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LETTER FROM THE
EDITOR-IN-CHIEF

        elcome to the first-ever issue of Blue Sage Magazine!

I founded this magazine with the goal of sharing the unique and powerful
perspectives of kids through the welcoming platform of a literary magazine. In
elementary school, I would constantly craft short stories and poems in my free
time, full of worlds of talking animals and magic. I wanted to share my voice
and writing outside of the classroom, but I could not find free, easily
accessible opportunities for feedback and publication. Blue Sage Magazine fills
this gap for kids in grades 3-6.

I was absolutely amazed by the heart, talent, and dedication of each of the
writers and artists who submitted to our magazine. While putting together this
issue, I was particularly struck by the wonderfully distinct and nuanced
quality of each work. Each one is brought to life and bursting with the
imagination, emotions, hopes, and dreams of its creator.

The vibrant voices of these young writers and artists are truly special. I am
extremely grateful to have the opportunity to not only showcase their talent in
this issue, but also give thoughtful feedback to each writer in order to help
them hone their craft. It is an honor to play a role in encouraging and
highlighting young creative talent.

We have an incredibly diverse range of works in this issue, from beautiful
poems and heartfelt personal narratives to action-packed short stories and
whimsical art. I hope that you will take some time to stop, sit down, and enjoy
this issue, along with all of the hard work that our contributors put in. Thank
you to our fantastic writers, artists, and editors, and to the amazing principals,
teachers, and parents who supported us. This issue would not have come
together as beautifully as it did without each and every one of you.

Sincerely,
Christine T.
Founder & Editor-in-Chief
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I  lay my head down on my pillow, ready to dive into the next chapter of my book

Thoughts race to where I’ve been, where I am, where I’m going

My life quickly flashes before my eyes

But it doesn’t feel fast

Rather each moment is like a bright star in the midnight sky

all connected into constellations that form my life

I remember the feeling of the wind tossing 

my hair around in the long bright open hallways of our old apartment

A playful walk down the schoolyard path

while trying to avoid the drops of sap from the Canadian maple trees

The school doors open to me as my heart beats vigorously

as excited screams echo throughout the old building

The refreshing sound of snow and maple leaves crunching beneath my winter boots

The warmth of my huddled friends as we watch shooting stars under a cold midnight sky

The strong scent of my teacher's vanilla lotion as we take our tests in the Spring

The cool breeze of the fan quietly spreading the aroma of fresh plants placed on my desk

The rush of yuzu taste on my tongue the second I bite into my mom’s tuna casserole

The inspiration of looking at beautiful abstract murals

painted with interesting shapes and colors
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 LAUREN GONG, GRADE 6
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My heart breaking as my friends’ whispers feel l ike scratches behind my back

as I try to pay attention to anything else instead

The anxiety of nothing, never knowing how and why as my breath starts moving rapidly

Running my fingers along the strong thick coat of white paint as we cover up the holes

we made here, preparing to create new ones in our future home

Daydreaming of what the future holds for our family as I stare out the window

while we drive further away from what we left behind

Back in my bed, head on my pillow, I  open my eyes

Ready to start the next chapter of my book

Ready to start the next chapter of my life



Dazzling and calm,

With the hot sun beating upon me, I  gleam with pride.

The world inside me comes alive.

Splash.

A fish jumps.

Squawk,

A seagull cries.

 

Dazzling and calm.

I touch the soft and warm sand

I lap at the shore,

Cresting and troughing with the waves.

 

Dazzling and calm.

Sweeping across the world.

The sky grew heavy,

I pulled the sun down.

Revealing,

The twinkling stars and the glowing moon.

Dazzling and calm.

OCEAN
 SCARLETT ZHANG, GRADE 5 
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MERMAID
 LINDSAY Z., GRADE 5 



THE WAVES OF LIFE
 JANIE SNYDER, GRADE 6

Life is like the ocean

And we are the surfers

Sometimes the waves of life will  tumble over us

But we have to keep on surfing

Keep on moving
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SAND DOLLAR
 ALAINA ACHTEL, GRADE 5 

I  am a sand dollar

My soul floats with the waves

That are crashing over me

The salty water drifts with the currents

But through the dark blue layers of water,

The broad sunlight

Fades away

As I float into the depths of the water

My aura and soul are long and forgotten

But the way I sunk and fell

I  knew my spirit had moved on

I am a sand dollar



LEAF DOT ART

 AVERY C., GRADE 4 
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        ave you ever wondered why it rains so much in December? Well,  I  will

tell you the answer. Long long ago, in the sky there lived the Rain Goddess and

the Sun God. One day, when they were teenagers, Rain bumped into Sun and they

stood there looking into each other's hearts and made a gigantic rainbow.  So,

Sun asked Rain to go on a dinner date with him and Rain said “yes!” After that Rain

would travel the world with Sun every night and day. Rain and Sun were the best

couple in the galaxy. At least that's what Rain thought.

One day in December, the Sun decided to break Rain's heart and break up 

with Rain. Rain hated Sun for doing that to her. She liked Sun a lot and she started

to cry unstoppable tears. “Wah! Wah!” Rain cried. When Cloud heard Sun hurt

Rain’s feelings, Cloud came floating over and stayed with Rain for a whole month.

Rain cried for the whole month in December. 

☀  Sun ☀

Sun hated Rain because she was very soggy and wet all the time. Sun was 

sick and tired of ALL the puddles. When they went on a dinner date, Sun and Rain

shared a salad and it was so wet so Sun ordered another salad. 

 Rain 

Rain loved Sun so much because he was always really warm and generous. 

“One time, we went on a dinner date and we were going to split the salad but Sun

got another one so I could have my own.” Rain said sadly to Cloud. 

After this, Sun and Rain were enemies for the rest of time. Sun would 

always try to dry up the wet, and Rain would dampen the Sun's rays. Now you

know why it rains so much in December. You may have thought it would rain in

December because it’s winter time but it rains because for Rain it is a very sad

month.  

Rain may not know this but change can be good and bad at the same time. 

WHY IT RAINS

 RAEGAN HEMMERT, GRADE 4 

H
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rays scorch the terrain,

heat scars land,

horses flick their tails at lazy flies,

kingdoms of bleakness

scattered along phoenix.

flashes of light beat

the earth, roars of anger scare

the life.

fresh water pours,

flooding the drain.

the storm

crawls

rolls

creeps

farther.

its growls fade ‘til  all  you hear

is a light rumble.

land bright with green,

horses stomp the fast flies

phoenix burns with life.

PHOENIX
SARAH T., GRADE 6
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FALL LEAF 

 SHAILEE S. ,  GRADE 4   
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DANDELIONS
 ALAINA ACHTEL,  GRADE 5  

In loving memory of Grandpa Bob
 

Wisps Blow
Twirling around

Blowing in the air high
Off the ground, flowing with the wind

Swirling
 

Over head
They dance and play

Never touching the ground
It seems as though they are dancing

With me
 

Spinning
In circles high

Up in the air never
Falling a last they drift

Down ward
 

They have fallen
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ROBIN 
 CLAIRE B., GRADE 6 

 ran through the forest of swift legs. I  felt the wind flowing through my 

crimson coat. My tail flew behind me, my yellow eyes locked on the mole darting

ahead of me. It dove into its dirt burrow, its hind legs kicking to get fully in. I

stopped, my long, pink tongue lolling out of my sleek snout. Aspen, my sister,

came up behind me.

"Wow. Nice going,” she said.

“Well.. .” I  sputtered.

She tackled me to the ground, nipping playfully. She had a more orangish coat, 

and instead of her tail ending in a snowy white tip, it ended with a soft black

color. Mine was a deep scarlet, my swift legs covered by soft white ‘socks.’ My

bushy tail stopped short before changing into a distinct white at the tip.

We raced back to our den, accompanied by singing birds in the tall treetops. 

When we got there, our mother, Sparrow, was dividing a large fawn for us. Our

mother was a thin fox who was very gentle, although a fierce fighter, and a quick

one at that.

“You’re home just in time,” she said, barely glancing up. “Catch anything?”

“No, Robin let it slip right through his paws,” Aspen said with an eye roll.

“Aw, sweetie, don’t be too hard on him, he’s still  learning,” Sparrow said, finally 

looking up. I  glared at Aspen.

“She didn’t catch anything either!” I  said.

“Well at least I wasn’t trying to catch butterflies half the time.”

“Hey!” I  yelled.

“Guys! Stop bickering and fetch your father.”

I stormed out of the main den and into my parents’ den. I  was met with my 

sleeping father, Gator.

“Dad! Wake up! It’s time to eat!” I  yelled near his pointy ears. He bolted up, but 

relaxed once he saw me.

“Oh. Okay, Robin, I ’ l l  be right there,” he said, only to fall back into the soft leaf 

bed. I  rolled my eyes, but left, my tail swishing behind me.

“He said he’ll  ‘be right there,’” I  told Sparrow.

We all dug in, leaving some meat for Gator. Once my stomach was full,  my 

eyesight sharpened.

I

P A G E  1 6  |  B L U E  S A G E  M A G A Z I N E



“When can we go out to hunt?” I asked. The sun dipped low in the sky, the soft 

colors spreading across the horizon.

“Soon,” Aspen said, her body tense and ready to go. Her ears twitched, but her 

eyes were locked on the den opening.

“Let’s go!” Sparrow suddenly said, and Aspen shot out towards the tall birch 

trees.

All of us wove in and out of the forest, our ears picking up on a running deer to 

our left. We made a sharp turn, forcing me to jump over a mossy log. We caught

up with the deer, and Sparrow nipped at its legs. It ran faster, but we outran it. I

saw Aspen jump at the deer, cutting its hide with her sharp claws. I  tried to do the

same, but missed. I  heard Aspen stifle a laugh.

