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To Toesie, who one day
will get a hamster of her own.
Lots of love,

A.K.













I have a problem.
A really, really, big problem.
It’s my turn to bring Harold,
the class pet, home for
the weekend, but my mom
doesn’t allow us to bring
animals into the house.

[image: ]

Let me tell you about it.
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DEAR READER,

I am a kindergarten and first-grade teacher. My friend, who is also a teacher, really does have a hamster named Harold in her classroom. The students in her class get to take Harold home for the weekend. They write about their adventures with Harold in a special “Hamster Journal.” The stories in that journal gave me ideas for this book. One little girl in her class really did paint Harold’s toenails with pink polish! I thought that was hilarious!

I hope you have as much fun reading Stop that Hamster! as I had writing it.

HAPPY READING!
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CHAPTER 1
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Harold’s Adventures:
Part One

“Boys and girls, it’s time for Chloe to share what she did with Harold when she took him home with her for the weekend,” said my teacher, Mrs. Wushy.

“This should be good,” Jessie whispered in my ear.

“Oh, yeah,” I giggled. “Real good. I feel sorry for Harold already.”
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“Chloe, come on up, and bring the Hamster Journal with you,” said Mrs. Wushy.

Chloe bounced to the front of the room and sat down in the teacher’s chair. She smoothed her skirt and cleared her throat—”hmmm, hmmm.” Then she carefully opened the journal to her page. “Harold and I had a marvelous weekend,” she began.

“Oh, boy, here we go,” my best friend, Robbie, muttered under his breath.

“First, I took Harold to the beauty parlor.”

“The beauty parlor?” Max interrupted. “Hamsters don’t go to the beauty parlor. That’s only for people.”

“Max,” said Mrs. Wushy, “please do not interrupt. That is very rude. Right now it is Chloe’s turn. If you want to make a comment, please raise your hand.”
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“As I was saying,” Chloe continued, glaring at Max, “I took Harold to the beauty parlor, my beauty parlor, at my house. His fur was looking a little messy, and he smelled stinky, so I thought I’d give him a little wash and a quick blow-dry.”

“A wash and a blow-dry?” I snickered. “Does she realize that Harold is a hamster?”

“I put him in the sink and washed him with my special pink Strawberry Sparkle shampoo, the one that makes my curls so shiny and bouncy,” she said, fluffing her hair. “I covered him in soapy bubbles, and he looked like a little, puffy, white cloud.”

“Is she kidding?” Jessie whispered to me. “I can’t believe the little thing didn’t jump out of the sink and run away. I know I would have!”

I looked at Robbie. He was just sitting there, shaking his head.

“I rinsed him off and wrapped him up in my super-soft princess towel. He looked so adorable!”

“Do you know that Harold is a boy?” Max interrupted again.

“Stop interrupting me, Max,” Chloe snapped. “It’s not your turn!”

“Well, boys don’t like sparkly shampoo and princess towels. You are such a weirdo.”

“I am not a weirdo. Mrs. Wushy, make him be quiet. He’s ruining my story.”

“Max,” said Mrs. Wushy, “you may not yell out like that and interrupt people. I’ve also talked to you many times about calling people names. If you don’t have something nice to say, then don’t open your mouth at all! I already gave you one warning. Now you need to go sit in a chair. If I have to talk to you again, then I’m sending you to the principal’s office. Do you understand me?”

“Yes,” Max muttered under his breath.

“What was that? I didn’t hear you.”

“Yes, Mrs. Wushy.” Max got up and went to go sit in a chair. He gets sent to that chair so many times, it ought to have his name on it!

“Now where was I?” Chloe continued.

“Almost done, I hope,” I whispered to Jessie.

“Don’t count on it,” she whispered back. “She’ll go on all day if you let her. She loves to hear herself talk.”

“After Harold’s bath, I got out the blow-dryer and fluffed him up. Then I tied a little ribbon in his hair.”

I heard Max groan from the back of the room, but he bit his lip and didn’t say anything. He had already been to the principal’s office once this morning. I don’t think Mr. Pendergast would be too happy to see him again.

“I took a picture of him, so you could all see how cute he looked.” Chloe held up the journal where she had taped a picture of Harold with a pink ribbon tied on the top of his head. “Doesn’t he look precious?”

“I think I’m going to be sick,” Robbie said.

“Only one more minute, Chloe,” Mrs. Wushy said.
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“One more minute! There’s no way I can finish telling you about everything Harold and I did together in one minute.”

“Well, choose one more thing you want to share about your weekend with Harold. The class can read the rest when it’s their turn to take the journal home.”

Chloe scrunched up her nose. “It’s so hard to choose. Ummmm. Oh, I know, I painted his toenails with pink polish and …”

“OK. Well, thank you, Chloe,” Mrs. Wushy said, cutting her off.

“But wait. I’m not finished.”

“Oh yes you are,” Jessie whispered in my ear.

“Oh yeah,” I nodded. “She’s finished, all right.”

“Chloe, we’ve run out of time,” Mrs. Wushy continued. “Thank you for taking such good care of Harold. It sounds as if he had a wonderful weekend.”

“It sounds to me like he couldn’t wait to get out of there,” Jessie said. “Poor little Harold. How did he survive?”

“Let’s see…. Who’s next on the list? Freddy, it looks like it’s your turn, but I know your mom doesn’t let you have animals in the house, so …”

“Oh, it’s OK…. It’s … uh … fine with her.”

“It is?” Robbie whispered in my ear. “When did you ask her?”
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“Well, I haven’t actually asked her yet, but I know she’s going to say yes,” I whispered back.

“Dream on,” Robbie said.

I swatted his face away with my hand.

“Are you sure it’s OK?” Mrs. Wushy asked.

