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			Blackness wraps around me like a cold, icy blanket, hiding everything in the putrid, smelly van from my eyes. From what my sensitive ears can hear, there are other animals around me. I hear squeaks and growls, chirps and tweets. As my eyes adjust, faint outlines of animals come into view. I can’t identify them, and they all look exotic. I open my my mouth to speak, but then I notice the rusted but still silver glint of metal near one of the silhouettes of the animals. A cage. Then I notice that I’m in one too. I am small and the bars are widely spaced, but my furry body still couldn’t fit through them. I try everything. I prod in. I pull it. I push it. I’m just about to shove my paws  in the gap between two of the metal bars, when I hear a raspy voice saying,  “There’s no way to get out, kid. We’re all facing doom here.” I look around for the origin of the sound, and as my eyes continue to adjust, I see a rattlesnake glaring at me. I’m about to respond, but the voice that speaks isn’t mine. “Carl, stop frighting the poor tiger cub. There’s always a chance to escape,” says a toucan from the corner of the van. “Duuuude. well if y’alldooooo fugurue out a waaay to escaaaape 

Then make sure toooooo telllll meeeeeee, “ says another animal, this time a tortoise. “Well, if we do find a way to get away we will be sure to tell you Doug,” reassures the toucan.
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			“Woow, thanks. I’ll owwwwwe you oooone.” Replies Doug. Finally, I find my voice and say, “Who are you, and where are we?” “Oh honey,” replies the toucan, “I forgot to introduce myself! I’m Mira, and I’m a toucan. Doug, carl, would you like to introduce yourselves?” Doug went first. “Yoooooo. The names Doug. Nice tooooo meet youuuu.” He tells me. “ Okay!” Says Mira, clearly excited. “ Now Carl, would you like to introduce yourself?” A blunt “No.” is the only answer she gets. “Well then. Um... honey, would you like to introduce yourself?” She asks me. I’m about to respond, when the back door of the van opens and light comes bursting through. Then I hear a gruff voice saying, “ Alright, get the boat ready, no time to lose.” We all get switched from metal cages to wooden crates and we get carried out of the van. It’s parked near a beach where dozens of boats are bobbing up and down in the water.

We get carried into a quite big one, and I start to get scared.I’ve never been on a boat before. I know nothing about them, other than the scary stories my mother used too tell me. Emotions swirl around me making me feel like I want to throw up. It only gets worse when we get on the boat. It’s very crowded with humans. This is no place for a tiger cub. To make things worse, the two men carrying the crates containing Mira, Carl, Doug and I (plus a few others) are at the very edge. This gives me a perfect view of the churning waves below. Seeing those waves just makes my stomach churn more. Then, all of a sudden I feel a sharp jolt push my crate to the edge of the boat, teetering dangerously like a tightrope walker balancing on a rope. Then I notice the jolt has cracked my crate completely. I turn my head and see that a woman has accidentally shoved the man carrying my crate. I squeeze my eyes shut and hope I don’t fall. But just my luck. I gues fate isn’t on my side this time. I take a deep breath and brace for the water. It takes so long I wonder if it will ever come, and just as I start to peek outside to see what’s going on, the water hits me.
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It’s cold and icy and it seeps through my fur. That’s when i start crying. I’m hungry. I’m lost. I’m alone. I’m soaking wet. I’m- “Yooo, good luck out theeeeere.” I look up the boat to see Doug the tortoise peeking of the edge at me. “ Thanks, Doug!” I reply, and then it hits me. I’m free! Now all I have to do, I think to myself, is to find a way home. But how do I do that? Well I guess I’ll have to wait for the waves to take me somewhere and then work from there. I continue planning until the sun sets. I haven’t seen any land in hours, and I’m just about to give up hope, I see a tiny speck of land far away in the distance. Now I just have to wait. As time passes, I finally reach and wash up on shore. There’s a few feet of beach in front of me, and beyond that is a stretching rainforest. I slowly walk toward the forest, when suddenly, I smell something that makes the hair on the back of my neck stand up. I don’t know what the smell is, but the only knowledge I can take from is that somethings is horribly wrong.
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Anjali is almost ten years old, and a big fan of the K pop group Illit and NewJeans. Her favorite flavor of ice cream is Oreo Cookies n’ Cream. She hopes that she will get to act in the upcoming Keeper of the Lost Cities movie, because not many people know it, but she is a very good actress, and she really enjoys it.
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