I growled and managed to get a cut on the deer’s neck. Then, Sparrow tackled 

the deer to the ground. We all leaped on it, and Aspen held the deer’s neck in her

jaws until it was dead.

Gator eventually joined us, and we managed to catch more food during the 

night. As we were chasing a large duck, we heard voices in the distance. Human

voices. My ears pricked up, and my eyes widened. I  had only seen a human once

before, and Sparrow and Gator were very cautious around them. Sparrow turned

back towards the direction of our den, but I inched forwards. Peering through a

thick bush, I  got a sight at them.

There were two males, holding what, I  couldn’t tell.  One had a mop of black 

hair on its head, while the other wore a furry hat. They were talking in hushed

whispers, I’m not sure why. Sparrow once told me that humans could not hunt

here, so I wasn’t too afraid of them, but I kept my distance.

As I turned to go, my bushy tail rustled the shrub, causing a few birds to fly 

out of it in alarm. I  heard an ear splitting sound, and I saw one bird drop to the

forest floor. I  bolted away from them, as fast as I could go. I  heard another

gunshot, and I barely saw something whizz past my ear. I  heard a muffled yelp

from Sparrow. She was lying near a tall tree, and scarlet blood was coming from a

wound. I  ran to her side.

“Y-you have to get away from them, Robin,” she said in a husky voice. “They 

will  hunt you. They are ruthless demons.”

“N-no. Mama.” Tears welled up in my eyes.

“Go. Go now,” she said with a final breath. Her body went limp, and I turned 

away.

Grief built up inside me as I ran away. I  ran faster than I had ever gone before.

I reached the den and collapsed, tears pouring from my eyes. My vision was blurry,

but I managed to get a glimpse of Aspen staring at me.
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“What happened?” she asked in a wavering tone.

“Sparrow...  she’s gone,” I  said in a small voice.

Aspen fell to the ground, and I saw Gator frozen in shock. Then, Gator walked

to his room, his pointed nose almost touching the ground. I  dragged my paws until

I  reached my room, and there I lay, crying myself to sleep. In my dreams the scene

replayed in my mind over and over again, and I woke with a strong hatred for

humans. All they do is kill .  Not for food, not for anything but sport.

In the morning, it was foggy, the mist making it hard to see. Birds rarely

tweeted outside, unlike the days before with their constant chirping. I  was in

need of comfort, so I tiredly padded my way to Gator’s room, only to find it empty.

The cold, dead leaves that were once his bed were scattered around, giving it a

sad and dreary feel.

I  felt something inside me like an emptiness that only Sparrow could fil l .  But 

on the other paw, all  of these mixed emotions were swirling around in my mind,

and I couldn’t differentiate between all of them. It was as if confusion and hatred

were mixed together, along with other emotions I couldn’t describe.

I couldn’t find Gator anywhere around the den. I  walked outside only to find 

more emptiness. I  saw Aspen, sitting by her tree. I  walked over and sat down next

to her. I  could tell from her red eyes that she had been crying, too. Her tree was

young and short, with little leaves, but what leaves were left had lost their

shimmer in the fog.

“Gator left,” I  said. Aspen didn’t say anything. “We have a little leftover deer, 

you want some?” I asked, trying to change the mood.

“Mother killed that deer. And I’m not hungry anyway,” she said in a stiff voice.

“Oh. Okay.” I  went back to the den, my tail dragging limply behind me.

I ate some of the deer, although not much. Then, I  heard a strong howl from 

the wolf pack. I  trotted outside to tell Aspen, although she had already left to join

the meeting. I  went to the meeting place and found the same clearing as always.

There were the head wolf and the head fox at the top, then more foxes and

wolves scattered about, whispering in low chatters.

“SILENCE!” the head wolf commanded in a deep voice. All heads and ears 

turned towards him.

He was a big black wolf with streaks of grey in his thick matted fur. Everyone 

obeyed him, and he was very respected. His name was Obsidian, and he had a wife

named Storm that ruled by his side.

The head fox was cunning and quick, and had a lot of great qualities that made 

up a good fox. He had a slick snout that ended in a black nose. His paws 
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were straight up and down in front of him, and his orange coat blew gently in the

wind. His head was high, although you could see sorrow in his eyes. His name was

Xanthous, and he did not have a queen.

I saw Aspen near the front. I  sat down next to a young and excited wolf cub, its 

parents trying to calm it down.

“Now, I am very sad to inform you that Sparrow, mother of Robin and Aspen and 

wife to Gator, died just yesterday,” he said in a calm tone. “And their father, Gator,

left them. Now we know what this means. One of us must take Aspen and Robin in

until they are old enough to fend for themselves.” All heads turned towards us. I  tried

to look mature like Aspen always is, but I was a little hurt no one wanted us.

“Will anyone take these two young foxes in as their own?” Obsidian asked again. 

Nobody spoke or made a move, as if if they moved, they would suddenly get called

on. Foxes and wolves shifted uncomfortably, and I pondered what would happen if no

one adopted us. Would Xanthous then take us in? I imagined all the things that could

happen, my worried thoughts landing on, of course, the worst possible option. Then,

to my relief, someone finally spoke.

"I can.” A tall wolf stood up in the back. He was mostly white, but had a touch of 

dark grey to his long fur. After he stood, the animals in the clearing gasped, but

Xanthous silenced them with a sharp glance.

“Come forward, Hawthorn,” Obsidian’s voice boomed. Hawthorn padded forwards 

and came to meet his king. “You choose to take Aspen and Robin in?” he asked.

“Yes sir,” he said firmly.

“Then the choice has been made. Aspen, Robin, you will  go home and live with this 

wolf, and he will  be your new father. Dismissed,” he said and got up.

I couldn’t believe this was happening to me. How could things change so quickly? 

The crowd was starting to leave, and I could hear murmurs from other animals.

“A wolf fathering a fox?” one asked.

“This has never happened before,” another said.

But that’s how it is, I  thought. I  had no idea what wolves were like. I  was used to 

playing with foxes, not young wolves. I  met up with Aspen and we walked to meet our

new father.

Hawthorn is very kind, and he’s pretty good at hunting although we taught him a 

few tricks. I  didn’t want to put my past behind me like Aspen, so that’s why I wrote

this. Right now, I can hear Aspen and Hawthorn talking in the other room. His light

laughter makes me smile, and I’m happy that it turned out okay after all.
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      am Paloma.

Peace.

Freedom.

I am a dove.

 

I  l ie here, as I can’t do anything else. Stuck on the wall l ike a photo glued on a 

piece of paper. As a dove, I  symbolize peace, yet there is no peace here. I  stare at

the red mark on my tail.  But like a mole, I  do not have any eyes, so I stare with my

soul. The mark was drawn on by my master. The master that owns the room I l ive

in. 

I  am a dove, but also a decoration on the wall.  Everyday, I  dreamt of freedom. 

All my friends dreamt of it too. And one day, my dearest friend took a leap that

none of us yet all  of us could ever imagine. The dove three spaces under me,

Frederica, summoned the strength nobody knew we had, flew off the wall,  and out

of the window.

“What?” I thought. “Must be a figment of my imagination.” 

But then the next one flew. And the next. And the next. And so forth. I  couldn’t 

believe my soul.

But then, it was up to me to fly away. This was it. I  was going to be free, at

last!

No. My wings would not move me. I  was still  a statue. Everyone was gone. I  was 

not only stuck, but now also alone. I  expected to be at peace, yet somehow, I was

not. A voice spoke to me. But as I did not have ears, I  heard with my mind. 

“Sometimes things are not as they seem.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, since that statement seemingly had nothing to 

do with what was happening.

“Peace is not what you find in yourself. It is what you find in others.”

The voice left. Yet I still  did not understand a word it said. But what I did 

understand was that every part of me represented something. My soul was my

eye. My mind was my ear as well as my voice. And my wings were my freedom. And

that freedom carried me up, and out the window.

PALOMA 
MISHA KRASYNSKY SHNAIDER, GRADE 6

I
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The wind pushed against my paper feathers like a river to a fish. Freedom.

But there was still  no peace. My heart was empty. From all those days being a 

wall sticker.

This is the time to fulfil l  my heart. But how?

That question was barely from my mind. It almost presented itself. I  had to fill  

my heart with peace. I  thought back to the voice. I  needed to find the others. But

where were the other doves?

Probably long gone. But then, something caught my eye. A flash of silver fire. 

Flaming across the broad daylight. I  smiled with my heart, it was another dove.

Frederica. Being chased by another flame, but a dim one. And that was a hawk.

Snatch. Its claws sank through the strings of Frederica's heart.

Her peace was destroyed.

I swooped over towards her, ignoring the hawk soaring above me. I  caught her, 

and she rested in my wings. A tear dribbled down my soul. Who knew freedom could

be so awful?

Frederica never died. She was in all  of our hearts. I  put her smooth paper 

feathers down on the ground below. A brick wall has come for me. Trying to keep me

back from fulfill ing my peace.

Only that brick wall was nothing but an il lusion. An il lusion that obscured my 

thoughts and feelings from the world. I  broke free from that wall,  l ike I did before.

And then saw the hawk.

“Sorry about your friend,” the hawk said dryly with his mind.

“Never say sorry without really meaning it,” I  replied. We landed together on a 

rooftop.

“Oh, but I am sorry, dear,” he scowled, and then took off.

It’s true he also might have been a brick wall,  but I didn’t notice. I  had to stop 

him from doing more damage. Otherwise we are lambs, returning to the slaughter.

He chased after another dove.

“Duck!” I  screamed. And so he did. The dim flame barely missed. I  led the dove 

into a shelter that I had found, too small for the hawk to fit.