“Yes, I’m sure. She thinks Harold is really cute, and she said I could bring him home for the weekend.”

“Listen to you! Now you’re just talking crazy,” Robbie muttered.

I glared at him and then turned back to Mrs. Wushy. “My mom will be here on Friday after school to pick up Harold.”

“Well, all right,” said Mrs. Wushy. “How nice of your mom.”

“Yes, how nice,” Robbie said, smiling at me.

I let out a big sigh, and hit my forehead with the palm of my hand. “Think, think, think,” I muttered. I really had my work cut out for me. How was I ever going to convince my mom to let me bring Harold home?


CHAPTER 2
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The King of Responsibility

I spent the whole afternoon planning how I was going to ask my mom about bringing Harold home. I would have to somehow sneak it into the conversation.

As I sat down to dinner, I was feeling pretty good about my plan. I would just ask sweetly and look at her with my “sad puppy” eyes, and Harold would be mine for the weekend.

“So, honey, how was school today?” my mom asked.

“It was OK.”

“Just OK? You must have learned something interesting.”

“I learned that hamsters do not like to be blow-dried.”

“Blow-dried?” My dad chuckled. “Who would use a hair dryer on a hamster?”

“Chloe. That’s who. She took Harold home last weekend and gave him a whole makeover.”

“A makeover!” Suzie said, laughing. “That is hilarious. I wish I could have seen that!”

“It was hilarious. You should have seen the pictures.”

“She took pictures?”

“Oh, yeah. Poor Harold looked miserable. He was fluffed up like a big piece of cotton candy. He had a pink bow tied in his hair, and his toenails were painted pink!”

“That girl is something else,” my mom said.

“She’s a lulu,” Suzie added.

“Suzie, that’s not very nice,” said my mom.

“Well, she is.”

“When I bring Harold home, I won’t torture him like that.”

There. I did it. I just casually slipped it into the conversation. My plan worked!

“Did you just say, ‘when you bring Harold home?’” Suzie asked, slowly turning in my direction.

And there went my plan. Right down the drain.

“That’s the funniest thing I ever heard,” Suzie said, laughing so hard I thought she was going to fall off her chair. “Bring Harold home. That’s a good one, Freddy.”

OK. She can stop laughing now. She’s ruining everything. “What’s so funny?”

“I’ll tell you what’s so funny,” Suzie said between bursts of giggles. “You actually thought … Mom was going to … let you bring a hamster into the house? That’s a good one, Freddy!”

“No it’s not!” I yelled.

“Oh yes it is!”
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“All right. Enough, you two,” my dad interrupted. “Suzie, you need to stop laughing at Freddy, right now.”

“But he just told the best joke.”

“It’s not a joke,” I complained. “I’m serious.”

“Serious about what, sweetie?” my mom asked, confused.
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“About Harold. It’s my turn to bring him home this weekend.”

“Freddy, honey. You know I love you, but you also know that I don’t allow animals in the house.”

“I know, Mom. But Harold won’t really be in the house. He’ll be in his cage the whole time.”

“Nice try,” Suzie muttered under her breath.

I gave her the evil eye and turned back to my mom. “I promise I won’t take him out of his cage.”

“Hamsters are smelly, and at some point during the weekend, he’s going to need to have his cage cleaned. What are you going to do with him then?”

“I can put him in his little exercise ball. He can just run around in that while I clean the cage. He’s so cute. I’ll keep him in my room and just watch him play.”

“Do you know that hamsters are nocturnal?” my dad asked. “He’s going to be doing most of his playing while you are asleep.”

“That’s OK. He’ll keep me company.”

“I can’t believe you are even having this conversation!” Suzie said with a snort.

“Last time I checked,” said my dad, “you were Freddy’s sister, not his mother or his father. This is not for you to decide, Suzie.”

Go, Dad!

Suzie flopped back in her chair, folded her arms, and gave me the death stare. I smiled at her and turned back to Mom. “So, Mom, what do you say? Can I bring Harold home?”

“I don’t know, Freddy.”

Don’t give up now, I thought. She said, ‘I don’t know.’ She didn’t say, ‘No.’ There’s still hope. “Please, Mom. It’s just three nights. That’s all. No big deal.”

“Taking care of a pet is a very big deal, honey. It’s a big responsibility. We wouldn’t want anything to happen to Harold while he was staying with us.”

“I’ll take really good care of him. I promise. You won’t have to do anything. I’ll do it all myself. You won’t even have to see him. I’ll keep him in my room the whole weekend.”

“Well….” My mom turned to my dad. “What do you think, Daniel?”

“I think it might be a very good lesson in responsibility for Freddy,” said my dad. “He isn’t a baby anymore.”

I heard Suzie snicker, but I ignored her. I had to stay focused on the conversation. I was so close to victory! “That’s right. I’m not a baby.” I looked at my mom with my “sad puppy” eyes and pleaded. “Please, Mom, please … please … please!”
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“How can I resist that adorable face?”

“Ughhhh,” Suzie groaned.

“I have an idea,” my mom said. “I’ll tell you what. You can bring Harold home for the weekend, but you have to let Suzie take care of him, too. Mrs. Wushy didn’t have a hamster when Suzie was in her class, so Suzie never got this special opportunity. Both of you can share the responsibility. Freddy, you can take care of Harold and keep him in your room one day, and Suzie can keep him in her room the next day. And neither of you are allowed to take him out of his cage. Do we have a deal?” my mom asked.

“Deal!” I said, and I threw my arms around her and gave her a great, big hug. “Thank you, thank you, thank you, Mom. You’re the best!”

“Suzie, does that sound fair?”

“Oh yeah!” Suzie said, giving my mom a huge squeeze. “I love that idea! Thanks, Mom. I’m so excited!”

