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        My home was being lifted off of the ground within seconds of me
waking up. I felt the cool breeze across my back as I tried to move
out of its direct hit. I felt myself being rotated when I heard an ear
popping noise come out of the creature holding me.  It was rather odd
looking and much bigger then myself.  "OMG!! That is SO gross! Why do
you have to be all slimy?" the thing yelled at me. The only thing that
crossed my mind was "Hi. Nice to see you too." That and my silent
prayers of wishing to be put back down on the ground where I belonged.
        "Seriously Maria, put that rock down. Especially if there is an
animal on it. Stop being such a girl," the second creature said to the
first. At this point I was rather confused. I had no idea what was
going on. This thing called Maria raised my house into the air and
within seconds launched us towards the creek. The wind was blowing
against my back again and in my attempt to shield myself I felt my
grip begin to loosen. Soon enough I was free falling to the ground at
a rapid pace while my home was still accelerating in the opposite
direction. After landing on the plush grass I pictured my wonderful
home splashing into the creek where I would have met my death if my
grip wouldn't have worn off. Sadness crept over me as I realized I had
to find a new home, the fourth one this week. If these things would
just stop picking my home up and tossing them into the water this
wouldn't have to happen. No slug will ever be safe.