“Stay here, until I  collect the rest,” I  commanded. He nodded.

By the end of the day, most of the doves were safe in their shelter. Frederica 

had been avenged.

All but one were inside. He was the slowest one; the easiest to catch. A right 

move or a wrong move will  decide his life. Both the hawk and I dove for the last

dove. I  barely got him first. It was hard to fly with something heavy in my feet, but I

could see the shelter. 10  feet away. 9  feet. 8 ,  7 ,  6 ,  5 ,  but when I was 4  feet away, 
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Dim Flame was at my tail.  I  put my feet forward and released. It was a perfect

landing. But not for me.

I felt sharp talons, slashing through my heart. I  tried to pull away, and the hawk

spun and crashed into a building. I  fell.

And on the ground, I  could only think of one thing.

My peace. It was gone.

But deep inside, I  knew that wasn’t true. I  had achieved my peace, and found it

inside others. I  did not have to live to have peace. It’s always inside me, no matter

what.

I closed my soul, and never opened it again.
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SHADOWS
 RACHEL STEIN, GRADE 5 
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I AM JUST THE DARK
ALAINA ACHTEL, GRADE 5 

I  am just the dark

The dark that forces you to cower under your covers

When you turn off your

Lights

I rise with the moon

And fall with the sun

Always perfecting that wicked flare

My shadows flicker on your

Walls

Creating giant claws and toothy devils

In your tiny mind

Some might say I am Hades best friend

Being all

Dark

And

Bitter

But I am just the dark
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GALAXY
TATYANA B. ,  GRADE 4 
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     he smell of fresh cool air fil led my nose as I absorbed the deep green 

shades of leaves that decorated the brown trees. I  stood on a soft bed of grass,

watched the tittering squirrels dance on the limbs and birds flit through the

foliage. Round knolls surrounded me. I  closed my eyes with satisfaction, and

sighed.

"What do you think?” I thought my teacher asked.

“It’s wonderful,” I  replied dreamily.

“I said, Carol, you and Amanda Miller are working together for the science 

project,” Mrs. Smith snapped sharply. Heat washed over my cheeks as I heard kids

in a corner start giggling uncontrollably, as if the funniest thing happened. I

wasn’t paying attention to them, especially not my ex-best friend who ditched me.

Instead I stared at Mrs. Smith like she was crazy.

“What?” I asked incredulously.

“You and Amanda are working together. Pay attention.” The rest of the day 

passed by in a snap. Me and Amanda Miller? Together? Never! Amanda was the

most spoiled brat ever. She always wore expensive-looking jewelry and faux fur

coats. This year, she came back from Gielly Green Boutique Salon, in London,

droning on about how her hair was golden honey brown. “The lady at the salon said

that I had lovely golden honey brown hair. Did you know that I have golden honey

brown hair? The Gielly Green Boutique Salon said so.” Who cares? Brown is brown!

Amanda surprised me when she walked up to me and asked stiffly, “Do you 

want to come to my house to work on the project?” Good. The sooner we finish the

project, the sooner I won't need to deal with her.

“Fine. Let me text my mom first.” I  stood there after I  fished out my phone and 

alerted my mom, waiting for her to grab out a fancy new phone and a limousine to

come speeding towards us. Instead she cleared her throat uncomfortably.

“My house is a block away. We can walk there.” I  stared at her. She   walks   

home? The question lingered in my mind as we walked to a barren part of the city.

Tattered curtains hung out of broken windows. Small,  brown, one-story houses

were scattered along the dying grass.  What is her house doing here?

T H E  U N E X P E C T E D  T W I S T  T O
A M A N D A  M I L L E R  

S A R A H  T . ,  G R A D E  6

T
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Amanda stopped in front of an apartment building and pulled out a small key. An

apartment. She lived in an apartment.   An apartment!    The faint voice in my head

chanted with disbelief. Amanda glanced at me, “Coming?”

“Of course I am! Do you think I’m an idiot?” I  muttered to myself. I  followed her 

into the beaten-up apartment. Apparently, Amanda also lived on the bottom floor of

the apartment building.

As soon as I entered their apartment room, I immediately regretted thinking that 

Amanda and her family were anywhere near financially average. They were beyond

wealthy. There were five giant silver-framed mirrors, exactly the same, on one wall.

Who does that?!   Multiple hangers carried clothes from big, fluffy, winter jackets

with fake fur hoodies, to really huge, heavy necklaces with sapphires and rubies.

“My mom likes ‘simple accommodations.’ I  don’t know what she’s talking about. 

Look at that vase, it cost something like four-hundred eighty dollars!” Amanda used

air quotes with disgust, and then rolled her eyes, “And the stained glass broke as

soon as we set it on my desk. We got it fixed for a couple hundred dollars by a

professional, and she put it here as a display.” I  was surprised that Amanda was

badmouthing her life. I  quickly stole a look at the vase and it was covered in little

cracks. Some parts of it were outlined with what appeared to be soldered metal.

“I thought you...  l iked all of this.” I  gestured to everything. Amanda looked

shocked and then laughed.

“No. I  hate it. I  think that half of this is abhorrent. You know, I don’t pick the 

clothes I wear.”

“Then why do you wear them?”

“I do like some of them, but I wish all of them were normal, l ike yours. Also, my 

mom gets upset if I  don’t wear the clothes that she specifically spent lots of money

on.” Amanda wasn’t as bad as I had thought.

When I entered her room, a small room inside of a small room, I noticed 

something out of the corner of my eye. It looked like the first history poster we

created in class.   How Did Early Man Use His Tools?   The block letters were precise

and, above them was a big red A+.

“So, I  was thinking about our project being in the forest. I  remembered how you 

like to think about nature.”   How would  s he   know that? She never gave a dime about

me before!    Behind her posters with A+s, behind all the fancy red marks on school

assignments, behind all the random exorbitant furnishings, were dark green leaves.

Rows and rows of various leaves covered walls. Enormous paintings of towering

umber wood stood below the foliage.   Maybe, just maybe, I  judged her too harshly

before,    I  commented to myself silently. I  desperately wanted it not to be true, yet 
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my own thought betrayed me; she seemed to like everything that I did.

“Carol, did you hear me? I asked if you also wanted to do it,” Amanda said, 

smiling.

Carol gets distracted once again.

“We don’t have a lot of time. My sister, Natalie, gets home soon. She insists on 

me playing dolls with her. She has this big idea that if she plays with them long

enough, they will  come to life,” Amanda groaned, exasperated, “She is so immature

for a seven year old.”

“Uh, yeah. I  l ike that idea. The forest one, not the doll one,” I  quickly added.

The directions said that you could do anything as long as it was related to 

science, so we decided to create a model of the woods, animals, and the food web.

Every day we spent time on the model.

“Carol! We did it!” Amanda yelled.

“I know! I was right there, Amanda!” A big, fat, red A+ was plastered onto our 

wooden box of forests and diagrams, “Why are you so excited?   You    always get a

perfect score.”

“Why are   you    not excited?” She shot back at me. Every now and then we have 

some disputes.

“Pizza on me?” Fresh Italian tomato sauce flew right out the window of the 

nearby pizza restaurant.

Amanda grinned, “I paid last time, so yeah, you are this time!”

I used to think that Amanda was a bratty girl who only thought about herself. 

After we got the highest score, I  realized that she's a kind and smart person who

only seemed snobbish from the outside. It was an unexpected twist to her. Now,

Amanda Miller and I are best friends.

P A G E  2 8  |  B L U E  S A G E  M A G A Z I N E



          ey, you signing up for the talent show?” Ben asked, picking up the flyer.

“No, I  don’t have a talent,” Jack replied, narrowing his hazel eyes that were 

almost impossible to see because of his blonde hair, which he made the front long

but the back short. Jack’s white sweatshirt, with black dripping down from the top

stood out, it was long and almost covered his black jeans. “What’s yours?” Ben

cleared his throat.

“I don’t have a talent, just wondering if you wanted to sign up.” Ben retorted, 

shoving the flyer into Jack’s hands. Ben has jet-black hair that’s always messy,

never combed. His eyes are light green, along with tan skin. Today, he wore a black

and white striped shirt and Nike’s shorts, and below that Adidas shoes. 

"Well,  I  don’t have any talents,” Jack grunted, tearing the flyer in half. Ben cast 

a glance as the paper fell apart.

“Why’d you do that?” Ben asked, stooping down to pick up the pieces of fallen 

paper.

“Well,  neither of us have talents, do we?” Jack snorted. “So why not tear it 

apart?” Ben shook his head.

“It could still  be useful; we could have given it to someone else,” Ben replied, 

trying his best to mend the two pieces of paper together again. Jack snorted and

began walking to school. The school had the warm feeling once you went inside.

The halls were brightly lit with golden lights, giving it a Christmas tang. The lockers

were white, which blended in with the walls. Ben stuffed the two pieces of paper

inside his backpack and hurried after him. 

The second Ben and Jack entered the school, all  they heard was endless 

chatters about the Worldwide Talent Show.

“Are you signing up…?” A girl asked another girl with blonde hair.

“Like, duh! Are you?” The girl with blonde hair replied.

“Yes, what talent are you doing? I’m doing cello.” The girl with brown hair said.

 “I’m doing dancing,” the girl with blonde hair giggled. Jack angrily barged 

past them, pushing the girl with brown hair into her locker. 

“Hey!” The blonde hair girl cried, but by then, Jack was already out of sight.

“Sorry, he’s just mad about the tal-”

“Forget about it, Ben.” The blonde hair girl grunted, helping her friend out of the

locker.

H

TALENT
 SCARLETT Z., GRADE 5

“
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Ben gave a nod and ran off to class, by the time he got there, Mr. Pipkins had 

already started.