“Hey, what about me?” my dad said. “Don’t I get a hug?”
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We both ran over to him and gave him a giant bear hug.

“Thanks, Dad. I promise I won’t let you down. I will be the king of responsibility.”

“And I’ll be the queen,” said Suzie.

My dad laughed. My mom smiled. Suzie clapped her hands, and I did a little happy dance around the kitchen.


CHAPTER 3
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Happy Hamster Day

The week seemed to drag, but Friday finally arrived. I was so excited I could barely concentrate in school. Robbie was going to have a sleepover at my house because he is a science genius and an animal expert. He knows everything you need to know about taking care of animals, and he promised he would show me how to take care of Harold.

When the bell rang at the end of the day, we had to wait for my mom to pick us up because I couldn’t take a hamster home on the bus.

While we were waiting for my mom, Robbie and I were planning what we were going to do with Harold.

“So what’s the first thing you want to do with Harold?” I asked.

“Let’s build him a castle out of Legos, and he can run around the castle and be the king of the land!”

“Didn’t I tell you that I’m not allowed to take him out of the cage?”

“You’re not?”

“Nope. That was one thing I promised my mom. You know how she is about pets. She didn’t want Harold at all, but I promised her that I would only take Harold out to clean the cage, and even then, he would just stay in his exercise ball.”

“That doesn’t sound like too much fun.”

“Well, it was that or nothing,” I said. “I really wanted to bring Harold home, so I had to agree to her rules. Sometimes I wish I had a mom like yours who lets you have all the pets you want.”

“Yeah, my mom’s cool that way. I’m really lucky. Don’t worry, though, Freddy. We’ll still have a good time.”

“Yeah. I can’t wait!”

“We can still build the castle and put Harold and his cage inside. We can pretend that he was put under a magic spell by an evil witch who locked him in the tower, and we have to rescue him.”

“Great idea, Robbie! You and me and Harold are going to have so much fun!”

Just then my mom came running in. “So, where is he?” my mom asked.

“Over there! Over there!” I yelled, pointing to the far corner of the room.

Mrs. Wushy got up from her desk and came over. “Hi, Mrs. Thresher. Freddy is so excited about taking Harold home,” she said, “but I have to say I’m a bit surprised you said yes. I thought you didn’t like to have any animals in your house.”

“I don’t,” my mom said, “but I felt Freddy would be missing out on a wonderful opportunity, so we made an agreement.”

“You did?” said Mrs. Wushy. “Freddy, what was the agreement?”

“I promised my mom that I would not take Harold out of his cage, except to clean it. And Suzie and I are going to share the responsibility over the weekend.”
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“That’s a great idea. Do you think you can do that?”

“I know Suzie and I can take care of Harold together!” I said, jumping up and down. “Let’s get him.” I ran over to pick up the cage.

“Slow down a minute, sweetie,” my mom said. “We have to get instructions from Mrs. Wushy. You need to listen carefully, since you’re the one taking care of him. And you’re going to have to tell all of this to Suzie.”
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“Freddy, I have all the instructions taped right here on the side of the cage in case you forget anything I tell you, OK?”

“OK.”

“First, here are the shavings for the bottom of Harold’s cage. You need to change them once over the weekend. Just dump out the old shavings, and line the bottom of the cage with a fresh layer.”

“Do we need to put newspaper under the shavings?” my mom asked.

“No. Just the shavings are fine. You should put fresh water in his water bottle once a day and put a handful of this hamster food in his little feeding dish each day as well.”

“What about the toast?” I asked.

“The toast? Freddy, what are you talking about?” asked my mom.
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“Oh, Mrs. Thresher, we discovered that Harold likes toast, so feel free to give him some for a snack.”

“That’s the funniest thing I ever heard,” my mom said, smiling. “A hamster who eats toast!”

“Well, I think you’re all set,” said Mrs. Wushy. “Oh, wait! I almost forgot to give you the Hamster Journal.”

“The what?”

“The Hamster Journal. The kids record their weekend with Harold in this Hamster Journal, and then they share their adventures with the class. They can draw, write, take pictures and paste them in—whatever they want.”

“So now are we all set?”

“Yes, I think you have everything,” said Mrs. Wushy. “I hope you and Harold have a great weekend, Freddy.”

“Oh, we will!” I said, grinning from ear to ear. “I think it’s going to be a weekend I’ll never forget!”


CHAPTER 4
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Harold at Home

As soon as we got home, Robbie and I took Harold up to my room.

“Remember, do not let him out of that cage!” my mom yelled up the stairs.

“We won’t!”

“Well, what should we do with him first?” I asked Robbie.

“How about a makeover? I’m sure Suzie has some pink nail polish we could use.”

“A makeover! Are you crazy?”

Robbie burst out laughing. “I was just kidding, Ding-Dong. I can’t believe you actually thought I was serious!”

“Ha-ha. Very funny. Should we build him something out of Legos?”

“Yeah, let’s make that castle we were talking about before.”

“Nah. I don’t really like that idea. What else can we make?”

“How about a spaceship? We can be space explorers, and Harold can fly to a strange planet and meet some aliens.”

“Great idea, Robbie! You always have the best ideas.”

We got to work building a huge spaceship. It took a long time, but we finally finished. Then we put Harold and his cage inside. “Look! He fits perfectly. Buckle up, little guy. Get ready for takeoff!”

Robbie and I did the countdown together. “Ten-nine-eight-seven-six-five-four-three-two-one—blastoff!” Harold traveled through space for a while, and he eventually landed on the Planet Greep. There he met a friendly alien named Teetoo who gave him a tour of the planet. We played space explorers for a while, but Harold slept through most of the game.

“I think Harold’s bored. Let’s take him outside. Maybe he needs some fresh air.”

