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	Nine, 8, 7
Vance Bell 
 
 
They have been chasing me for ten blocks now and as I look over my shoulder, it is starting to look like I may have given them the slip.
This day seemed to start out like any other day.  That is until I went out for my walk and smelled a scent of excitement and romance, that is when this day started to take a turn for the worst.  I wandered father than normal, almost got hit by a car while crossing a street, had a pack of dogs chase me up a tree, and...
Maybe I should start at the beginning. 
Today started as any day would, breakfast, checking the house and the yard, then a short nap.  I had stayed up late last night.  Then my afternoon walk through the neighborhood.  That is when I caught that strange scent.  I followed the scent for several blocks, it got stronger, and it seemed to be calling my name, so I went on.  That is when I almost got ran over by a fast moving car as I crossed an unfamiliar street.  I should have turned back then, but that scent kept pulling me on.
I had never been in this neighborhood and could tell that it was not a very friendly place.  I moved slowly down the sidewalk so as not to bring to much attention to myself, but failed.  That is when a pack of dogs saw me and this wild day got even wilder.
Now remember this is the city, so I felt lucky that someone had planted a tree in front of their house, which I climbed.  After about 20 minutes up that tree, with the dogs waiting for me to come down I noticed that I could, if I was very careful, jump onto the roof, which I did.  I ran to the other side of the house, dropped to the carport, then the ground.  Of course, the dogs saw me and were hot on my trail.  That is when I jumped over a fence and landed in a swimming pool and almost drown.  I can't swim, good thing for floaties.  Before I could even start to catch my breath or dry off, those persistent dogs found a way around the fence and were backing me into a corner.  
That is when some luck came my way, in the form of a man opening a door, yelling, and throwing a shoe at the dogs.  As you know most dogs love to chew on shoes and these dogs were no exception, which gave me a chance to make a mad dash while they were busy fighting over it.
That brings me back to the present. 
Only two blocks from home and those dogs are falling further behind.  As I round the last corner, I can see my home.  Running as fast as I can, I run through the door and straight to my room.  As I got cleaned up from the events of the day, I remember what started this day and realize I never got to my goal, that strange alluring scent.  Maybe tomorrow, but meanwhile I think I will have some milk and find a comfortable lap to lie in and reflect on how many lives I lost today in the pursuit of that strange scent.  “Meow, Meow, Purrrrr” 
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