“Chop, chop, Ben. You’re a bit late.” Mr. Pipkins squeaked. Mr. Pipkins was a short 

teacher; he wore checkered white and light brown overalls above a white shirt. His brown

hair was drenched with hair gel. Round brown spectacles hang down.

“Moving on! Who can tell me what…” Mr. Pipkins quickly scribbled out:

5x  +6x+1=12

A girl named Christina raised her hand. After Mr. Pipkins slowly looked around the 

class, he looked at Christina.

“Yes?”

“That’s one!” Christina blurted.

“Correctamondo!” Mr. Pipkins exclaimed, write one on the board. “Now, who can 

tell me, besides Christina-” Christina looked upset- “What-” Mr. Pipkin quickly wrote down:

2y  +3y+2=16

No one raised their hand, then slowly, Ben raised his.

“Yes?”

“Is it, is it…” Ben spluttered, he suddenly felt hot and sweaty, and every single 

eye in the room was looking at him. His heart began thumping loudly. Ben took a deep

breath, although his mind was completely blank. “Is it…” Mr. Pipkin raised an eyebrow.

“Are you alright, Ben?” He asked, pulling down his spectacles. Ben nodded, his 

cheeks feeling hot. “Why don’t you go take a breather? A quick walk down the hallway

should cool you down.” Ben nodded and hurried out of his chair, still  feeling everyone’s

gaze on him. When Ben exited the classroom, he hurried toward his locker, wanting his

backpack…

Reaching in, he pulled out the flyer of the talent show.

“I can never do this! Never, no matter how hard I try-”

“Hey, Ben! You talking to yourself?” A boy named Blake, who had bright blue eyes

exclaimed, trotting over.

“Hey there, Blake,” Ben muttered, slumping against his locker. Soon, the hall was 

filled with chattering kids, and before Blake could say anything more, he got swept away

by the crowd. Ben sighed and slowly got up, and shoved the flyer into his locker.

“Talent Show will  be hosted on Wednesday, a day from now on. Dress rehearsal

will  be hosted today.” The loudspeaker cracked. Ben swallowed, he wanted to attend…

“Now, you may continue with your classes.” The loudspeaker turned off, and the class

buzzed with excitement.

“Quiet down now, quiet down,” Ms. Trick hushed, though she seemed as equally as 

excited. For the rest of the day, Ben was in a bad mood, stuck between rehearsing, and

2

2
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not. The rehearsal would come an hour after lunch, which meant at 1 :30 .  Ben still

had two hours. Jack came bouncing up.

“I’m going to attend rehearsal!” Jack announced.

"What?” Ben groaned.

“Yeah, you heard me right, I ’m going to attend the rehearsal!” Jack repeated.

“Why? What sudden talent have you picked up?”

“I’ve picked up the talent for jokes!” Jack exclaimed. “Here’s one: What did the 

left eye say to the right eye?” Ben thought for a moment.

“Gee, I  don’t know.”

“Between us, something smells!” Jack babbled and burst out laughing. Ben 

doubled over and laughed, too, just for the sake of Jack. Ben left Jack, who was still

laughing and went to head over to his next class, science. On his way, he bumped

into Blake, who was also his neighbor.

“Hey, Blake!” Ben greeted, high-fiving him.

“Wassup? You signing up for the talent show?” Blake asked, grinning, and 

returning the high-five.

“No, are you?”

“Like duh bro!” Blake cried. Ben began walking to class, but then Blake grabbed 

his shoulder. “You should sign up.”

“Why? I have no talent.” Ben replied.

“Yeah, you do.” Blake retorted. Ben suddenly felt l ight-headed. Had Blake found 

out his secret?

“Sign up,” Blake repeated. Ben shook his head. “Do it, I  know your talent. Do it.” 

Ben gulped. “See you at the talent show."

 

“Alright! Now the following kids Rido Gif, Fred Simson…” The loudspeaker was 

announcing the name of the people who were going to attend the dress rehearsal.

“And Ben Ekl, please go to the auditorium,” Ben uttered a small gasp. Who signed my

name up?  The teacher looked at Ben.

“Hurry.” Ben stumbled out of his chair to the door. Jack followed, saying some 

jokes to Ben and asking if the jokes were good. The auditorium seemed alarmingly

closer than ever, with just a few steps they arrived. The auditorium was dimly lit, the

only light coming from the large stage lights. The red curtains were tied up to the

side with strings, black leather chairs were lined up together, barely a centimeter

apart. The wooden stage beckoned Ben to come closer, but something tugged him

back. Ben was seated fifth-to-first. The first kid performed magic tricks. Ben’s heart

felt fluttery, he didn’t want to be at the talent show. He tried to tell the teacher, but

all the teacher said was, “Once you're in, you can’t get out.” Ben’s heart began

P A G E  3 1  |  B L U E  S A G E  M A G A Z I N E



 thumping…Louder…Louder. He was sure everyone could hear it.

“Next up for rehearsal, we have Ben Ekl!” the teacher exclaimed. Ben staggered 

on the stage, his hands were clammy and sweaty, everyone’s eye looked at him. Ben

gulped and grabbed the microphone. About forty pairs of eyes stared back at him. They

seemed larger, doubled, and then tripled. The stage was in the spotlight, everywhere

else was dark. The eyes shined back at him, and one bright blue pair of eyes met his.

“H-hi.” Ben stumbled over his words. “I-I’ l l  show y-y-o-u guys m-my ta-ale-e-net.” 

Ben closed his eyes; he didn’t want to be on stage. He’d rather be anywhere else but

here. “Here goes nothing.” Ben gulped and opened his mouth, and began his talent.

Sing.

Ben never wanted anyone to know his talent for signing, thinking it was girlish, and 

not many boys did it. He wanted no one to know his talent he enjoyed it so much.

Whenever he was home alone, he’d softly sing. Blake. It was Blake, he heard me singing

and he signed me up and…the puzzles pieces fit. Ben sang the song “Memories,” by

Maroon 5 .  His voice flowed through the auditorium, little did he know, the microphone

was also connected to the loudspeaker. Another trick Blake did. Ben expected the

faces to be twisted with dislike, but instead, he found they were with shock. Eyes

became even wider, and some even opened their mouths.

Ben began to relax, seeing no one was covering their ears. He allowed his voice to 

glide across. Suddenly, the auditorium didn’t seem so dim anymore, it seemed brighter,

happier, more welcoming. Despite the fact Ben’s eyes were closed, he could see a

beautiful scene of a meadow, flowers bloomed across like joy, just like the joy that

was spreading inside him. The butterflies in his stomach flew away, leaving him bold

like a male deer. He felt as if he could face anything, and beat it. Strength flowed

through him, giving him more emotion into his voice.

Everyone in the school heard Ben’s wonderful singing. After Ben was done,

the whole school cheered. Ben’s eyes widened in shock as Blake announced:

“I connected your microphone to the school’s loudspeaker! Everyone heard your 

singing!” Blake smirked; Ben couldn’t help hiding his shock. The teacher was clapping

so hard, her hands were turning red.

“Wonderful! Never heard such beautiful singing!” The teacher exclaimed, all  the 

other students were clapping and cheering. Ben smiled. his fear was forgotten. He let

the warmness of the others enfold him.

“You should’ve never let your fear overcome your talent,” Blake muttered, 

passing by Ben. You should’ve never let your fear overcome your talent, Ben repeated

in his head.

Ben Ekl is now a famous, worldwide singer, creating songs along with his 

imagination.
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 LINDSAY ZHU, GRADE 5 
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        y name is Olarri Foswald. My partners are Amina Carrie, Orla Crafter, and 

Omar Href.  We also have a fifth partner: our computer named VC. We work for a

special organization called Smash the Crimes. We investigate anything cruel,

weird, and especially mind boggling. Our job is to make things back to normal.

One fine day, my partners and I were on break. We investigated everything, but 

nothing happened, just boring stuff. All of a sudden, Amina’s stomach went

GRRRR !  Amina’s face flustered. We relaxed her and told her, “No worries. We’ll  just

stop at a food shop.” And that’s exactly what we did.

We stopped at a bakery that sold delicious caramel cookies. I  bought 4  

cookies, so each of us could have one. We went back into our van. I  was about to

sink my teeth into the cookie until,  wait, hold on a second! OMG! These cookies

were moving! I  looked at that, and then I decided, that’s it! I  threw the cookie on

the ground. Smash!  However, the others bit the cookie. POP! They turned into the

cookies! I  stared at them in horror. I  quickly got out a Thingy Reverser and

transformed them back into people. But Amina ate the Ultra caramel cookie! I

couldn’t turn her back!

I picked her up and Orla picked up a huge book: The Guide to Cookies .  Then we 

found the ingredients: 12  feet of bamboo, a rock that smelled like strawberries,

and a Christmas cookie that has a timer built into it. Mix into pie and then throw

onto the transformed cookie.

“VC, where do we need to go to find these ingredients?” I asked our 

computer.

“We have to go to the secret guardian’s base, where there are places to find 

the ingredients,” VC replied.

So then we scooped up VC and went to the secret guardian’s base, where the 

ingredients lay. We looked through the book  and found the first ingredient we

needed was the bamboo. “Actually, we need a bamboo stick that is 12  ft tall,  not

12  ft of bamboo.” Omar told us. So we found a stick of bamboo, and measured it.

12  ft! Great!

Next we moved on to the rock. There were many rocks. “Ugh! This would take 

forever!” I  said.

SMASH THE CRIMES: THE CASE
OF THE CARAMEL COOKIE

 KADEN WU, GRADE 5

M
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“Hold on. VC, do you have any other numerical data or ways to help us?” Orla 

asked.

“The rock you need weighs 2  pounds. You may now use me as a scale,” VC

replied.

