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Weird Wonders Haunt the Raccoon  Book 1
                The Storm of Storms


			

		

	
		
				Monsters are just really cool and hostile. But are they always like that? Are they even real?
Have you ever experienced a wild encounter with some kind of monster? You might have just been dreaming. But that did not happen at all to the most intelligent raccoon genius living in the suburbs of the state, Maple Syrup, in the western coast of Raccoonland, a huge continent in Animalheaven Silarius BYDD - 234IK planet, in a different galaxy far, far, away. (That might be true or untrue, but in this fantasyland, there is life).
	If a monster actually had the nerve to haunt an animal, they could’ve been crazy if they were living on Earth. Monsters did not even exist! But, if the monsters existed in Animalheaven, then they might have all the power. Monsters could be anywhere. 
	On Earth, storms and extremely blood-chilling feelings could be an obstacle or a monster if anyone had enough stress! Keep going, are you feeling that you are in a trance? Now, this magical book will travel to a place where raccoons live, and so concentrate, concentrate, concentrate...

	At exactly four o’ clock in the clear, starry early morning, Raccoony gradually opened his closed, tired eyes up.
	“RRRRRRRRRRRRRRrrrrrrrrrrr...” a monster near Raccoony’s house creepily growled. (Or maybe its stomach did). 
	Soon...

										Part One - July 2, 2023

	“Ratch, Ratch, Ratch! Clang!” Raccoony the bright baby yellow raccoon spent countless hours heavily building and assembling pieces to construct a turquoise-blue reliable private Power 2000 space airplane in his gargantuan laboratory in the woods in Raccoon Rock Suburbia City, Western Raccoonland over at the equator of the strange planet.. It was a clear sunny day, at half past five o’ clock dawn.  He had the whole entire mathematical plan layer out on a 274” cork bulletin board, and it was filled up messily to the edges with scientific calculated gibberish facts on old papers. I’m a mighty worrier,” he thought to himself.  
	“Groaaaaaannnn...”
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				He wiped of the last annoying little humiliated drop of stinky sweat he had off of his cute wet thin whiskers, feeling he had already lost five whole gallons of sweat. In fact, he was sooo exhausted that he fainted onto a trillion quintillion million zillion pieces of filled up paper densely packed with a piled height of three and a half adult raccoons on the floor. He even forgot to change his dirty beloved diaper in to a nice, clean one. ”Grrrrrrrrarrrr...” a few of the half-destroyed papers clumsily mumbled.

              Part Two - December 29, 2023
	
	“Aaiiiiiiiiieeeee!” A suspicious and shrill boom shattered out. A stuttering werewolf shadow darted across the room. It was actually a terrifying monster, made out of the crumpled messily filled-up sheets of paper on the dusty floor of the science laboratory. 
	“Yarrgh...” Raccoony stammered in his vivid weird dream.
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Raccoony Faints.
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				Luckily, right when the scary monster was about to get and later engulf Raccoony’s teeny tiny body already asleep for twenty-four hours, located in the kitchen, it accidentally bumped into some pure sandy raw sodium, located in an open old glass jar, spilled the sodium onto its body, knocked over some pots, wooden spoons, see through polished jugs, and frying pans hanging from some metal pegs on the beautifully painted wall, fell into some purified water poured in a five-gallon rusty old silver bucket, and burned it self in the explosion. Boom! Explode! Poof! All the paper got caught in flames. The crash sound and medium-loud 72-to-75-decibel crackling noises startled Raccoony, making him wake up, feeling extremely groggy and sleepy. He tried to turn on the lights, but instead of touching and tipping the light switch, he was absent-minded and heavily bumped into the wooden door and crashed it open. After that, Boommmm (again)! 
	Then....
	Well, he fell. Somewhere. 
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Monster dies.
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				Very exasperatedly, Raccoony quickly fled to his mom’s stick cabin, roughly five kilometers way, which was where his brother was staying because he was pretty sick. They also knew that Raccoony had built a space plane. Raccoony was weak and quickly fell asleep, in which it was obvious to the fact that he was still really sleepy. His secondary plan was just to mail the awesome space plane to The Airport of Southern-Central Raccoonland, right at the Tropic of Capricorn there, exactly 4,852.373 nautical miles away from Raccoony’s house on the west coast.
	The whole airport had just heard that Raccoony wanted to travel to China, which was a place in the planet Earth, and that he wanted the airport to how that he created a light blue-colored private super space plane, which was evident that it came true.

   
Part Two of Part Two - December 30, 2023


	So, the overly joyful major employees, in their minor daydreams, escorted the cute baby little yellow raccoon to come to the intergalactically famous airport and fill in some unimportant paperwork and some major giant stacks of important ones.
	It was a very exciting day. Raccoony got found in the outside toilet near his dusty shed, dozing around lazily. He abruptly woke up, yelled in astonishment, and went with the workers in a regularly swift new dark bronze 2024 Raccoonmobile Model R (for Raccoon) with a full tank of gas and smoky new fire boosters, to the colossal airport. “Thanks,” the polite raccoon acknowledged them, and with a friendly smile, left.
	In the shiny car, he just sharply gave a short general five-minute speech. After arriving at the airport, he delivered the plane to the airport.

