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The Day My Comb Ran Away

By Chelsea C. 


			

		

	
		
			One morning, l was combing my hair with my favorite comb. It was a blue comb, my favorite color which is why it's my favorite comb.

I kept brushing my long shiny dark brown hair when suddenly I felt a sharp poke. "Ouch," I yelled. I looked at the comb but everything looked fine. I began combing my hair again. A few moments later, another sharp poke."Ouch!" I screamed again. I looked at my comb and saw that it had arms and legs. I screamed as loud as a goat, and dropped the comb.
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			All of a sudden the comb scrambled out of my hand and ran to the bathroom, down the hall, and out the front door. "Where are you going? I need you," I yelled. 

I called my sisters for help. We both ran out of front door as fast as we could. We were on chase.
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			The comb kept running away from us, looking terrified. The comb ran faster and faster. We were so close to him but he was still to far away. We were getting tired with our faces hot and dripping with sweat. "Quick, hurry he's going into the park!" my sister shouted. We ran a little faster. 

The comb hid under a green slide. Shortly after we got to the park, we started looking for the comb.  "There he is," I yelled. But the comb heard us and started running again.
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			As we were chasing the comb, we found a gray fishing net laying next to the pond. "We can use this to catch the comb," I chimed while holding up the fishing net. The comb was slowing down and we were catching up. I swung my net into the air and quickly swooped the net down. "I caught him," I cheered as I held the comb tightly. "Never run away from me again," I told him. "Okay," the tired comb replied. 

In an instant, he stoped moving. His arms and legs disappeared and he was once again a regular comb. "That was crazy," my sister exclaimed out of breath. "Yes it was,"  I agreed. "Let's go home," I stated. We walked back home, wiping the sweat off our faces. When I got home I walked back to the bathroom and put the comb back into the drawer. I looked down at the comb, laughed and left the room.
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			Chelsea likes the band BTS. She also likes to dance. Her favorite song is the banana song. She likes to go to Disneyland. She is eight years old. She doesn't like pizza. Her favorite subjects in school are writing and math. 
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