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			  There once was a trash can, a sad and lonely trash can. His name was Bob, and he loved when people were around him.  

   Bob liked when people visited him, but no one did. So Bob made people stay with him.  For example, one day Bob started talking  to a girl on her way to school.
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			"That is it bye!!!!!!!" 
"Stay with me!"
 "I said bye!!!!!!!!!!!!" Cara shouted out.
Bob sighed, "alone again."


 "Hey person, can you talk with me?" Bob called out.
 "I am sorry, I have to go to school," 
Cara replied. 
Bob yelled,"please please plea..." 
"Ok ok ok," Cara responded loudly.
"What is your name?" 
"Car..." 
"Nice to meet you care. Do you have a trash can like me... is it a girl or a boy... how long have you had the trash can... what is the name... does it talk like me?" Bob interrupted.  
10 hours later, they were still chatting.  
"I need to go to school now I already skipped math, P.E., and music.  I have to go now!" Cara screamed.
"1 more minute?" 
"Fine." 
1 hour later, they were STILL talking. 
Cara cried, "I missed school!!! My mom is going to be upset!!!"
"Just talk with me and everything will be alright," Bob said.  
"How is it going to be ok!!!" 
"UH..." 
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			  Bob needs to talk -- he can't stop chattering even for a minute, so when he gets lonely he begs for people to stay with him. Bob kept rambling, but the neighborhood was bored and tired of him so they decided to muzzle him with a piece of duck tape. But that didn't work because he just kept mumbling until it came off. So the neighbors wrapped him up even tighter with more tape. But Bob managed to rock it all off because it was uncomfortable. Finally, the neighbors tried to dash away when he was not looking, but Bob exclaimed, "I AM NOT DONE YET, STAY FOR A FEW MORE MINUTES!" 
Eight hours later.
They wanted to go home so they told him "Look behind you! There's a bird!" When Bob turned to look for the bird he was unable to find it and the neighbors ran away. 
  The next day, as people strolled by, Bob asked, "Hey guys, come talk with me!" When the neighbors heard him, they covered heir faces with books and newspapers and dashed away. He was lonely again.

Bob was heavy with sadness. He did not cry, he was strong about it, but he felt like he was going to cry in his head. He thought to him self "I don't need friends it is ok, I am ok."



	The next day the people who bought him wanted to throw him away and get a new trash can.  They got complaints from the neighborhood that he was annoying and that he talks too much.  When Bob saw them talking about him, he started to cry and it was his worst day ever.  

	One week later, on a cold and windy morning the day was here. They threw Bob in a bigger trash can named Emmy, and the larger trash can yelled "OMG!?!?!? Why are you getting thrown away?" Bob did not want to explain to the big and sassy trash can. He was too sad to talk, and he was as still as a rock. "I can't believe that they don't want me anymore," Bob cried. After Bob said that, he started to move into a trash compactor. Then the machine chewed him up. 
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			He passed away. After a couple of days a new trash can named Jo-Jo arrived at Bob's old house. Jo-Jo sings. The people liked listening to her sing as they walked by. She is not like Bob. For example, doesn't make people stay to listen to her, she doesn't need company all the time because people like her. The neighbors told each other that, when they are angry, Jo-Jo soothes them by singing. Everybody was so happy, and Jo-Jo was happy too. The next night, the neighbors danced to her singing by the campfire.

Soon, everyone on the block was joyful! But they were also a little bit sad because of Bob. They actually missed him -- just bob, not the talking. They have Jo-Jo now so they don't think about Bob as much. In memory of Bob, they spend more time with Jo-Jo.                

THE END
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