                 	 	🦝 🦝 🦝 🦝 🦝 
	
	Raccoony found himself at home, inventing a technologically advanced time machine.
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				Later the next month, he called his impatient friends and family over. He had already decided the geographical plans. After the raccoons went inside the time machine, the explored the spacious traveler for a few minutes. Raccoony sat in the comfy driver seat, and set the dial to five months and seven days, and immediately arrived at the airport’s reservation rooms in the Tri-State Area in Central Raccoonland. After two more days, Raccoony had spent exactly $1,332,667.72 in Raccoon dollars. Raccoony, his best friends, and his family, boarded the private space plane. After thirteen minutes and thirteen seconds, the departed away. Whoosh! “This ride would probably be pretty long,” Raccoony thought, panting and sweating heavily. He almost passed out and threw up into a magical paper bag.

Part Three of Part Two - January 19, 2024 and Early July (Confusion in dates is due to the time machine’s fault)
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Raccoony in car.
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			Part 4 - July 8, 2024

Actually, on Earth, it was already 11:02:57 p.m. on November 8, 2024

	Once the large luxury plane hit the fast speed of light squared, it leveled out. The cool plane then suddenly zoomed through space at over one light year per second for a couple of minutes like a strong UFO with uncontrollable speed. As soon as the space plane hit the tropopause on Earth’s Pacific Ocean, a long week after the plane took off, it leveled out slothfully. Suddenly, the plane jolted right, and the speedometer digital screen’s number changed, and the analog speedometer needle fell immediately down to a hundred (actually 100.00...00001) kilometers per hour. Raccoony had detected lightning, so he told his friends. Raccoony missed the sight of lightning, but heard the sound. He literally also saw a dark shady ray under the cloud. “That must be rain,” he thought.

	Suddenly, the storm cloud, which was a mighty furious cumulonimbus cloud, angrily darted over, furiously swimming in the air and thrashing at the space plane.
	“Crash — Mwahhh-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-haaa!” it wheezed as loud as a quadrillion cymbals, as if it was also holding twelve megaphones. All the raccoons except for Raccoony screamed in horror, creating a sound even louder than the evil laugh of the storm monster.
	“I, ‘The Stormer,’ will make you puny i-words say your prayers and die!’
	“Wait. Who is ‘I, The Stormer’ and additionally, I would say, what are you talking about?” Raccoony’s sick brother inquired as the plane was seesawing in the troposphere. 
	The bright space airplane oozed some smoke out, and with Raccoony out of his concentration, it suddenly did an amazing 360-degree horizontal turn, followed by a crazy loop.
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				“Shut your mouth up, or else I’ll ... I’ll” the monster dragged his words. “Oh, I-“ desperately declared Raccoony’s no-name sick brother. “I’ll strike a bajillion-newton blow on your cheek!” The Stormer screeched in great fury. “Your mouth tells you to shut up!”
	“No, my mouth wants to-“ he broke out.
	“Yeah, it does!” You are dead meat, even though you are as skinny as a stick! Do you know who else wants to meet their death?” The Stormer yelled, murderously and chuckled. “Yeah, I know!” Raccoony screamed. “You!” “Really, you think you can beat an experienced tornado? Well, think again ‘cause I’m raining cats and dogs, you, you furry!” The Stormer boomed with constant red lightning streaming out of its bottom.
	Silence broke the noise for a few seconds. But suddenly...
	“You think that. And I think this!” Raccoony belted out while his tried to spit at the monster with a Spitball Maker 4000.
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The evil monster.


			

		

	
		
				“Shut your mouth up, or else I’ll ... I’ll” the monster dragged his words. “Oh, I-“ desperately declared Raccoony’s no-name sick brother. “I’ll strike a bajillion-newton blow on your cheek!” The Stormer screeched in great fury. “Your mouth tells you to shut up!”
	“No, my mouth wants to-“ he broke out.
	“Yeah, it does!” You are dead meat, even though you are as skinny as a stick! Do you know who else wants to meet their death?” The Stormer yelled, murderously and chuckled. “Yeah, I know!” Raccoony screamed. “You!” “Really, you think you can beat an experienced tornado? Well, think again ‘cause I’m raining cats and dogs, you, you furry!” The Stormer boomed with constant red lightning streaming out of its bottom.
	Silence broke the noise for a few seconds. But suddenly...
	“You think that. And I think this!” Raccoony belted out while his tried to spit at the monster with a Spitball Maker 4000.

[image: ]
The evil monster.


