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			To Ms. Cooper and her adorable Colombian dog, Toby.

To Thattha an amazing amazing Grandpa
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			I was walking past Wall Street on a rainy afternoon when I saw small figure under a building. Curious, I walked toward it and its ears perked up. It stuck out its tongue and started panting. It was an adorable German Shepard. I knelt down to pet him and he licked my hand. 

I got up to leave and looked at the dog for another moment, then I left. After walking for a few blocks, I felt a lick on my leg. I turned around and to my surprise, it was the same German Shepard that I met on Wall Street a few minutes ago. It dropped a half eaten Twix bar it probably found on the street. I laughed and picked it up. "You're a good boy!" I said still giggling. "I'm going to name you Toby," I chimed. He barked excitedly. I glanced at my phone and there was a text from Mom.  It said, "Be home by 8:00." I looked at the time, it read 7:40, but where could I leave Toby? I couldn't take him home thanks to mean Mayor Fisk who banned it. I decided on setting up camp outside my building. First, I had to go to the pet store to buy some food and water for Toby. After that, I went to a camping store and bought a tent. 
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			After everything was purchased, I looked at him with my hands on my hips and said, "You owe me 250 dollars."  He barked happily. I laughed and shook my head and laughed some more. Once I finished setting up camp, and said bye to Toby, I looked at the time, it was 8:20. I took a deep breath, Mom and Dad are going to kill me. 	

The next day, I woke up with a jolt and I got dressed really fast. I sprinted to the back of the building and to my relief Toby was still there sleeping, but for some reason he had white spots plastered all over the length of his body. I knelt down to touch them, they were cold to the touch. Suddenly his ears perked up but when he tried to get up he collapsed back to the ground. I helped him up, but I wondered to myself, "What was wrong... he seemed perfectly happy yesterday?"

I decided to take him to breakfast. When we walked in I announced, "Welcome to the best doggy diner in town." He barked and licked my foot. 
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			Once we had finished, I decided I wanted to dress him up so I took him to the only place with dog clothes in town. I made model dog, clown dog and so many more. After a long day I took him back to the tent and hung up all the pictures of him dressed up. After that I hugged him and left. I woke up the next morning a little more relaxed. Last night, I had done some research and apparently Toby had a really serious condition that needed treatment. But thanks to Mayor Fisk, getting treatment for stray dogs was banned too. So I was going to spend my morning making a website for a silent protest. After three hours of work it was finally done and this was the front page. 

Picture :)
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			I went down to Toby's tent and when I woke him up he whimpered a little when I first helped him up. After lunch he clearly needed rest. Just as he walked into the tent, he collapsed to the floor. I gave him a hug and whispered "You're going to be okay." Then I left. As I stepped into the elevator I realized this was more serious than I thought. I went down to Toby's tent and when I woke him up he whimpered a little when I first helped him up. After lunch he clearly needed rest. Just as he walked into the tent, he collapsed to the floor. I gave him a hug and whispered "You're going to be okay." Then I left. As I stepped into the elevator I realized this was more serious than I thought. I went down to Toby's tent and when I woke him up he whimpered a little when I first helped him up. After lunch he clearly needed rest. Just as he walked into the tent, he collapsed to the floor. I gave him a hug and whispered "You're going to be okay." Then I left. As I stepped into the elevator I realized this was more serious than I thought. 

The next day, I woke up and checked my phone to realize I had texts from 500 different numbers. After reading through all the texts (which took me an hour!), I realized they had planned to meet in front of city hall at 10:00 AM. It was 9:30! 

I scrambled to get dressed and ran out the door. I ran all the way to city hall. What I saw was 700 people sitting down. I stood up and introduced myself. After that, I showed some pictures and settled in. After three long days of protest, they finally gave in and we all cheered. I stood and shouted, "Thank you everyone! I couldn't have done it without you!" everyone cheered. I called the vet office on my way home. As we drove to the vet, I felt relief that Toby was going to be okay. 
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			I kissed him goodbye and left. Once I got home, Mom and Dad were waiting. "What's going on?" I asked a little nervously. Mom took a breath and trembled. "I'm just going to say it, we are moving to California." "What!" I cried. I felt like I had been hit by a train. After everything that had happened, I still had to leave Toby. I told my parents about Toby and then ran to my room crying. 

A few weeks later and a day before the move, I took Toby to Wall Street where it all started. Then I took him to the adoption center and hugged him goodbye while I cried. As I walked home, I looked at the half eaten Twix bar he gave me. On the day of the move, I was devastated. Mom and Dad said they had a surprise. As they opened the door I saw Toby.  I ran toward him and hugged him as Mom said while she took a picture. "He is coming with us!" I looked at her and replied, "Thanks!"
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			Ayan is ten years old. His favorite book genre is Rom-Com. He also loves Japanese food. He loves volleyball, soccer, and racing. His favorite animal is a dog. He hopes for world peace some day and that you enjoy this book. His hidden talent is DJ-ing and he loves music. He lives in California and hopes to go to MIT for college. He hopes to create revolutionary products and to become a famous DJ. He also wants to get into the Royal Academy of Music for a music minor. 
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