RACCOON LIFE
I wake up in my tree feeling rather sluggish after a long day’s sleep.  Off in the distance the sun is setting over the neighbourhood.  After a quick stretch, I slowly climb down from the branch that I’ve been sleeping on and camber down the trunk of the tree.  As I reach the ground, I feel something zipping by my head.  I cautiously look around and see some children throwing things at me.  I don’t know who is more afraid, the kids or me.  I decide dodging more projectiles isn’t worth the pain and dash away into an alley where the kids can’t bother me.

Minutes pass as I watch for people.  Finally, I walk down the alley and see another raccoon.  I hiss and growl trying to scare it away.  It suddenly dashes at me looking furious.  It comes closer and I swat and growl.  I hit two or three times and it takes off.

I continue on my journey scavenging for a bite to eat.  I look in my favourite dumpster behind the gourmet restaurant but there’s nothing to eat.  I decide to rummage around in various backyards but all I can find is a little bit of birdseed.  I gobble up the seed and head off into a nearby alley.  I sneak along a fence I spot an overflowing trashcan that the garbage collectors forgot to empty.  I scramble up and lift the lid.  It was a beautiful sight.  A margarine tub, tuna cans, a morsel of hot dog, and even a little bit of cat food.  I devoured everything I saw.  Thank goodness I’m not a picky eater.  It was a feast fit for a raccoon.

Feeling full and plump, I start to head back to my sleeping branch in the tree.  I go to the washroom, climb up my tree, and fall fast asleep as the first rays of dawn shine on to my tree.  Morning has come.

(by a grade 6 student at Maurice Cody P.S. in Jo McQuarrie’s class)