“Good idea,” said Robbie. “How about if we have a skateboard contest, and Harold can be the judge?”

We grabbed our skateboards, helmets, and Harold’s cage, and we ran down the stairs. We were careful not to swing the cage too much. We didn’t want Harold to toss his cookies.

“Mom, we’re going outside to ride our skateboards,” I yelled.

“Where’s Harold?”

“He’s with us!”

“Do not take him out of that cage, boys, especially outside.”

“We know. We know. We’ll be careful.”

We went out front and put Harold down on the grass. Then we put on our helmets. “Hey, Harold, wake up!” I called, tapping gently on the cage. “Watch what we can do!”

Robbie and I set up a little ramp, and we did a few wheelies and some jumps, but Harold slept through it all. “I can’t believe how much Harold sleeps,” I said.

“Remember, hamsters are nocturnal. They sleep during the day and are awake at night. He’s going to be really busy tonight when we’re trying to sleep.”

“But that’s no fun. I really want to play with him now.”

“Maybe he’ll wake up a little bit if we take him back inside,” Robbie said. “The sun is really bright out here.”

“I’m starving anyway. Let’s go get a snack.”

We carried Harold back inside and went into the kitchen. My mom was there, making brownies. I set Harold down on the counter.
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“Hey, Mom, those smell great! Can Robbie and I have some?” I asked as I reached for one.

My mom grabbed my arm. “Hang on there, bud. These are for dessert after dinner. Besides, you can’t have anything until you wash your hands. They’re filthy! And please get that dirty cage off my clean counter!”

I put Harold’s cage on the floor by the table, and Robbie and I washed our hands. “If we can’t have any brownies, what can we have?”

“How about some cheese and crackers? That should keep your tummies happy until dinnertime.”

“That sounds good to me, Mrs. Thresher,” Robbie said.

“Me, too, Mom. Thanks!”

My mom set a plate of cheese and crackers down on the kitchen table, and Robbie and I munched happily. I looked down at Harold. “Hey, look, Robbie! I think he woke up! He’s watching us eat.”

“Maybe he’s hungry,” Robbie suggested.
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“Hey, little guy,” I said. “Are you hungry? Do you want something to eat?”

He looked right at me and smiled. “Hey, Robbie. I think he just smiled at me! He just smiled at me!”

“And you thought I was crazy!”

“No, really. He did!”

“Okay, Dr. Dolittle. Then let’s give him some food.”

“Mom, would you please make a piece of toast for us?”

“A piece of toast! You just had cheese and crackers. You’re going to spoil your dinner!”

“No,” I said, laughing. “The toast is for Harold. I think he’s hungry.”

“Sure, honey. Why didn’t you say so?” My mom made a piece of toast and handed it to me. “Here you go. I hope Harold likes it.”

I took the piece of toast, picked up the cage, and started walking out of the room.

“Whoa, whoa, whoa. Where are you going?”

“Up to my room to feed Harold.”

“I don’t think so. You know you’re not allowed to have food in your room.”

“But it’s not for me. It’s for Harold. He’s going to be eating it in his cage. He won’t get any crumbs on the floor.”

“I don’t care. A rule’s a rule, and I say no food in your room. You’ll have to feed Harold down here in the kitchen.”

“Aw, Mom.”

“Do you want me to take Harold back?” “No.”

“Then you’ll do what I say. Harold eats in the kitchen just like the rest of the family.”

I put Harold’s cage on the kitchen table.

“Freddy! What do you think you’re doing?” my mom yelled.

“Uh … feeding Harold.” What did she think I was doing?

“Get that filthy hamster cage off the table where we eat!”

“But I thought you wanted me to feed Harold in the kitchen.”

“I do, but Harold is not a person. People eat at a table. He’s an animal. Animals eat on the floor. Please put the cage on the floor.”

“Sure, Mom.” I set the cage on the floor and started to open the latch.

“Be very careful, Freddy. Do not open the door too wide and let Harold escape. The last thing I want is that hamster running loose in the kitchen.”

“Don’t worry, Mom. Robbie’s going to help me. He’s going to be the guard and make sure Harold stays in the cage.”

“Harold won’t get past me, Mrs. Thresher. No matter how quick he is. I have a pet mouse.”
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“Thank you, Robbie. I appreciate your help.”

Robbie and I fed Harold little pieces of toast. I think he really liked it because he ate the whole piece! “Wow, you must have been hungry, little guy,” I said. “Now that you’re full, maybe you’ll want to play.”

Robbie and I closed the door of the cage. “Mom, we’re taking Harold upstairs now to play. Let us know when dinner is ready.”

“Okay, honey. Just be sure you latch the cage tightly. We don’t want him to escape.”

“We will. Don’t worry, Mom. He’s not going to get away.”
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CHAPTER 5
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The Great Escape

Later that night, Harold watched the Nature Channel show When Sharks Attack with me and Robbie. I think he was a little scared by those great white sharks. “Don’t worry, Harold. They won’t eat you. They live in the ocean, and you don’t even know how to swim!”

“OK, boys. It’s time to go to bed,” said my mom as she came in the room and turned off the TV.

“Aw, Mom, can’t we stay up just a little later? Harold wants to see the next episode of When Sharks Attack.”

“Oh, really? Harold does? I thought Harold was afraid of the sharks. Isn’t that what I just heard you say?”

“Yeah … uh …” I turned to Robbie. Robbie, help me out here, I mouthed.

“If he watches how the sharks behave, Mrs. Thresher, then he might overcome his fears.”

Is Robbie a genius, or what? “Good one,” I whispered.

“Nice try, boys, but it’s time for bed. Go brush your teeth.”

I picked up Harold’s cage. “Come on, Harold. Let’s go see if Princess Suzie is home yet and hogging the bathroom.”

