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			In a coral reef, off the coast of Hawaii...
	"Alright kids, let me tell you a story," spoke an octopus. "Everyone here? Okay. 


"It all began in a hospital inside a mini aquarium room for children. There were three tanks of different sizes, inhabiting three different animals. In one of them there was a half shy, half grumpy, crab. In a slightly larger tank lived two happy triggerfishes by the names of Tina and Paul. And in the last and largest of them all, me. Vera the octopus.

We lived a humble life, I wouldn't say perfectly happy, but it was fine. Kids were constantly tapping on the glass tapping the glass even though there was a sign saying, "Do not tap on the  glass." Life was balanced, until everything changed. 	             Gary, basically our guardian, retired from working at the hospital, and somebody else took his place. To make a long story short, nobody liked our new keeper. Mrs. Sharp gave Tina and Paul the incorrect fish food, and dumped the rest in me and Mr. Prickles' tanks. Mr. Prickles was quick to respond.

Then, facing his fears was easy. Now, the third task, Kirby dueled a Hogwarts champion and won! It was also easy! Then, the dragon he fought was the Hungarian Horntail. So, Kirby grabbed his wand and yelled, "Inpedimenta!"
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			This is not right! Somebody should do something about this!" said Mr. Prickles in his gruff general-like voice. Now, it was usually rare for Mr. Prickles to talk at all, so everyone listened. All of a sudden, Tina had a crazy idea. "Let's escape!" she cheered. "That'll never work," answered Paul, trying to calm things down. "Fine. Let's take a vote." I decided. 

"Three to one. We win!" beamed Tina. "Okay, we will escape." Paul said reluctantly. "I'm sensing a problem," Mr. Prickles said ominously. "Do any of us know how to escape?" This was true, none of us knew how. An uneventful day went by except for Tina attempting to escape. When Mrs. Sharp trotted by for our lunch and she lifted the top, Tina leaped from her tank - into Mrs. Sharps' free hand! Unfortunately, she hurled Tina back into the tank. SPLASH!! "Oh fiddlesticks!" muttered Mr. Prickles. 
	Try and imagine what it's like to be held captive. Quietly, I sat slumped against my "no tapping allowed" glass tank and thought.

Later that day, we had a team meeting. I spoke up. "I have an idea. There are storm drains all around the hospital. Problem is, we don't know where they are." Paul added, "Peter, Mrs. Sharp's son, comes by every day to clean the tanks. He wrangles us into cups and then-" "Isn't there a map right there?" Asked Mr. Prickles pointing to a claw to his right.
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			Everyone gasped. "There was a map right there and you didn't tell us?!" Tina exclaimed. "You didn't ask," he replied. "That map should explain where the storm drains are," I remarked. "One problem Vera, do any of us know how to read?" Simultaneously, Peter came in. He was going to clean the tanks! We followed the normal routine, but then he poured some soapy water from one of those Home Depot buckets into...a drain!" 

It took about five whole seconds for someone to realize that. "That's a drain right?" Inquired Mr. Prickles. "Yep! The perfect escape!" Belted Tina. "We have about twenty seconds before Peter comes. Everyone jump!" I commanded. "Wait, has anyone seen Mr. Prickles?" Asked Paul. "Down here!" Shouted a voice. It was Mr. Prickles! "Cowabunga!" Cheered Tina, and she leapt onto the floor. "Oof, that's gotta hurt," Paul stated. I immediately slid down one of the table legs like a fireman and went to help. Paul and Mr. Prickles waited down in the tube. Once we were all together, I had some bad news. "Tina's rib is broken." "Oh no!" Paul exclaimed. "Gonna happen kid. I have a broken leg," revealed Mr. Prickles. "Well, what now?" Asked Paul. "I think we just follow the pipe."
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			I acknowledged him. "Well, now we're through that," exclaimed Tina, pointing to the end. "Tell me about it," replied Mr. Prickles sarcastically. "Not so fast, foul beasts!" "Oh no, it's Mrs. Sharp!" Paul shouted. Peter had told her what had happened and now she had us in her hands. "Curse you Peter!" I thought. Thankfully, and just in time too, Mr. Prickles pinched her! We escaped back into the pipe. "Hey look! Turtles!" Tina marveled. About fifty turtles had appeared on the shoes in front of us to lay eggs. "TORIIIIII!" Paul bellowed. In the blink of an eye, a huge sea turtle swam up to us. "Tori can carry us far enough into the ocean where Mrs. Sharp can't get us. She is waiting, so, 3, 2, 1 go!" Paul exclaimed. 

And guess what? We made it. "And that's how I got here kids." "YAAYYY!" Cheered the kids. And I smiled. 
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			I am happy with kids and a husband.

Paul and Tina live next door and tend to their babies. 

Mr. Prickles leaves on a trip to explore the ocean. 

This book was written by Ezra, a rising fifth grader from the U. S. A. who loves playing and watching sports. His hobbies include reading, creating things, and playing sports. He wishes to become a marine biologist and his hidden talent is drawing!

Postscript

About the Author
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