perhaps if I acted subtle, 
people would think that I'm an trained animal instead of a wild untamed one. I had so many questions on 
my mind; why was I chosen to become this? Why was I disposed off in the alleyway? Is there a way to 
revert the process or is it too late? And most importantly of all, what will become of my little girl? As I 
walked I heard the people scream and shout. I tried to neglect their reactions and find my way to a 
hospital. But wait, once I get there, how will I get them to understand my requests? This is hopeless, I 
thought. As I continued to walk and think, an extremely familiar car came next to me and pulled over. It 
was the one I rode in everyday to work. It's Charlie's. The driver's door opened and Charlie came out. 
“Boy, am I glad to see you!” I thought, thinking that he had came to help me. But no, he approached me 
with a tranquilizer-gun saying: “Easy there boy, I don't want to hurt you.” “Charlie! What are you doing?” 
I shouted, “It's me!” But all that came out of my mouth was more gorilla talk. It was pointless.

Not wanting to get caged or hurt my friend, I ran away on my two legs. I found this as odd as 
anyone seeing this would. Gorillas would run much faster when they use their hands too, unfortunately 
my case was a bit different, I wasn't used to doing so. Charlie was right behind me ready to zap me, so I 
had no choice but to be barbaric to earn my freedom. I tried to put up a good fight, but he was used to 
dealing with beasts like me and overcame me without much difficulty. Charlie was good as his job.

I was thrown behind bars by my best friend Charlie. “If only I could talk.” I kept thinking, but I'm 
sure that's how all the animals we caught thought. Ah, the irony, maybe I deserve this bizarre twist of 
fate, perhaps I've earned it by doing what I did.

I now spent most of my days caged like any other animal at the National Zoo. I thought of 
escaping a few times, but those thoughts only led me into trouble. Every time I get caught and punished 
for my act. I decided to stop thinking like that for my own good. Nobody knows that I was once human, 
and I myself am beginning to forget. I got used to living this way, and it isn't that bad since my daughter 
visited me once. She came to the zoo with her uncle, my brother, whom I presume is now her legal 
guardian. Although she didn't recognize me, and her visit was brief, it gave me hope. She visited me 
once, it could happen again.

***

After reading the narration:
Q1: What better title can you come up with for this short story?
Q2: What gender do you imagine is the narration, and why?
Q3: The narrator had many questions about how the transformation was possible, and about its motive, 
but wasn't able to solve it. What does this imply?
Q4: Do you think the narrator deserves this outcome?
Q5: What is the moral of this story?