When we got to the bathroom, the door was locked, so I pounded on it.

“Hold your horses, little brat! I’ll be out in a minute.”

“Yeah, right. More like a few hours,” I whispered to Robbie.

“Hey, I heard that!”
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“Well, would you hurry up? Harold really hates to wait.”

Just then the bathroom door opened a crack. “Harold? Did you say Harold? Why didn’t you tell me the little cutie patootie was with you? Come right in,” Suzie said, opening the door wider and reaching for Harold’s cage.
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Wow! Harold must have some kind of magic powers. He can turn the evil Suzie into a charming sister.

“Oh, you are such a cute, little, fluffy wuffy,” Suzie cooed into the cage. “I could just eat you up! Look at you!”

“You are such a weirdo.”

“No I’m not!”

“Yes you are!” I said, making the cuckoo sign. Robbie and I burst out laughing.

“Am not!”

“Are too!”

Just then my dad stuck his head in the bathroom. “Hey, what’s the noise about? You are all supposed to be getting ready for bed. Freddy, can you hand me Harold’s cage?”

“Why, Dad?”

“Because I am taking Harold down to the kitchen. Your mom and I have decided that Harold will sleep in the kitchen.”

“The kitchen?”

“Yep, the kitchen. Do you remember I told you that hamsters are nocturnal? Harold is going to be partying all night long. He’ll be making lots of noise, and your mother and I don’t want him to keep you up all night, so he’s going to spend the night in the kitchen.”

“Please, Dad,” I pleaded. “Please let Harold stay with me and Robbie. We promise we’ll go right to sleep. He won’t keep us up.”

“I don’t think …”

“Just for tonight, Dad,” I interrupted. “Let’s see. If he keeps us up, then we’ll take him downstairs. I promise.”

“Well … “

I hugged my dad around the waist and looked at him with my “sad puppy” eyes. “Pretty please with a cherry on top?”

“Oh, all right.”

Yes! The sad puppy eyes work every time!

“Thanks, Dad. You’re the best!”

After we finished brushing our teeth, I filled up Harold’s water bottle and we went to my room. I put Harold’s cage right in between our two sleeping bags. “You’ll be safe tonight, little guy. Robbie and I will protect you. And if you have any nightmares, we always have the Dream Police.”

Harold looked up at me and wiggled his nose. Then he jumped on his hamster wheel and started running. My mom and dad walked in to say good night. “Looks like the party’s already started,” said my dad.

“Are you boys sure you don’t want us to put him in the kitchen? That wheel is awfully squeaky,” said my mom.

“We’re sure.”

“Well, just let us know if you change your minds, OK?”

“Good night,” said my mom. “Don’t let the bedbugs bite.” She gave us each a kiss.

“Good night,” said my dad. “Get some sleep.”

They turned off the light and shut the door.

As soon as we heard their footsteps disappear down the hall, Robbie and I turned on our flashlights. We wanted to watch Harold in action. Since he had slept most of the day, I wanted to see what he did when he was awake.

“Wow! He sure runs fast for such a little guy,” I said.
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“Look at him go!” said Robbie. “I’m getting tired just watching him.”

“I wonder how fast he can actually run.”

“You mean how many miles per hour?”

“Yeah. Come on, Robbie. You must know. You know everything.”

“Well, not everything.”

“You mean there is something the ‘walking encyclopedia of science’ doesn’t know?”

“I don’t know how many miles per hour a hamster can run, but we can look it up on the Internet tomorrow morning.”

Robbie is a computer whiz. If there is something he doesn’t know, then he can definitely find the answer on the computer.

Harold finally got tired of running on the wheel and jumped off.

“I wonder if all that running makes the little guy thirsty?”

Harold waddled over to his water bottle and took a sip.

“I guess you know the answer to that question,” said Robbie with a chuckle.

“I guess so,” I said, laughing. “Robbie, you are so lucky you get to have pets in your house. I love having Harold.”

“It is really fun to have pets, but they are a big responsibility.”

“Now you sound like my mom.”

“But it’s true, Freddy. It’s a lot of work.”

“I’d love to have just one pet.”

“Well, be happy your mom let you bring Harold home for the weekend. That was really nice of her, considering she doesn’t like animals in the house.”

“I am happy. Really happy,” I said, smiling at Harold.

Robbie yawned. “I’m tired,” he said. “Let’s go to sleep.”

“OK. Good night, little guy,” I whispered to Harold. “Good night, Robbie. Don’t let the hamsters bite.”

“Very funny. Good night, Freddy.”

We turned off our flashlights, rolled over, and went to sleep.

Sometime in the middle of the night I awoke to the sound of Suzie flushing the toilet. I decided to turn on my flashlight to check on Harold. I looked and then I rubbed my eyes and looked again. He was gone!

I shook Robbie. “Robbie, Robbie, wake up! Harold’s gone!”
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CHAPTER 6
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Come Out, Come Out, Wherever You Are!

Robbie rubbed his eyes and sat up. “Gone? What do you mean, gone?”

“I mean he’s not in his cage!”

“Of course he’s in his cage, Freddy. He must be hiding under something.”

We both shined our flashlights all around the cage, but we didn’t see Harold anywhere.

“See? What did I tell you? He’s gone!”

We checked the latch, and it wasn’t in the locked position.

“Oh no! The latch is open.”

“How can that be?” asked Robbie. “We made sure we locked it after we gave him that toast.”

“Remember how I filled up his water bottle before we went to bed? Maybe I didn’t close it tight enough. Oh no! What am I going to do?”

“OK. Calm down.”

“Calm down? Calm down? My mom is going to freak out when she finds out there is a hamster running loose in the house!”

“She doesn’t have to know.”

“What do you mean, she doesn’t have to know?” I said, even more panicked.