It took us two hours to find the correct rock, but eventually we found it. “Yes!” 

I  cried.

Lastly we moved onto the Christmas cookie. There was a tray of 5  cookies. We

looked 

and looked, but there were no clues. “Look!” Orla cried as she seized a roll of paper

next to the cookie tray. These sharply cut words were engraved on it:

Danger is before you. You have some choices to take if you want to get the cookie.

To help you in your choice, we give you these clues four:

1 .  The cookie you need is not a chocolate chip cookie.

2 .  The cookie is encased inside an invisible glass dorm.

3 .  All  the cookies are Christmas Cookies.

4 .  The cookie you need looks the most unique from the others.

 

“Ok guys, how are we going to pick the correct cookie?” I asked Orla and Omar.

"In this situation, it may be smart to use me,” VC interrupted.

“VC, please give us some understandable data about the cookie we need,” Orla 

asked.

“The cookie you need has some ‘freckles’ on it. You can use me as a detector 

scanner,” VC replied.

We used VC and found the correct cookie. That’s it! We got all  the items!

 

      Meanwhile….

*Amina, still  lying on the ground as a cookie*

 

Back to the *Cookie Crew*....

“Olarri,  do you have cooking skills?” Omar asked me.

“Yea! Sure I do!” I  replied.

“Then let’s get cooking!” Omar shouted.

I mixed all of the ingredients into a pie, then found Amina and threw the pie 

onto her.

POOF!

Amina was back!

 

THE END
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EPILOGUE

We returned back to the bakery. The baker was making another caramel cookie. 

He ran from counter to counter, baking and pounding, and smashing all over the

place. We found him sitting at the counter resting. I  pulled out the Thingy

Reverser, switched to the reverse setting, and pointed it at him. I  hesitated, then

pulled the trigger. KA-POW! A cloud of dust flew over him, swirled above his head,

and disappeared behind his body. Eventually I  gagged, coughed, and felt nothing. I

could only hear the baker’s terrible shrieks. I  felt l ike I was falling down, down,

down, deep into darkness….

I opened my eyes. I  found myself sitting at my desk, good as normal. I  looked it 

up, and found that I had slowly passed out then got back to what I am now. I have

fully recovered.

THE END (FOR REAL!)
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           grew up with a brill iant sister, her name proves it too. Helaine Pierce

Adler, the one the only, and I am her sister Lola Little Adler. To answer your

question, yes my parents did give me a stupid middle name. Helaine is always

the star, she writes with description, draws with meaning, she is a math

solving prodigy, and has so many friends she has to make a schedule for play

dates or as she calls them “hangouts”! In fifth grade, our summer camp

teacher told us to write an analysis about the marshmallow we all got to try

that was roasted by a blow torch. I  was clicking my pink mechanical pencil

making the lead break right when it gets to a certain point. As I got up to grab

another pencil,  I  saw that Helaine had already written an entire page filled

with her perfect penmanship and perfectly aligned loops and curves. I  looked

down at the page I was holding, blank except for one word, Lola. Helaine

described it as magical, heartwarming, and nostalgic, I  however, said it

tasted burnt. Oh, the look on the teacher’s face when she read Helaine’s

paragraph and read my three words. Oh the look on my parent’s face when

they saw all good Helaine getting straight A’s, while I barely survived with a

couple B’s and mostly C’s. Being a sibling is tough, and I am one to my older

sister and my hamster, MC Hamster, but the one thing you can always count

on with a sibling, is they are your forever best friend, a partner in crime, and a

shoulder to lean on.

BEING THE
UNDERDOG
ANONYMOUS, GRADE 6

I

P A G E  3 7  |  B L U E  S A G E  M A G A Z I N E



WOOF

 RACHEL STEIN, GRADE 5 
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      nce there lived a girl named Renee. Renee had brown hair and beautiful 

hazel eyes. For her 10th birthday she got a brown beagle. She named the puppy

Beagle Buddy. Buddy loved everyone he saw, but adored Renee the most and

Renee adored him right back.

One Saturday morning Renee woke up on her queen sized bed by the window 

on a Saturday morning and shouted “Buddy sweetie?” There was no bark. Oh no ,

thought Renee as she squirmed out of bed. Renee looked everywhere. When she

got to the master she jumped on top of her parents and searched under their

covers.

“Renee! What are you doing?!” her mom asked confused and tiredly.

“MOM, Buddy is gone! I  can’t find him anywhere!” Renee cried as her mother 

wrapped her warm arms around her.

“It’s ok you’ll  find him,” said Renee’s dad who had just sat up and rubbed her 

head.

“Did you check the garage?” Renee’s mom asked. Then she added, “Her dog 

food is in there and I think there’s a dog bed.”

“I haven't checked there, thanks Mom!” Renee said with hope.

“No problem,” her mom replied, laying back down.

 

Renee raced to the white garage door and flung it open to see Buddy 

whimpering on top of a cushion on the floor. “Buddy!” cried Renee rushing over to

him. “What happened…wait what?” Renee said, confused because out of nowhere

a little head popped up and then another and another and another, until suddenly

Buddy was surrounded by five puppies. Renee couldn’t believe it, Buddy was a girl

this whole time?! Renee picked up so-called Buddy and held her to her chest and

whispered, “I love you.” 

“Mom!!” Renee wailed, setting Buddy back down to care for her puppies. Soon 

Renee’s mom and dad opened the white door and gasped in surprise.

“Isn’t he a girl. . . I  mean isn’t she a girl? This is so confusing!” Renee’s dad 

dazed.

“Honey, let’s go to the vet to give Buddy a quick check-up,” Renee’s mom 

said calmly.

O
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“Ok Mom, watch Buddy and her puppies, I’m going to get her something more 

comfortable,” Renee proposed as she walked out of the garage. Renee walked to

her room and got Buddy’s favorite blanket. She also got a huge playpen so the

puppies would be safe. When Renee got back, her dad helped her unfold the

playpen and carefully move Buddy and her five puppies on top of the blanket

which was in the playpen. A day later, Renee and her parents got Buddy and her

five puppies to get into a kennel.

“Time to go hon!” Renee’s mom shouted. 

“Ok Mom,” Renee yelled back, grabbing the kennel before she left her room. 

Renee scrambled in the shiny silver Porsche with her parents and they set off to

Buddy’s vet. When they arrived in the parking lot, Renee could hear lots of barking

coming from the kennel and not just from Buddy, all  of the puppies were yipping

as well.  They walked into the tall building that had a bright red sign saying San

Diego Vet Shelter. When they walked in, Renee saw a lobby with one other person

waiting with their bird. Renee walked to a seat and sat down to wait for their

names to be called.

Soon enough, a woman with a messy bun called, “The Roberts with a dog 

called...Buddy.”

“That’s us,” said Renee’s mom standing up. They followed the messy haired 

lady into a long empty hallway that led to several other rooms. Finally, she led

them to a room that had three chairs and some cabinets.

“So your veterinarian is Dr. Cheryl right?” the lady asked, looking at her 

clipboard.

“Correct,” Renee’s dad replied.

“She will  come in very soon,” the lady said, leaving and closing the door behind 

her. While they were waiting, Renee opened the kennel door and pulled Buddy out.

Renee put Buddy on her lap and stroked her back. Then, Dr. Cheryl walked in with a

bright smile on her face.

“Hi Lilly. Hello Jake,” Dr. Cheryl said, shaking Renee’s parents' hands. “And 

Renee, how could we forget you!” Dr.Cheryl said with her eyes narrowing down to

Buddy. “Buddy had babies I see,” Dr. Cheryl laughed, pointing to the barking baby

puppies in the kennel.

“Yes he...I  mean she did.” Renee said.

“I understand, let’s give HER a checkup,” Dr. Cheryl said, l ifting up Buddy into 

her arms. After the checkup Dr. Cheryl said Buddy was perfectly fine and the

whole boy thing was a mistake made by the doctor who told them the gender.

After that, Renee hopped in the Porsche with her parents, Buddy, and five babies. 
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When Renee got home, she decided to change “Buddy’s” name. Renee renamed

Buddy to Daisy, and after some training Daisy responded to both names. Renee

named three puppies, and each of her parents got to name one of the pups too.

Renee named one of her girl puppies Lucy, her second puppy was a boy and she

named him Bailey, and Renee’s third puppy was a female and she named her Lola.

Her mom’s puppy was a boy and she named him Cooper, and her dad’s was a male

too which he named Max. In the end, Renee had five beagles, Bailey, Lucy, Lola,

Max, and Cooper and it all  started with the momma, Daisy.
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     waved goodbye to my 5th grade teacher Mrs. Kline, then picked up my 
teeny flip phone, scrambling to press the buttons the correct amount of times.
“My first pic on my phone!” it read, followed by a picture of me right before we
could leave for the end of school. It was the first photo I took on that phone,
and I loved it. I sent it to all of the friends whose numbers I had. I only had 2
numbers so far— some of my close friends’ cells. I shoved the phone into my
backpack and headed out the classroom door.

“Bye, Sofia!” said my best friend, Anya, “See you soon.” She grinned her 
trademark smile as her caramel colored hair blew in the wind behind her. I
smiled and waved back as she stepped into the bathroom, washed her hands,
and came back out. She walked over to aftercare.

Under normal circumstances, she probably wouldn’t have washed her hands 
before leaving, but these circumstances aren’t normal. There’s a virus going
around— called coronavirus— and it spreads really fast. My parents said
school will have to close any day now. Oh, please no.

My other good friend, Natalie, met me at the car lineup area near the 
flagpole where we waited for our parents to pick us up.

