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				I quietly scuttled into the living room, covering my small, fluffy ears as to not hear the holler of Mean Owner. 
	"Hurry up, Snowball! Eat your breakfast! NOW!!!!" 
	
	It has always been like this. My owner hollering, gross, stinky dog food scattered in my food bowl, and walls staring blankly at me. Even though the tiny brown pieces tasted as if I were eating tree bark, the bowl was still eventually empty. If not for the fact that Mean Owner would lock me in a very squished and crammed room if my bowl was still brimming with chocolate brown, of course. 

	Never would I have ever thought Mean Owner would one day go grocery shopping. What does that even mean? Shopping for gross-ery, as in gross stuff? Well, anyway, what I thought would never happen happened. Owner grumpily slammed the door closed, making a noise sounding just like a grizzly bear growling when a human challenged it to a fight. 

I groaned, laying on the glossy hardwood floors, and staring at the raven black dot on the wall.

	A couple hours later, I finally realized the unexpected might've happened. I'm guessing that Mean Owner had intentionally abandoned me!! This was such a scary thought that I started tugging on my short, stubby whiskers. I haven't done that in centuries!
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				Once I had finally settled down, I plopped some of my most important belongings into a sack as large as two roller backpacks.  And of course, I hung my ruby red collar on my neck, rubbing the glistening silver name plate saying "Snowball" in between my fingers. 

	"Now I'm all on my own. I got this!" I mumbled somewhat confidently to myself, as I set foot(paw) on the cement doorsteps in front of the house. 
	The bright glowing mustard yellow sun shone warmly on my marshmallow white fur while several songbirds snag their harmonious melodies in the distant forest. 

	"I'm finally free!" I cheerfully thought. But then, a terrible realization popped into my mind.

	"Oh no! Why did I even think of this? This is way too dangerous. Nobody will be able to protect me and I might get captured!" I had said my worries aloud a bit too loudly. 

Ok, fine. Very loudly. Everyone on the street turned to stare at me. Even a teenage girl with cherry blossom pink headphones over her ears heard me!
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	I turned around in order for my back to face the crowd, with my face as red as a cherry tomato. People had finally took their eyes off of me. Me, as in the white tabby standing on her doorsteps who had told basically everyone in the world her worries. Once the hint of tomato in my face had disappeared, I scurried down the sidewalk, toward the park, where I could hopefully figure things out. Glancing around, I could see mothers pushing babies in strollers, and a huge truck labeled with large text saying: "Cats! BEWARE!! CatCatcher incoming!"

	Wait, what? CatCatcher incoming? This is not going to go well. The large bulky truck had parked itself right in front of the smelly garbage can I was hiding behind. Please don't get me! Please!!

	But, I guess I had prayed a bit too late. Because a tall, muscly dude in a muddy brown jacket and a mouse gray pair of pants started slowly strutting over to me.
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	Now everything's gone wrong. I am stuck in this ugly metal cage, waiting to be bought. And, I'm sure the "CatCatcher" will never forget to lock the a hundred doors. Why has this happened to me? Why can't y owner just come and save me? Why did...
	An ear-piercing shout interrupted my thoughts. 

	"I'm going to capture your friends!!"

	I groaned, as I stubbornly eyed all the doors, knowing they were locked. However, the second to last door's lock wasn't in its place! I immediately informed the others of this excellent news, and we all sneakily slipped through the unlocked door.

	I had to close my eyes, since the sun was very bright compared to the interior of the CatCatcher's odd house. 

	We all headed our own ways, saying goodbye in our own unique meow. I decided to paw over to a two-story mansion's lawn, and lay there to rest. I have no idea what happened next, but I'm sure I was eventually inside the house, petted soothingly by a young and kindhearted lady. 

	"Can I please join the mogul team?" I asked a few days later. Skiing was one of my favorite hobbies. 

	"Of course! I won't stop you!" Annie, my new owner, laughed.

	I purred softly as I cuddled in Annie's lap, while she declared:
	
	"Next month, we're going to Salt Lake City for water ramp camp!"

	A couple minutes later, I was snuggling against the warm soft pillows piled on my cozy bed, awaiting the wonderful journeys ahead of me.


			

		

	
		
				
	Now everything's gone wrong. I am stuck in this ugly metal cage, waiting to be bought. And, I'm sure the "CatCatcher" will never forget to lock the a hundred doors. Why has this happened to me? Why can't y owner just come and save me? Why did...
	An ear-piercing shout interrupted my thoughts. 

	"I'm going to capture your friends!!"

	I groaned, as I stubbornly eyed all the doors, knowing they were locked. However, the second to last door's lock wasn't in its place! I immediately informed the others of this excellent news, and we all sneakily slipped through the unlocked door.

	I had to close my eyes, since the sun was very bright compared to the interior of the CatCatcher's odd house. 

	We all headed our own ways, saying goodbye in our own unique meow. I decided to paw over to a two-story mansion's lawn, and lay there to rest. I have no idea what happened next, but I'm sure I was eventually inside the house, petted soothingly by a young and kindhearted lady. 

	"Can I please join the mogul team?" I asked a few days later. Skiing was one of my favorite hobbies. 

	"Of course! I won't stop you!" Annie, my new owner, laughed.

	I purred softly as I cuddled in Annie's lap, while she declared:
	
	"Next month, we're going to Salt Lake City for water ramp camp!"

	A couple minutes later, I was snuggling against the warm soft pillows piled on my cozy bed, awaiting the wonderful journeys ahead of me.


			

		

	
		
			[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			About the Author

[image: ]
	Lyla is a rising 5th grader who goes to Ohlone Elementary School. She lives in Palo Alto, California. During her free time, she likes to read, write, swim, and do gymnastics. She likes all animals, but especially cats, dogs, and otters. Her favorite colors are light blue(baby blue), lavender, and mint green. Lyla has written other books before at school, and at AIW camp. She would love to own a cat similar to Snowball.
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What is going to happen next to Snowball? Be sure to read Snowball Adventures: Water Ramp Camp!
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