“We’ll find him before she even finds out he was missing.”

“How are we going to do that in the middle of the night? Huh, genius?”

“We’ll use our flashlights. He can’t have gotten very far. Your door is closed.”

Just then my door began to open. I jumped up and slammed my body against it to keep it from opening any more.
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“What’s going on in here?” Suzie whispered from the other side of the door. “I came out of the bathroom, and I saw the light from your flashlights. I heard you whispering.”

“Nothing’s going on in here. Just go back to bed. OK?”

“Something must be going on,” Suzie whispered louder, trying harder to push the door open.

“We’re just talking. Now leave us alone!”

Suzie gave the door one last, hard push. I went flying and landed with a loud thump on the floor.

“I knew it! I knew it! You guys are doing something with Harold.”

Just then, something small and furry ran right between Suzie’s legs. She started to scream, but I quickly jumped up and covered her mouth with my hand.

“Shhhhh!” I put my finger to my lips.

“Is that what I think it is?” Suzie whispered.

I nodded my head fast. “Yes! It’s Harold! He’s escaped. And if you hadn’t opened the door …”

Robbie dove to catch Harold, but he was already out the door and running into the hall.

The two of us ran after him with Suzie at our heels. “Oooooh, you are in so much trouble!”
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I really didn’t need Suzie to tell me how much trouble I was in. I knew if I didn’t find Harold in the next few minutes, my life was definitely over.

“Just wait until Mom hears about this.”

“Robbie,” I whispered, “go get the flashlights.” Then I turned to Suzie. “Are you going to help me or not? Because if you’re not, then just get out of my way.”

“Fine. I’ll help you. But only because I don’t want Harold to get hurt.”

Robbie came back with our flashlights. “Remember, guys, keep your flashlights low, and don’t make any noise,” Robbie said.

“I just hope we can find Harold before he runs into Mom and Dad’s room.”

“I think he ran into Suzie’s room,” Robbie whispered. “Let’s start in there.”

The three of us searched all over Suzie’s room. We looked in the bed. We looked under the bed. We looked in every drawer of her dresser. We looked in her closet. We looked in her desk. We couldn’t find him anywhere.

“Harold. Come out, come out, wherever you are!” I whispered.

“What are you doing?” asked Suzie.

“What do you mean? That works whenever we play hide-and-seek.”

“Yeah, it works when you play with people, Ding-Dong, but he’s a hamster,” said Suzie, shaking her head.

“Maybe he went in the bathroom,” said Robbie. “Let’s check there.”

“I hope he didn’t go for a swim in the toilet,” I said as we dashed on our tiptoes to the bathroom.

We looked in the toilet. No Harold. We looked in the sink. We looked in the bathtub. Still no Harold. “Oh, we’re never going to find him!” I groaned.

Suzie grabbed my arm. “Let go of me!” I said, shaking her off.

“Shhhhh,” she said, with her finger to her lips. “Listen.” We all stood frozen in silence. “I think I hear something.”

I listened hard.
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“Yeah,” said Robbie. “I hear something, too. I think the noise is coming from the dirty clothes hamper.”

I carefully opened the clothes hamper and started to giggle. Harold was running around the bottom of the hamper with a pair of my underpants on his head! I reached in and grabbed him before he could get away. He wiggled, but I held him tight. “Gotcha, little guy. You won’t get away from me this time!”

“Let’s get him back in the cage now!” Robbie said, dragging me toward my room.
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When I was putting Harold back in his cage, I accidentally knocked his bowl over, and some of his food spilled out onto the carpet.

“OK, now close the latch,” Robbie said.

“Just a second. I spilled some food on the carpet. You know my mom is such a neat freak. I have to pick it up before she …”

All of a sudden, Harold darted past my hand and out of the cage … again!

“Close my door!” I hissed.

Suzie lunged at the door and pushed it shut just as Harold was about to run out.

“Oh, no!” I moaned. “This can’t be happening! I can’t believe he’s out again!”

“Why didn’t you just close the cage, Dumb-Dumb?” Suzie said with a sneer.

“Don’t worry,” said Robbie. “It won’t take us long to find him this time. He’s got to be in this room somewhere.”

“Suzie, you look in the closet. Robbie, you check the sleeping bags. I’ll check my bed.”

“Not here!” Suzie said.

“Not here!” Robbie said.

“He’s not here, either,” I groaned. “What are we going to do?”

“I’ve got an idea,” said Robbie. He got down on his stomach, wriggled around, and shined his flashlight all around the edge of the room. He looked like a soldier on a combat mission.

“See anything?”

“Nope.”

I looked up at Suzie. She was crouched next to my bookcase. She put her finger to her lips and then motioned for me to come over. “I think I hear something again,” she whispered.

I listened, but I didn’t hear a thing. “You must have supersonic hearing,” I said.

Robbie came over to join us. “Where do you think he is?” he asked Suzie.

“I think he’s behind the bookcase.”

“The bookcase?” I said. “He couldn’t fit back there. There’s no room.”

“You’d be surprised,” said Robbie. “Hamsters can squeeze in and out of the tiniest places.”

We all stood like statues, listening.

“There it is,” said Suzie. “Did you hear it?”

“Hear what?”

“It’s like a little scratching sound. Listen.”

I crouched down and put my ear right next to the wall. Sure enough, I heard a little scratch, scratch. I gave Suzie a thumbs-up. “I hear it.”

“You and Suzie get on each end of the bookcase,” said Robbie. “I’ll pull it slowly out from the wall, and when Harold runs out, one of you grab him. This way we’re covered no matter which way he runs. Ready?”

Suzie and I nodded our heads.

“One, two, three.” Robbie slowly started to pull the bookcase forward. Harold ran toward Suzie, but she caught him.