“Did you hear?” she asked excitedly, “There’s gonna be a Babysitters’ Club 
TV show coming out soon.” She held up her phone that was covered with a
new, blue phone case. On the screen was the main picture for the TV show,
featuring actresses who were all the different characters from the Babysitters’
Club. I got a rudimentary idea of which actress was which character, though
certain ones looked different then described in the books.

“This one’s Kristy.... this one’s Stacey.... oh, she must be Dawn but she 
doesn’t really look like her...” She continued to mutter to herself, adjusting her
brown glasses. They were a sharp contrast to her colorful headband perched
upon her head of straight, dark hair.

“Cool!” I said, “When will it come out?”
“Dunno. A few months, maybe?”
“Okay.” We suddenly noticed two boys from our class— Renesh and Bill— 

arguing. We peered towards them.
“You think it was me?” asked Bill, incredulous. “You realize that you’re the 

one that half the grade thinks took it, right?” They must be talking about that
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putty incident ,  I  thought. The putty incident was when Kenric had sold putty

(something that was technically against the rules of the school but nobody

seemed to care) to Dewey, but had mysteriously gotten stolen from Dewey’s

backpack (which he probably shouldn’t have left open in the first place). Everyone

— and I mean everyone— had been trying to figure out whodunnit for these last

few days. Even me. I  swear, we’ve watched too many detective shows.

Natalie smiled at the accusation. She was practically a journalist-in-training, 

and wrote fake news reports on stuff like this.

“But you like putty, right?” inquired Renesh.

“Well,  duh. But that doesn’t mean I took it.” They bickered on, but eventually 

came to a truce and started talking about memes. Boys are so weird.

“I gotta write this down,” said Natalie, “Think you know who did it?” I  thought 

for a second, then shrugged. I  had a reputation for being good at riddles, so

Natalie had been hoping I could figure it out. So far, I  had nothing.

That’s when the loudspeaker called out the names of me and my brother. 

“Sofia and Nico Carrasco,” said a big, booming voice. I  hustled for my backpack,

sanitized my hands, and walked over to my little brother in the kindergarten area.

“Let’s go, Nico,” I  said in a sweet, big sister-ly manner. Nico climbed into the 

car, me following. He was so cute— short with messy light brown bangs.

As I strapped into the backseat, my mom broke the news, “School is officially 

closing because of the virus.”

“Really?!”

“Yes,” she put her hand on mine, “But we knew it was coming.” I  nodded slowly, 

then started bawling. Big, sad, tears. School was my everything. I  hoped we were

gonna at least...

“Are we going to go back to school after Spring break? Or will  we do it online?”

“I don’t know, honey. Depends on the state of the virus.” Her face is etched 

with worry— worry for how I will  handle this— but also relief— relief that we don’t

have to worry about catching the virus at school.

“Oh, okay.”

I looked longingly at the group of kids still  waiting near the flagpole as we 

drove away. As ridiculous as they were, I  was going to miss things like those boys’

ridiculous arguments or my friend gossiping about TV shows.

Well,  at least I had my new phone.

As I looked out the window, that’s when a thought occurred to me. Today is 

March 13th. Friday the 13th .  I  couldn’t help but grin at the coincidence.

Maybe the putty incident wouldn’t be solved, and maybe school wouldn’t be 

open for a while, but funny things like that would always be there.
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          t was a normal and sunny Friday in March. In P.E., we finished an intense

game of dodgeball.  In art, we got some rest and worked on our art project. Our

teacher was walking us back to class. Nothing could go wrong...  Or could it.. .

Halfway up the stairs, I  noticed something — our teacher’s usual smile was 

not on her. In fact, her face was serious, dead serious, and I knew that there was

something fishy. “STOP,” our teacher suddenly said to us while walking us back to

class. I  almost tripped from the stairs because it was so sudden. She turned

around and looked at us with a serious eye and said, “We are going to have an

important talk when we go back to class.” She turned back, her multi-colored

dress adjusting with the movement as she walked back to class. I  followed slowly,

a big lump forming in my throat. This couldn’t be good.

My thoughts started racing as I walked back to class, “What did we do wrong 

Why is she so serious? We got a 3  on art and a 4  on P.E., What could it be?” The

calming classroom breeze blew through and it made me super nervous when we

walked in our classroom. I could feel the tension in the air.

When we walked in, she put on a slideshow about COVID-19 .  In its own way,  

the slideshow stiffened the scene even more. “Did someone get infected? Why is

she so serious?” I thought to myself, unable to concentrate. It just started off

explaining what COVID-19  was. Then, it started to talk about how to stay safe. I

knew this was all leading to something considering our teacher’s serious attitude,

so I watched carefully.

After the slides, it turned into a mini class meeting about safety and I was

highly alert to every sentence she said. Again, she suddenly paused, turned

around to face the classroom (not her computer) and closed the computer up. Her

face turned even more serious. Then, again, super suddenly, she said “We will

have to temporarily leave this school.” That explained everything. Her

seriousness, the slides, the talk, everything, just to make us prepared to hear

that 3  seconds of talking. But honestly, I  have to say, she did a really good job

After recess, we started packing up our backpacks and started putting

everything we needed inside. “This is tiring,” I  thought as I pulled out everything

again to re-stuff it in my backpack. That all  happened too sudden for anyone to

react. Even though the teacher said that we were coming back after 2  weeks, I

still  had a stiff feeling inside of me.
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After we packed up, we had lunch. The rest of the day was very quiet and it

blew by like the wind, we had lunch, cleaned up our classroom, and the next

second, it was already 2 :50 .  I  took the last look at my classroom and felt a deep

sadness. With heavy steps I walked to car pick-up and this time, my mom picked

me up. Usually, our nanny would pick us up. On the way back, it was very quiet.

It wasn’t a good memory, but it did teach me to be flexible with sudden

changes.
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    magine if when you have to go to the doctor you would have a Zoom check in 

first. Imagine if all  your class lectures were on Zoom. Imagine if there were

enormous vacations or none at all.  This is how life might be after COVID-19 .  Life

after COVID-19  will  drastically affect and alter health, education, and vacation.

Let me explain how COVID-19  will  change healthcare. People will  be taking 

more precautions about their health and avoid unnecessary risks.

First, people will  have better hygiene. According to the Safety+Health 

Magazine  article “Handwashing Frequency up during COVID-19  Pandemic: Survey,”

9  out of 10  people have washed their hands more times throughout the day,

carefully, or longer. This proves that people are taking better care of their

hygiene by hand washing. They have developed a habit that will  continue after

COVID-19 .  Furthermore, as stated in the YouGov article “What Have People

Changed about Their Lives in COVID-19  World?,” “People are also taking caution

when they are in public spaces and are twice as likely to refrain from touching

objects such as elevator buttons in March than they were in February (which was

already up by 24%).” This means that people are not taking unnecessary risks by

touching things.

Second, telemedicine will  be used because people will  not be taking 

unnecessary risks. For example, a doctor does telemedicine instead of in-person

doctor’s appointments. This is because both the doctor and the patients do not

want to take an unnecessary risk by going to the hospital. Also, sometimes the

doctor will  delay certain testing of the patient when it is not immensely needed

as to not risk the patient from getting COVID-19  when they go to the clinic or

hospital. As stated in the article by Teresa Iafolla called, “36  Telemedicine

Statistics You Should Know,” “About 90% of surveyed healthcare executives

report that their organizations have already begun developing or implementing a

telemedicine program.” These are the reasons for how COVID-19  will  change

healthcare.

Also, education will  be very different after COVID-19  in the following ways: 

distanced learning, interactivity of students, and class sizes.

First, distance learning has been implemented because of COVID-19 .  Due to 

COVID-19 ,  there are many different online classes available not only for school,

but also for extracurriculars. Also because of COVID-19 ,  most of my 
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extracurricular classes are on Zoom. This is how education has been changed

through distanced learning.

Second, because of COVID-19 ,  the interaction of students has been changed. 

From The Washington Post  article “Teachers, Parents and Principals Tell Their

Stories About Remote Learning,” it states, “Over 80  percent of parents reported

that their child misses his/her classmates, and over 60  percent reported they

miss their teacher. Fifty-eight percent of parents told us their child misses

sports and extracurricular activities, and 39  percent said he or she regularly

expresses feelings of loneliness.” Due to distance learning, children feel isolated

from their peers and teachers. Instead of learning in classrooms, playing sports,

or participating in extracurricular activities with others, students are confined to

their own homes for the sake of safety. COVID-19  has drastically reduced

opportunities for children to form friendships and connections with other

children. Also, it states, “…Arthur Goldstein teaches his Francis Lewis High

School students from his home on Long Island. … Some [of his students] hide

behind avatars in his virtual classroom.” Since the students are not showing their

faces and instead hiding behind avatars, they are not interacting in the class.

Third, class sizes will  vary. Class sizes will  be larger because schools may put 

some of their classes online which can have unlimited sizes because there are no

classroom size limitations. In-person class sizes will  be smaller for better social

distancing so that others do not get COVID-19 .  These are the ways in which

COVID-19  will  change education.

Finally, people will  be having more smaller vacations or larger ones or none at 

all.

Some people will  be desperate to go on an enormous vacation because they 

have been locked in their house for so long. For example, my friend has booked a

Baltic cruise for after COVID-19  in 2022 .  Even if some people do not have the

money to go on larger vacations, they will  have many vacations but not as large.

Other people will  have no vacations. People will  be afraid of going on vacations

because they don’t want to get COVID-19 .  This also may be the case because

they got it before or their friend or family has got it. These are the ways in which

COVID-19  altered the summer vacation.

