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			Flashbacks reminded me of my home, where I belong, the only place I belong. I had friends, distant family, and people who spoke my language. I was quiet and shy, yet the first to be...adopted.

1 hour later

I am flapping around nervously as they say, “Seastar...Seastar, calm down, they repeat over and over again. While, here I am, covered by sticky, sweaty hands and stuffed into a cage.
           Sorry, I have not yet introduced myself. I am Seastar a small blue parakeet. Currently, I see.  I have been stuffed into a cage by people who somehow know my name. I have finally calmed down after an hour. For the next 2 months, my owner kept trying to bond with me. But, how can I be friends with the one who has destroyed my original life? I started to like her more when I began to think, “Anyone could have been adopted and have to leave their friends and family behind.” I repeated in my thoughts.

Even though I missed my family and friends, I still started to like the newer owner, until one day, a thought crossed my mind. When I was taken away, none of my friends said bye or even looked sad when I left. And, my family was only distant cousins. So then, I wondered why I was even sad. I might just miss some of the people there who would feed me treats. I remembered that when birds were adopted for a trial and would bite their owner, the owner would send the bird back. Or, sometimes owners would return a bird when they realize the bird can't fly. Yes, I can’t fly. I’ve tried for so long, but I just can’t fly. The owners of the pet store I was in had clipped my wings, and they clipped the wrong feathers. So, one wing is shorter than the other one.
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I snapped out of my thoughts when the owner came rushing down the stairs. She started to yell, “Fly,fly,fly!” Only, I couldn’t. That’s when I heard it a loud CRASH. The bookshelf near us fell. Then, the table fell, and then, more large furniture pieces crashed down along with 4 vases. I saw my owner's dad run to her, scoop her up, and grab money. They ran out of the house. Afterwards, I saw the mother holding 3 large suitcases. Then, they ran out the door.

The door to the cage swag open. I immediately hopped out. I then remembered that I heard the girl open her window upstairs. I heard her because she slammed her window open. But, the problem was that her room was upstairs. So, quickly,  I hopped up the stairs one by one until I reached the top of them. Then, I spotted a room that had a pink door. The name “Abigail” was painted on the door. To my luck, the door was open, and I snuck in (Not that I even needed to sneak in). I looked for the window, and it was open. Also, there was no screen.
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Finally, I spotted a pillow pile in front of the window. I tiredly hoped through the pile until I got to the top. I was on the top. Yay! I saw the window sill, and I knew it was now or never. I needed to fly. I looked up to the sky and flapped my wings slowly. My feet lifted off the ground, and I flapped forward into the sky! Then, I flapped upwards. I felt the air rush past me, and the cold wind mixed with the smell of smoke filled my lungs. Smoke blocked my view and covered my eyes, but still, I kept going. I knew that if I kept going, the weather would clear, and I would see the bright blue sky instead of a grey one.
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			The grey sky was almost endless. I was about to give up hope, but then, I saw it. I saw the bright blue sky, which glowed brightly with the help of the sun. By now, my lungs where filled with smoke from the earthquake, and my eyes could barely see what was in front of me. Finally,my eyes stopped being blurred, and my lungs filled with clean, fresh air. I then had spotted the family’s car speeding down below me. For a split second, I thought of flying down to them and reuniting with the girl and her family. But then, I had made the lifelong decision of either being free or being caged, and I chose to be free.
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			Caitlin has lived in California for her entire life. She used to own a pet blue bird, which was a parakeet. Her parakeet was named Seastar, who is the inspiration of this story. Sadly, Seastar flew away on January 22nd of 2023. When she is not writing she reads, plays volleyball,and collects stationery. She hopes you have enjoyed reading this book.
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