“Whatever you do, do not let him go!” I said. “Hold on tight!”

“Don’t worry,” said Suzie. “He’s not going anywhere this time.”
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She put Harold back in the cage and closed the latch. “You’d better double-check the latch just to make sure,” I said to Robbie.

“It’s closed, all right. There’s no way he’s getting out again.”

I gave Suzie a big hug. “Thank you, Suzie, for helping us. You are the best sister in the whole world. I never would have found Harold without you!”

“So?”

“So what?”

“So what’s it worth to you that I don’t tell Mom and Dad?”

“You wouldn’t tell!”

“Not if we make a deal.”

“What do you want?”

“I want your allowance for one week.”

“My allowance! Are you crazy?”

“Oh, I can’t wait to see the look on Mom’s and Dad’s faces when they find out what happened tonight, Mr. King of Responsibility,” Suzie said as she turned and started to walk out of the room.

I grabbed her by the arm. “No! Wait!”

“Do we have a deal?” she asked, holding up her pinkie for a pinkie swear.

“Deal,” I said, and we locked pinkies.

“Good night, boys,” she whispered, as she left the room.

I closed the door.

“Whew, that was a close one,” said Robbie. “A little too close,” I whispered. “A little too close.”


CHAPTER 7
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The Morning After

The next morning, Robbie and I were so tired we didn’t wake up until we heard my mom calling us from downstairs.

“Wake up, sleepyheads. Time for breakfast!”

The first thing I did was roll over and check to see if Harold was still in his cage. There he was, sleeping soundly, as if nothing had ever happened last night.

“Look at him, curled up in a little ball, fast asleep,” said Robbie. “He looks so cute … and innocent.”

“Yeah, no one would have any idea that he almost got me in the worst trouble of my life last night!”

“I still can’t believe that your mom and dad didn’t wake up.”

“I know. They have no idea what went on in this house, and I plan to keep it that way!”

“Good morning, boys,” Suzie said, smiling as she opened the door and stuck her head in my room.

“Don’t you ever knock?”

“Did you all have a good night’s sleep?”

“Ha-ha. Very funny. Now remember, we have a deal.”

“Oh, I remember. I’ve already figured out what I’m going to buy with my extra allowance this week.”

I walked over to her, looked her right in the eyes, and poked my finger in her chest. “If you say one word about Harold’s escape, the deal is off! Got it?”

“Good morning, kids,” said my dad as he entered the room.

“Doesn’t anybody knock anymore?” I mumbled to myself.

“What was that you were saying about Harold, Freddy?” asked my dad.

“I … uh … I … umm …” I stammered.

“Freddy was just telling me he was glad Harold didn’t try to escape last night. Right, Freddy?” said Suzie, turning to look at me.

“Yeah, right,” I said. Then I turned to her and mouthed, thank you.

“Escape!” said my dad. “Your mother would have had a heart attack if Harold had escaped.”

“Let’s go!” my mom yelled. “Where is everybody? The food is getting cold!”

“We’re coming!” I grabbed Harold’s cage, and we all headed downstairs.

“What took you so long? Your breakfast is already on the table.”

“Sorry, Mom. We’re just moving a little slowly this morning.”

We sat down in our chairs. I put Harold on the floor next to me. Then I rested my head in my hand to keep it from falling in my plate.

“Look at you boys. You look exhausted! I wish you had listened to me. I told you Harold would keep you up all night.”

“You have no idea,” I muttered under my breath. I tried to change the subject. “Thanks, Mom! You made my favorite breakfast, chocolate-chip pancakes.”

“I knew that hamster would make a lot of noise, and you boys wouldn’t be able to sleep,” my mom continued.

I wished she would just drop it already. “Wow! These pancakes sure look yummy!”

“You should have put him in the kitchen. He would have been perfectly happy in here, and you wouldn’t look like zombies.”

Apparently she was never going to let it go! “OK. OK. I get the point.”

“Freddy,” said my dad, “don’t be rude to your mother.”

“Sorry, Mom. I’m just really tired,” I said with a big yawn.

“Well, tonight there will be no discussion. Harold is going to sleep in the kitchen.”

“That’s not fair,” said Suzie. “Tonight Harold is supposed to sleep in my room. It’s my turn. Just because Freddy stayed awake all night, I shouldn’t be punished for it.”

“We’ll talk about this later, Suzie. Anyway, what was he so busy doing last night?” my mom asked.

I looked at Robbie. Robbie looked at Suzie. Suzie looked at me.

“Well, as you know, Mrs. Thresher, hamsters are nocturnal animals.”

Go, Robbie! Tell her some scientific facts. Maybe she’ll stop asking so many questions.

“In the dark, it’s harder for their predators to find them.”

That’s for sure, I thought. I didn’t think we were ever going to find that little guy.

“At night, they’re very busy hunting for food and getting exercise.”

“Good thing we don’t have to hunt for our food,” I said, shoving a big piece of pancake into my mouth.

“Freddy, take smaller bites, please,” said my mom. “Where are your manners?”

“These are really yummy,” I said with a mouthful of pancake.

[image: ]

“Freddy, please don’t talk with your mouth full! Just because we have an animal in the house doesn’t mean you have to act like one!”

“Sorry, Mom. It’s just that you make the best chocolate-chip pancakes in the whole world! Too bad Harold can’t have any.”

“I have to say, Freddy, that so far I’ve been very impressed with the way you’ve taken care of Harold. You have been very responsible.”

Suzie started to open her mouth, but I shot her a look.

“Suzie, were you about to say something?” asked my dad.

“Yeah. I just wanted to tell you that …”

I waved my pinkie around to remind her of our deal.

“I just wanted to tell you that today is Saturday, and that’s the day Freddy and I get our allowance.”