			

		

	
		
				With that, for a second, Raccoony looked like he was about to explode into a space explosion with heavy amounts of elements from the periodic table mixed up with stardust. But, he just tried to make a “small” deal. He stated, convincingly, “Fine. You win.” The storm almost ceased for a bit. “YESSS! Crack - a - boom!” The Stormer exclaimed, all of a sudden. 
	“But,” insisted the poor Raccoony, his generally little voice rising. “You must drink this awesome drink or else you won’t be able to smash and squash us into a trillion pieces of flesh.  So, spill the beans! Plus, this magical potion is made to make objects amplified, easy as pie. Now, I implore, that you stop and drink this.” Raccoony tried to hide the fact that he was heavily panting and sweating, but it was pretty obvious anyway.
	Then, he calmed down and stopped panting and sweating heavily.
	
              		✈️ ✈️ ✈️ ✈️ ✈️ ✈️

	“What-ever.” Raccoony just broke out.

	For a quick split second, the monster looked like it was about to actually thank Raccoony.
But —
	“No!” The Stormer yelled instead, its voice amplifying again. “Of course-“
	Raccoony’s heart sank to his toenails. Then he interrupted for like, the billionth time this day. “Then I guess that we’ll leave! Bye!” Raccoony sarcastically sadly waved. “If you excuse us,” Raccoon’s sick brother thought, with a sinister smile spread across his face. He felt stitched, but also, the day’s overall emotion chart was also a yo-yo. Raccoony was just about to turn the power switch on when the storm cloud stopped the space plane with one cotton candy finger.
	“I hate you. I hate you I hate you I hate you I hate you.” Raccoony thought.
	Then, an evil ghost clown smile flashed across the storm cloud’s face for a thousandth of a second.

	————————————————
(What Raccoony’s brain wave were almost like)
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				“Ahhhh!” The raccoons all shouted in unison. “No, wait.” The Stormer spoke, apologetically. “I’m sorry. I’ll drink that stupid fake watery potion of yours,” it mocked. “Consider my remarks, I want you to meat your deaths. I want you puny mammals to die. So, kindly, please hand over the whatever magical potion, and I’ll be willing to drink it.”
	“No way, Jose,” stated Raccoony. “You kind of, like, betrayed us.” 
	“Then, Roarrrrrrrrrr!” The monster announced. Raccoony’s friends and close family were all severely petrified. Returning to bravery, Raccoony whispered a note to his friends. “Everything will be all right.” Raccoony tenderly whispered.

Part Two of Part Four - November 9, 2024 Time: 1:34 a.m. Location: Somewhere on top of the Pacific Ocean

	But still, Raccoony’s terrified friends and family felt like the strong, menacing contagious fear in their broken amber hearts would never ever convalesce in their little bodies. 
	Raccoony’s foot-long tail finally twitched in frustration. “BLAM!” A sound greatly thundered. “I’m turning purple,” announced Raccoony quietly. A small bomb hidden on the side of the plane exploded, leaving the monster more dark gray than ever. (Luckily there were hidden bombs). It looked like the monster was about to burst into a major water works factory, but it just moaned.

Location: near Guam, Time: 10:37 pm
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				“Do you want me to me to make you disappear? Looks like you do, indeed,” Raccoony responded. With that, he looked like he was about to say another small bomb but of course, he did not. The angry monster became more and more worried. With a lot of huffs, it replied, “Just give me the potion.” Raccoony shrugged, “Cool. Did you say please? Probably not, right?Whatever.” He handed the fragile eight-ounce glossy glass bottle over to the monster.
“Hee hee hee,” laughed the monster, dreamily. “Hurry up!” Raccoony shouted. “Okay!” The Stormer grumbled loudly in frustration. It popped the cork off, and drank the magical potion.
“Tastes like... nothing,” the storm cloud half-stated and half-shouted. With the last drop, , it immediately completely disintegrated. Raccoony’s friends cheered. Raccoony opened the emergency door with his tail, and dropped onto his seat.

After that, they all went into the plane and fell asleep in less than one second. Raccoony’s friends chattered some sentences after they woke up. Raccoony, however, kept snoozing. As the plane soared through the sunsetting cool Chinese sky with no storm clouds, Raccoony snored enchantfully, dreaming that his trip would not only be wonderful, but also very educational. But what other mysterious wonders would be lurking around in another place that Raccoony had never visited before? Who knows the future problems he would have? Who would know?

The End.
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			In this story, Raccoony’s friends saw how brave Raccoony was when he tricked and defeated their antagonist, which in a boxing match, would literally knock Raccoony’s blood out. (You can use self-defense).The moral of this story is that sometimes, you are really excited and positive, and an antagonist comes along, keep being brave and positive and find out a way with minimal energy. Once in a blue moon, what bad experiences may happen?

Yay for Raccoony!
Moral:
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