Life will  change after COVID-19 .  Our healthcare system will  be sanitized, 

people will  be taking more precautions, our education system will  be virtualized,

through distanced learning, interaction of students, and class sizes, vacations

will  be altered, by people having more or larger vacations or none at all.  In

conclusion, COVID-19  will  have drastically affected health, education, and

vacation after it is over.
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      n a very cold November day, in London, Mrs. Soffia Benjamin and Mr. Dokin 

Benjamin were as normal as they could be. 

Mr. Dokin was the owner at the local pizza restaurant called Dokin Family 

Pizza. Although the pizza restaurant’s pizzas were extremely expensive, every

morning at 2 :30  the line in front of the pizza restaurant would wrap around the

whole shopping mall for several rounds. Mr. Dokin had a very big mustache. He

also had little blue eyes. But most of all,  he had an enormous body. His body was

three times as big as a normal man’s body. That’s probably why his wife Mrs.

Soffia called him, “Dude stop eating!” when they were at a restaurant eating

dinner. He always ate all the food on the dishes before Mrs. Soffia had a turn to

eat any. 

On the other hand, Mrs. Soffia was a teacher at Rock Wall Elementary School. 

The students in her class called her a “MEGA mad scientist.” The students were

right, when she got mad, she turned into a DEMON!  It turned into hell when she

got mad. Even worse, no one could stop her when she was mad. It was one of the

students’ nightmares to be in Mrs. Soffia’s class.

The Benjamins also had two sons. One son was named John Benjamin, the 

other son James Benjamin.

John Benjamin looked a lot like his dad, Mr. Dokin. He was almost a clone of his 

dad. He was also violent. He asked for money in school, or he would punch the guy

or girl in the ribs. Once he hit a boy in the ribs so hard that the boy had to go to

the hospital. One of his targets was James. Mrs. Soffia and Mr. Dokin thought he

was the best of the best.

James was skinny. He had long hair. Unlike John, he was kind and never hurt

people. If there was evil,  he would try his best to defeat the evil,  but usually he

got beaten up. No matter how hard he tried to make his mom and dad like him,

they always thought he was the worst kid that ever lived. 

One day James was eating breakfast. John’s breakfast was pizza (from Dokin

Family Pizza), but James’s breakfast was cheap pizza from the store that had

been rotten a week ago. 

After breakfast, James was doing chores, because Mr. Dokin had forced him 

to, but John was playing what he called “punch the guy/girl very hard.” James 
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wanted to stop him, but he knew if he tried to stop him he would be one of the

guys to lie in bed for 2  days. But at last he got out and said “Stop, don’t hurt him!”

when John was kicking the boy in the tummy. But James ended up finding himself

in bed for 2  whole days. 

When James was in bed he found a book called Wizard: Master More Than

150 Magic Spells and 5 Cool Facts About the Magics .  The book didn’t have the

writer’s name. James loved magic when he was a baby. He still  loved it a lot. He

opened the book and started to learn some tricks. 

“Mac-lon-cu-oshis-la-doshis,” said James. Suddenly the milk spilled out 

because there was too much milk in the cup. There was only one third of the milk

in the cup and it was impossible to spill  the milk. “Is the magic actually working?”

James asked himself. He tried again with an apple. He grabbed a shiny red apple

from his desk and placed it on his bed. James stared at the apple’s smooth

surface before whispering the magic words again. The apple vibrated faster and

faster until,  with a pop, it split into two separate apples. Magic spells actually

worked! That day was a fun, fun day for James. He played tricks on John and made

him very dizzy. He finally didn’t have to do chores for one day. 

But at the same time he was being watched. Who was it? Someone that was 

evil.  Someone that had a flat nose. Someone that had puffy hair. Someone that

had blue eyes. Yes, it was Mr. Beck. Mr. Beck was also a teacher at Rock Wall

Elementary School. Unlike Mrs. Soffia, Mr. Beck was very nice to the students.

But at night, he was a wizard. A very, very unsatisfactory, bad, nasty and

unwelcome wizard. He wanted to enslave all the people in London. But enslaving

London was like only a toy in the toy box, in his plan. 

He wanted James’s book. It was the last real sorcery book left on Earth. The 

other two books, which were Potions Master  and Witchcraft ,  were already in his

hand. He just needed that last book to know every magic spell in the world.

That night, he tried to use magic to freeze James. But quickly James used 

rainbow block. “Spo-lok-yat-rainbow-block” said James. A rainbow formed and

blocked the attack. But after seeing it was Mr. Beck, James apologized. Then Mr.

Beck had an evil idea. He told James to give him the magic book. But James said

no because that was the only book that he had and it was also magical. Mr. Beck

decided to kill  James and get the book. “No-bo-lab-gu,” said Mr. Beck. 

Before the spell ripped James into pieces, he heard something: “What the hell

is this stupid thing?” 

“Mol-ti-o-bam-ka-boomal?” said John. 

“Oh no, I  forgot to hide the book from John,” said James. 

Before James could finish, there was a KA-BOOM  l ike a big explosion. The
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explosion was so big that it burst Mr. Beck through the roof of the house. James

quickly used “forget-bi-ba-sag.” That is the spell that makes people forget stuff

so John wouldn’t remember anything that happened.

He quickly got up to the roof. Mr. Beck was flying away. “Zag-zap-zu-ku-

kazam,” said James. He flicked a pen in the air at the same time. The pen suddenly

turned into 3  strikes of lightning and struck Mr. Beck. But at last Mr. Beck got

away.

James didn’t know what Mr. Beck would do in the future. He didn’t know why

Mr. Beck was so evil.  He didn’t know what evil plan or plans Mr. Beck still  had. But

something he knew for sure was that Mr. Beck was not going to give up until he

got the book.

All day long, visions of the book and Mr. Beck flashed through James’s mind,

distracting him from everything else. His heart beat rapidly, and a sweat broke

out on his forehead. James walked to his basketball game in a haze, barely

noticing when he tripped on a rock. When his basketball team won, the cheers and

laughter of his teammates quickly faded into the background. That night, when

James got home, the first thing he did was check if the book was still  there. After

he saw the scene, his mouth dropped with amazement. The book was stolen.

There was a note on the table that read:

“Sorry I took ur book. I also drank the glass of milk. It was great.

Mr. Beck.”

James was extremely sorrowful and angry. He kicked the ground and said,

“Shoot, I  couldn’t come home more quickly to protect the book!” James slammed

his fist hard on the table. Before he even noticed, a rough and pitted stick fell

down off the table. It was a long stick. The stick was at least a foot long. It also

had a red diamond on it.

James suddenly remembered a page in the book. The page read:

“Wand 1016

 

Wand 1016  was created by a one-eyed four-armed legendary monster. It

did great deeds in the Republic and Fyittycon War. The wand worked for the

Republic. It did great deeds in the 1034  mission and destroyed number 903

castle. It also did outstanding work crashing the 111  assignment. It was lost

in the 6760  mission. The owner of the wand is Gerg Beck Jr.”

P A G E  5 4  |  B L U E  S A G E  M A G A Z I N E



Then James remembered another page from the book.

 

“Republic and Fyittycon Bloodshed

 

The Republic and Fyittycon Bloodshed broke out in 1943.  The war broke

out because the Fyittycon killed the Republic’s queen. After invading the

2315  Port, peace was declared in 1957.  The war killed about 1.7  million

wizards and witches.”

 

James suddenly realized something. He ran in front of the school. “Oh my

gosh,” he thought. There was a poster in front of that wall that said:

“This Year’s Top Three Teachers

 

Mr. Greg Beck Jr     Mrs. Bond Fribed     Ms. Alisa Vingofe”

 

Mr. Greg Beck Jr was in the school hunting for the book for 7  years. James 

knew that Mr. Beck would come back and get the wand. But he didn’t destroy the

roof again, so he left a note on his desk that read:

“Dear Mr. Beck, if u want to see ur wand again, go to the school’s baseball

field at 11:45  P.M.  Don’t forget to bring the book too. Ur worst enemy

James”

He knew Mr. Beck was going to come back and get his wand. The next day, 

James was waiting for the arrival of Mr. Beck. He waited in a dark blue cape. He

was wearing black coat and pants. It was a very cold winter day. Strong breeze of

gale blew in the air one after another. The snow felt like one hundred knives

stabbing you.

“You had finally approached here. I  thought you would never be here,” said 

James in a low voice.

“How would I get my wand back without coming here?” said Mr. Beck. A man 

that also had a cape just like James suddenly popped out of nowhere. The cape

was black. “That is my friend,” Mr. Beck said. 

“Sleepy-sleepy-night-night,” the cape guy said. Suddenly James got hugely

dizzy. He fell down and he fell asleep.

In his dream, James was standing on a giant rock. There was a piece of ground
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and below the ground was nothing but lava. There was also another big rock that

Mr. Beck and the Cape guy were stranded on.

“Maf-ok-jad, grab me the wand,” said Mr. Beck in a shot. A lightning grabbed 

the wand 1016  and pulled it over to Mr. Beck. Just in time James grabbed the

wand and he kicked Mr. Beck on the face. Mr. Beck almost fell in lava. He was

grabbing the edge of the rock.

“Tarantula-cape-ship-shaft,” said the cape guy. The cape Shape-shifted into a 

giant tarantula and tried to bite James.

Quickly, James used his fist to knock the big big spider into the lava. He also 

kicked Mr. Beck into lava. Before the lava swallowed Mr. Beck’s mouth, James

asked, “Why did you turn evil?”

Mr. Beck answered, “I saw my friend suffer in the war and from that day on I 

knew if you are evil you will  have power.”

The cape guy vanished into thin air. But he left a note. The note read:

 

“None of you shall get a good dream until the curse is broken.”

 

James suddenly awoke from the dream. Mr. Beck was lying on the white snow,

defeated. James grabbed the books and went home happily.