“Right you are! I’ll give it to you after breakfast.”

Suzie smiled at me. I glared at her. Robbie just looked at his breakfast.

I turned to my dad. “Since you and mom think I am being so responsible, maybe I can get my own pet.”

“Maybe …”

“What? That’s not fair!” said Suzie. “Why does Freddy get to have a pet? I’ve been asking for years, and you never let me have one! Never!”

“Hold on there, Suzie. Calm down. Nobody said anything about Freddy getting a pet.”

“But you said ‘maybe.’ That’s the same as saying ‘yes.’”

“No,” said my mom. “‘Maybe’ is not ‘yes.’”

“Well, it’s not a ‘no,’” Suzie shot back. “If Freddy gets a pet, then I should get a pet, too!”

“Nobody is getting a pet,” said my mom. “Borrowing one for the weekend is about all I can handle for now.”

“You should both be happy that Mom let you bring Harold home for the weekend and enjoy your time with him,” said my dad.

I got up and went over to my mom. “I am happy, Mom. Really happy. Thank you so much for letting Harold spend the weekend with me.”
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“Shhh. I hear something. What’s that noise?” said my mom.

I looked down at Harold’s cage. He had his nose pressed up against the side, and he was scratching at the plastic. “Hey, look,” I laughed. “Harold is trying to say ‘thank you,’ too!”

“You’re welcome, Harold,” said my mom. “I’m so glad you’re enjoying your stay.”

Harold wiggled his nose, and we all started to laugh.
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CHAPTER 8
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Harold’s Adventures: Part Two

On Monday, I couldn’t wait to share what I wrote in the Hamster Journal with the rest of the class. Finally, after lunch, it was my turn.

“Come to the rug, everybody,” said Mrs. Wushy. “Freddy is going to tell us about his weekend with Harold.”

I sat down in the teacher’s chair, and before I even said one word, Max blurted out, “What color nail polish did Harold get this weekend? Candy Apple Red?”

“Max,” said Mrs. Wushy. “What did I tell you about yelling out? It’s not your turn right now. It’s Freddy’s.”

I cleared my throat, opened the journal to my page, and started reading:


Harold had a really fun weekend. Robbie and I built him a spaceship, and he flew to the planet Greep. There he met an alien named Teetoo who gave him a tour of the planet.



“I took a picture of Harold in the spaceship. You can see him right here,” I said, turning the journal around and showing everyone the picture. “He’s in the cockpit.”

“Cool,” said Max. “That sounds like a lot more fun than getting your hair and nails done by Miss Fancypants.”

“Max,” said Mrs. Wushy, and she put her finger to her lips. “Go ahead, Freddy.”


Then Robbie and I had a skateboard contest, and Harold got to be the judge.



Jessie raised her hand.

“Yes, Jessie,” said Mrs. Wushy. “Thank you for raising your hand.”

“Who won the contest?”

“No one. Harold fell asleep before he could announce the winner.”

Everyone giggled.


I fed Harold some toast, but what he really wanted was chocolate-chip pancakes.



Chloe raised her hand. “Why didn’t you give him any pancakes?”

“Because the instructions on the cage say, ‘Toast or hamster food. Nothing else!’”

“Well, I gave him a piece of chocolate-chip cookie, and he loved it!”

“You’re lucky you didn’t kill him,” said Max.

“Don’t be silly. Cookies don’t kill you. Besides, they were homemade.”

“Cookies aren’t good for hamsters, Chloe,” said Mrs. Wushy. “Boys and girls, when it’s your turn to take Harold home, please follow the instructions like Freddy did and only give Harold toast or his hamster food. We want to make sure he stays healthy. Is there anything else you’d like to share with us, Freddy?” “Yes, one more thing.”
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Robbie looked up at me with surprise.

“I have some advice.”

“Oh, you do?” said Mrs. Wushy. “I’m sure everyone would like to hear it.”

I picked up the journal one more time and looked right at Robbie.


Make sure you close the latch tightly after you give Harold food and water. You wouldn’t want him to escape.



“That is good advice,” said Mrs. Wushy. “Thank you for sharing your weekend with us, Freddy. It sounds as if you and Harold had a wonderful time together. I’m so glad your mother let you take him home.”

“Me, too. We had a great time.”

I closed the journal, handed it back to Mrs. Wushy, and picked up Harold’s cage.

“This was a weekend we’ll never forget. Right, little guy?” I said, as we both pressed our noses against the side of the cage. Then I smiled at Harold, and I know he smiled back.
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Freddy’s Fun Pages
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FREDDY’S SHARK JOURNAL

Harold was very good at hiding. Some sharks also hide very well.

[image: ] Some sharks are hard to see because they blend in with the reefs and seabeds where they live. This is called camouflage.

[image: ] The angel shark is sandy-brown in color and has a flat body. It can lie flat on the seabed without being seen.

[image: ] The wobbegong shark has dark-patterned skin. This design helps it hide among the coral and rocks where it lives.

[image: ] Both kinds of these sharks lie very still and wait for their prey to swim by. If a fish swims too close, they quickly snatch it.


HAMSTER WORD SEARCH

There are certain things that all pet hamsters need. Can you find the words hidden in this word search? Look up, down, across, diagonal, and backward. Good Luck!
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HAMSTER HIDEOUT

Help me find Harold!
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ABOUT HAMSTERS

Are you a hamster expert? Take this quiz to find out!

1. What are the two species of hamsters most commonly kept as pets?

2. What is special about hamster teeth?

3. When are hamsters most active?

4. For how long is a female hamster pregnant? And on average, how many hamsters are in a litter?

5. What is the average life span of a hamster?

ANSWER KEY
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Have you read all about Freddy?

[image: ]

Don’t miss any of Freddy’s funny adventures!
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