
Mother knows best!  
 
By Ruby 
 
As I rubbed my eyes, I whispered, “Good night, Oreo,” and ensured that the cage was secure before 
heading to my bed and succumbing to a world of dreams. 
 
As dawn broke, light seeped through the window, causing me to stir. Shivering, I reached to grab my 
duvet, but I couldn't feel it. Reluctantly, I opened my eyes, and assuming it would lie discarded on the 
floor beneath my bed: I leaned across to search. However, I collapsed face-first into a pile of hay. 
Bewildered, I jumped to conclusions: it was a dream, it had to be.  
 
Bang! A tremor shook me like an earthquake; I became aware of my surroundings. I was in a hamster 
cage. Without warning, the door was rattled open; my legs went limp as something reached towards 
me and dragged me away. I cried for help, but to no avail: my feeble squeaks were worthless. As my 
eyes adjusted to the brightness, I saw my reflection as we passed a mirror. Black and white fur 
covered my body, my hands were paws, and I had the cutest ears. I wasn't Lucy; I was a hamster, not 
just any old hamster but Oreo! So who was the other reflection? It looked like me, Lucy! Had we 
swapped bodies? Wriggling out of her tight grip, I jumped, trying anything to escape this nightmare. 
  
Then the sweet, heavenly aroma of fresh fruit wafted into the room; I stood mesmerised. Immediately, 
I followed the scent since the person holding me had put me down to roam across the room. Eagerly, 
I gobbled down the pear and stuffed the apple in my cheeks. Maybe being a hamster wasn't such a 
bad thing. 
 
Moments later, a huge shadow fell across me as an ear-splitting noise flooded my brain. I darted 
forwards as the shadow chased me around the room. I turned around to eye my fate, seeing a large 
machine towering over me. It came closer and closer as the noise got louder and louder, roaring like a 
lion hungry for prey. I was the victim. I squeezed my eyes shut.  
 
Then everything stopped like it was just one push of a button that had decided to change my fate. As 
my breathing steadied and the world stopped spinning, I heard a familiar voice shout, "Lucy! You did 
not tell me the hamster was running around! He was nearly hoovered!” before scooping me up and 
giving me a cuddle. Snugly, I instantly sank into my mother's cashmere jumper and let sleep envelop 
me. 
 
Marching into the living room with a frown plastered across her face, my mother cried, “Lucy! For the 
last time, tell me the hamster is running around before I start hoovering!” 
She found her daughter dozing on the couch.  
“Huh?” I croaked as I awoke and realised that fur no longer covered my body. Smiling, I sincerely 
said, "I promise I will never forget to tell you that Oreo is running around ever again." 