THE END

Next Book: The Nightmare Became Realistic
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Chapter 1 :  Intro

        y name is Tara. My friends are called Kari,  Lucita, Cindy, Kira, Lauren, Paris, 

and AV (Arianaherayaffy Veratepojip). We are all in a group, and I am the leader. Our

group is called The Adventure Girls. Today we are going into a battle arena to fight!

Chapter 2 :  About Myself

I am very unique. Unlike most people, I  have superpowers. You’ll  see them 

later. Here are some fun facts about me:

1 .  I  play archery, basketball,  and tennis.

2 .  I  have 3  very weird hamster-bat pets.

3 .  I  unusually smell good (don’t taunt me about this).

 

Chapter 3 :  Trip Time!

We piled into the car. I  looked at the time. 10 :30 .  I  wanted to go. I  wished it 

would go quicker. The second I turned around, we were moving. We traveled all the

way to the battle arena. The arena was grooving, with more than 1 ,000  people

getting ready, sharpening their swords, scraping their shields. Then I went over,

and I slowly started to spring on them.

Chapter 4 :  The Ultimate Lord

One by one, I  picked them off until I  was in the finals. I  knew I would get a 

trophy, since there were 1st and 2nd place trophies. That was when I met the

Ultimate Lord. The Ultimate Lord had the Boots of Death, Fists of Power, Helmet of

Destruction, and titanium armor. I  trembled as with one swing he knocked me to

the ground. Later, the Ultimate Lord requested a meeting with me 3  days later. 

Chapter 5 :  The Meeting

Before we continue, I  should probably explain these four things.

 

Boots Of Death: These boots enable the user to make earthquakes by stomping

their foot on their ground. They are also enough to strike fear into anyone’s heart. 

THE ADVENTURE GIRLS:
BATTLE ARENA
 KADEN WU, GRADE 5
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Fists Of Power: These fists give the wearer insane power in the hands. With one

swipe, you can knock anything over, and also these have different elements they

can transform into.

Helmet of Destruction: This helmet is a hard hat. Nothing can pass through, and it

provides 100% protection.

Titanium Armor: We all know that titanium is the strongest element. This armor is

the toughest armor around. It will  protect you when anything happens.

Ok, now back to the meeting. When we met, he asked me, “What is your name?”

“Tara,” I  told him.

“I’m about to die soon. After all,  I ’m not immortal.” He handed me the fancy 

stuff. “Here. Take these. These will  help you when you’re in trouble.”

“But— why?” I asked.

“I’m about to die, so I should hand it off to someone.” One minute later, the 

Ultimate Lord sadly died. I  picked up the four things and went home.

Chapter 6 :  The End

As I teleported, I  whirled through until I  got home. Even though I was not feeling 

well,  I  learned a valuable lesson: Nothing is easy, but don’t keep your spirits down.
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Chapter 1 :  My Troubles/Town

     eople ALWAYS say that I’m too powerful, and a dictator should be powerful, 

but not too powerful, and they say that I am. The truth is, I  had ruled my city,

called Kavikaya, with truth, so most people say I should be dictator for another

term. This is NOT a democracy, this is dictatorship. Here is some general

information about Kavikaya:

Name: Kavikaya

Mileage: LARGE!

People who live there: 10 ,000

Dictatorship: There are no dictatorship limits

 

People are not allowed to vote on the dictator. Only if a dictator steps down it 

becomes democracy.

Chapter 2 :  Queen of Kavikaya

My people have been deciding if they want to still  call me Dictator Tara or 

Queen Tara. Honestly, I  didn’t care whichever one I was chosen for, but I definitely

would have voted if I  could. At the end there was a ballot. My people cashed in

their votes, and here were the results:

Dictator: 4 ,999

Queen: 5 ,001

Ok, so now they were going to call me Queen Tara. Then, they started treating 

me like a queen. Workers started building a palace for me, and adding all sorts of

queen-sized furniture for me, plus, I  had an army. My workers had recruited people

from other cities. Now, my army was a size of 15 ,000  soldiers. I  also had about 20

servants who managed to take care of the mansion and do things for me.

Chapter 3 :  Lieutenants Kari and Lucita

After I put my clothes on (BOD, HOD, TA, and FOP) I grabbed my gold telephone 

THE ADVENTURE GIRLS:
DANGER STRIKES AGAIN
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and phoned Kari and Lucita. I  invited them to the mansion. I  teleported to the

Ultimate Lord’s Base and using super strength, hauled up a ton of Supa-Fire

Blasters, plate armor, and platinum swords. I  called this set the TSS. I  teleported

back to the base, and handed each of my soldiers a set of TSS. Then I heard a

knock on the door. This was going on before the knock:

“Who are you?” my soldiers asked angrily as they pointed blasters at Kari and 

Lucita.

“We’re Tara’s friends,” Kari said snobbishly.

“Tara is a queen. How could she possibly be your friend?” My soldiers burned 

their anger.

“Tara is our friend,” Lucita replied sternly.

“I will  call her,” said Kaliciay, one of my generals. He disappeared into the 

house.

“Your Majesty, you have visitors,” Kaliciay said, bowing.

“No need to bow, it’s fine,” I  told him. “What do they look like?”

“Two little girls,” he replied.

“Tell them they can come in,” I  commanded.

“Okie then,” he replied as he closed the door to my palace. “Come inside,” 

Kaliciay told Kari and Lucita.

Lucita smiled as she and Kari entered the palace.

“Wow, this is grand!” Lucita exclaimed.

“Where is Tara?” Kari asked a guard.

“In her bedroom,” the guard grunted.

Kari and Lucita walked across the golden chandeliers until they found a door. 

It said, “Tara’s Bedroom. Please knock on the door and I will  get to you.”

KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK ,  went the door.

“Come in,” I  responded. “Hey Kari,  Hey Lucita,” I  told them as I walked in.

“HEY! CAN I BE IN YOUR ARMY?” Kari excitedly yelled.

“Oh, SURRE.” I  did an eye roll.

“Sorry,” Kari quietly responded.

“That’s the first reason I called you here. I  wanted to ask you if you wanted to 

be lieutenants in my army. The second reason is because I wanted to ask you if

you wanted to help me with the blueprints for a statue showing the Ten

Commandments.”

“Sure!” Kari and Lucita both shouted at the same time.

“Calm down, guys,” I  exasperatedly exhaled.

“Tara? Lunch is ready!” one of my servants yelled.
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“I’l l  be right there,” I  yelled back. “Also, I  invite you to live in my palace, if you

would like,” I  clarified. “I have beds prepared for you!”

“WE WOULD LOVE TO!” they both shouted.

“Ok then!” I  giggled. “Ask your parents if it’s ok.”

“Bye, I  have to go eat lunch.” I  told them.

“BYEEEE!” they responded.

“Tara?”

“I’m coming!”

 

Chapter 4 :  DANGER!!!! ! ! ! ! !

As I walked through my palace, I  heard the phone ring. “Who is it? Tara 

speaking.”

“Tara, come quick!” It was another one of my generals, Koifa.

“I’m coming,” I  exhaled. I  went over there, and I checked it. Kaliciay wasn’t 

there. I  looked there, and then I heard a rumble. CRASH! The statue of the Ten

Commandments fell down with a clang. I  put on my stuff and stormed outside. I

couldn’t believe my eyes! An army was destroying all the town. Sooner than I

thought, the army’s commander came out, and it was the one person I was

expecting to see: Kaliciay.

Chapter 5 :  My City Retaliates

This is cray! I  couldn’t see why Kaliciay would do this. But anyhow, I had to 

protect my city. I  released my army. Each soldier took one soldier from Kaliciay’s

army. The retaliation was sweet, but not as sweet as it could’ve been. Kaliciay

stepped out, and one by one, he began slaying us. Then when I came over, I  sent a

message to the community to come to my palace, since it was charmed with

unbreaking and Kaliciay couldn’t destroy it. Kaliciay was 10  feet tall and chucked

a piece of kryptonite at me. The kryptonite was HUGE in size, but I knocked him to

the ground in one blow. The boots of death were powerful enough to slice him into

two pieces, but I planned on giving a punishment to him. Then, Kaliciay was so

wound up in fear that he called a private meeting with me and surrendered. As he

talked to me, I  realized something: he liked bowing because it showed his respect

and stretched his back, something that he highly used.

Chapter 6 :  General Is Thrown in Jail

Kaliciay had regretted his bad deed. His responsibility was truthful. I  promoted 

Koifa to Marshal. The thing is, Kaliciay died when he was in jail.  I  buried him in the
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cemetery. I  prepared a special thing for Koifa. I  went outside and played soccer

with him. It was something he really enjoyed. In Kavikaya, playing a sport with the

dictator is considered the highest honor. It was something I really enjoyed, too.

 

Chapter 7 :  I  Am Elected Leader of My Entire Country, Not Just Kavikaya

Anymore

I had been featured at a meeting called an election meeting, where there was

a debate if I  should be elected the leader of my country. After the meeting, I  was

pumped. I  had just been elected the queen of my entire country! Now everybody

from the 100  cities in our small country had to obey me. Also, I  am on a different

planet suitable for life, not planet Earth.
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IF THE WORLD WAS ENDING.. .

MILA ELLINGSEN, GRADE 5

If the world was ending what would you do?

Would you take a fish or two with you?

Would you eat a feast like a beast would you?

Or would you write a letter to all  you knew?

Would you take your heart and let it depart?

You’re leaving this world forever you know

Who knew it would be you?!!

If the world was ending what would you do?
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Sunshine warms the heart

Gratitude changes you

Things may be hard

Times may be tough

But be kind and grateful wherever you are

THE HEART OF GRATITUDE 
JANIE SNYDER, GRADE 6   
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LOVE
RACHEL STEIN, GRADE 5
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