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“Sputnik’s Perfect Day” by Brice Spencer

| leap upwards and onto the smooth chilled counter. The counter is mainly
empty except for the sink in the corner at the end. | by chance turned my head to
glance over at the table on the other side of the kitchen. I hop down and waltz my
way over to the table and leap up as | had done before. There is a stack of papers
on the table, my insides rattled as | purr with enjoyment. Ahh this will be perfect |
think to myself, | know exactly what to do! I’ll push them onto the floor! With my
left gray and white tiger striped arm | reach out and swing my paw down in a gray
blur to scoot the papers. | could see with my heart full of delight the stack is barely
hanging onto the table. This is it, | know it, as my rattling intensifies with

suspense. | give it the last littlest nudge that wouldn’t kill a fly. Thud!

Before celebrating too early | heard the famous cry, “Sputnik!” Ahh it was
my servant.

His distress call was followed by the sound of his heavy footsteps rushing
into the kitchen to see what I’ve done for him this time. Usually, he is quite a

pleasant guy but today I am met with a scowl and daggers for eyes.

“Why do you always do this Sputnik! You’re such a jerk!”” he degrades.



“Well, I’'m doing you a favor, you need to take breaks from just sitting in

your office all day” I snap back.

“Sputnik, quit your meowing at me, you know what you did.” He bends

down to pick up the papers and heads back out of the room where he came from.












| see something from out of the corner of my eye. No, it can’t be. It is, it’s
Otis! My beloved lion plush. I’ve had this since Dad brought me home as the little
King I was. | lost him last week under the dryer, | thought I’d never see him again.
Excited, | pick him up in my mouth and throw him up in the air. Plop. He falls
back onto the ground. | lay on my side and hold the top half of him with my front

paws and kick him with my back ones. I stop to lick my front paw before



my mind. I’m glad | get to do this all over again tomorrow because Sputnik today

has been your perfect day.



