


Mo, of the planet Floopar, had everything he needed.
Everything that is except for a pet. For there were no
pets on Floopar.



That's why when he heard there
were plenty of pets on Earth,
he headed for his space

/A ; / ship right away.




MO quickly set a course for earth. He was on his way; and was filled with excitement.
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Mo flipped his invisible switch and glided his now
invisible spacecraft down in between a row of
apartment houses and parked behind a dumpster. He
popped the hatch and slipped out for his first earth
encounter.



In front of the first
apartment house he
saw a boy sitting on
the steps that led
up to the entrance.
He had a cardboard
box sitting in front
of him, and the box
was wiggling. A sign
on the box said
"Free!"
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"T'll give him a good home, promise,” «
said Mo raising his fluffy hand.

“You've got to give him good food

to eat, and plenty of room to move
around, and you've got to play with him
every day."

“Oh I will, I willl* promised Mo. %,
“Okay, but you've got to come back._ ..
and tell me in three days how o
Metro is doing.” 2
"I will, "said Mo. 72
“You'll see. Metro will be just fine." « -




Mo couldn't-believe-his-luck:-Brandon'saidaflast™ "
~tearful goodbye to Metro. Then Mo picked up the 1
" wugglmg box and headed for the spaceshlp
~ “Let's see. First good food to eat." - -
Mo pulled-out his lunch sack and-offered Metro one of - myEr
“his choice dinglesnarks. Metro sniffed, looked up at -
Mo and licked his hand.

“Hmmm, said Mo. Don't llke dinglesnarks, eh? é
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Mo found a park with plenty of green grass. He

played and wrestled and loved Metro until they both

were panting. He laid back on the grass and stared at
Metro. A shadow crossed them both.
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STRICT
LEASH LAW
ENFORCED

"Can't you he sign?" said a husky
policema s, except on leash."
"Where c a leash?" asked Mo.

“Why, I,don't know," said the policeman, "Ask at
any pet store. And get that dog something to ea
looks pretty hungry, can't you see’u :

Mo opened his mouth to ask but the policeman
interrupted him. "At the pet store!”
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Mo felt greais
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.'W,;‘;I‘ They. left the fodd; leash:toyRaiteleeg biscuits with
1 iy ? \g IAr_k. Metro begdn to whine ditldeded at Mo-with.a -

= 3 desperate look: Mo realized {eattihad too much:
«<~a love for Metro to try to kee MWL hout-enough fo
\.ﬁ?. and enough room. He had to find Metro another

25z agme. A good one. He couldn't disappoint Brandon.
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Mo felt like he ladleUiE somei (lillghVery special. As
he walked back Tolts spuces}{ p Ineaoticed a little
with a cardboard BEEESAE

"Dog?" asked Md* |

"My kitty," said the ?




Mo smiled. He knew wh
to do. and so Mo began
what would turn out to
his true mission on Eart
Finding homes for pet:




Now: you write the next adventre:

Looking forward to hearing firomiyou:

The a is a Guide Dog, who has a personality and purpose filled ﬁ!i}{iﬂo

=4er Master, Roy Ramsey, who is partially blind, has given Thelm
fo pursue another good service, which is to raise funds for the blindiand
e, isupport Guide Dogs. Thelma with help from a few of her human

‘ ‘[started her own website. She wants to enlist pets across the worldifo

become her friends. In addition, she wants stories you can share aboliiyolr
peis; enjoy reading her blogs and listening to her theme song,
“For The Love Of My Pet". Her real motive though is to have youitolhelp:
your pet write her next adventure story. If she likes your story;youripet:
will'lbecome the co-author and you can become the ghost writer:We
youlenjoy. the website; Thelma's first adventure story and yourpei
w‘ll] become the next author for our continuing adventure series: helma
fhanksiyou for being a part of her life. She believes you makeimoreldreams;
possibleiforithe blind and Guide Dogs. Thanks:
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