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elcome to Issue 4 of Blue Sage Magazine!

I could not be more thrilled and proud to present this issue to you. The skill and heart
of the young writers and artists showcased in our magazine seems to be ever-evolving,
which is an invigorating prospect. I believe that their pieces are a snapshot of what is
important to them, of the message they want to send out to the world.
I’ve found that, in all works of art and writing, we as audience members can glean a
sense of the creator’s values and beliefs. Even in fantasy stories, which may seem far
removed from reality, there are distinct elements of the writer’s personal perspective.
It might be a clear moral, like the one that Lucky learns in Grace Farrell’s “The Clover
Story,” or it might be more subtle and open-ended, as in the philosophical ruminations
of Eric J. Muller’s “Butterfly.” Perhaps it’s a surreal appreciation for nature, like Derek
Lee’s “My Sea World,” or a celebration of vibrant cultures and monuments, as in John D.
Alex’s “The Day My Remote-Controlled Car Came to Life.” Every work is an expression
of the self, and, as such, they all deserve a space to shine, a place that is accessible
and welcoming for everyone — which is what our magazine strives to provide.
Regardless of what fascinates these young artists and writers, regardless of what
sparks happiness for them or what they choose to pour their time and effort into, I
hope that they hold fast to their passions and continue to create.
As we leave this year behind and enter a new one, the pieces in this issue remind us of
the things that keep us grounded, that are constant both in this world and in the
worlds we invent: Family. Friendship. Small acts of kindness. They take on different
forms for different people, but I hope that this issue may help you reflect on and
appreciate whatever they might be.
Words cannot express how much I appreciate everyone in our community, from our
fabulous artists and writers to our incredible staff editors to the wonderful parents and
readers who support this magazine. Enjoy the issue!
Sincerely,
Christine T.
Founder & Editor-in-Chief

TABLE OF CONTENTS
6

Flying with a Piano

8

The Lake

9

Sweater Weather

An Nguyen

Aaron D’Souza

Ava F.

22

Horse in the Sun

23

Place of Snakes

26

One Fall Day

27

One Strange Afternoon

Safa El-Saidany

Victoria Putt

Norah Madsen

13

White Cat

14

One Tale about Two
Colors
Nish Noriega

29

BBINGBBING1: I’m Here
to Cut My Fish
Jinkang Kim

16

Season Trees 1

30

Hike

17

Butterfly

31

Flower Bed

19

Night Owl

32

The Clover Story

20

The Legend of Day and
Night
Stella C.

34

My Sea World

Xinya W.

Gabrielle Soifer

Eric J. Muller

Adelaide French

Vani Bansal

Aarush Kamisetty

Mehar Arora

Grace Farrell

Derek Lee

35

Lady in Red

47

Race the Waves

36

My Family

48

My Dog

37

Home Is Where My
Sunshine Is…
Vani Bansal

49

Happy Penguin

38

The House on Maple
Street
Riley Sanger

50

My Poetry Slam

41

Peaceful Fields
Thu Huynh

52

Speed Demon

42

100 Days of Practice
Sawyer Chung

53

Legos

43

Black and White Petals

55

Snooze Reading

44

Education

56

The Day My RemoteControlled Car Came
to Life
John D. Alex

45

BBINGBBING2 Said
“Something Is Wrong
with Me"
Jinkang Kim

61

2 Fast 4 U

46

The Title Goes Here

62

Ten Ways of Looking at
an Eagle
Eric Zhang

Angelica C. Gary

Beatrice Emma Rull

Adelaide French

John D. Alex

Leah An

Sienna Schwarz

Beatrice Emma Rull

Safa El-Saidany

Leah An

Jake Bayus

Naisha Shah

Arnav Gurjar

Jake Bayus

64

Season Trees 2

65

What Is Science?

67

Nature’s Treasures

68

Lightning Girl (Part 1)

70

Peacock at the Palace

71

Into the Sea Cavern

74

Shallow Water

75

Dreams

76

Sparks!

77

That One War…

Gabrielle Soifer

Sidharth Sakamuri

Stella C.

Beatrice G.

Shraavi Jain

KJ

Mehar Arora

Eric J. Muller

Asmi Sinha

Isabella Song

79

Worli Art

80

Dragons

82

WolfGirl

83

Lightning Girl (Part 2)

85

Witch

86

The Time Travel Tale
(Part 2)
Anushka Tongle

91

Lady in Green

92

The Prodigy

94

The Rainbow Unicorn

95

The Adventure in
Candy Land
Grace Farrell

Shraavi Jain

Eric Zhang

Meghana P.

Beatrice G.

Isabella Song

Angelica C. Gary

Gaius Tong

Sienna Schwarz

FLYING WITH A PIANO
AN NGUYEN, GRADE 5

Straight and tall
Thin shadows fall
In stripes of black
On strips of white.

Melodies drifting
Like a song for a king.
And then,
The song comes to an end.

My sister walks away,
As the sky turns to a dark grey.
But even so, I race eagerly to the seat,
Not ready for another defeat.

Day after day,
It still isn’t my way.
Night after night,
Still not a sign of flight.

Until finally…
Hard work had answered my plea.
My hands moved like the speed of light,
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My flight giving way to even more height.

Over all of those years,
I had a lesson:
To fly,
You must first fall.
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THE LAKE
AARON D’SOUZA, GRADE 6
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SWEATER WEATHER
AVA F., GRADE 5

“H

appy birthday, Lily!” sing my parents as they wake me up. I was

confused on why they said, “Happy birthday;” then I remembered that it’s January
19 th , my 11 th birthday! I jump out of bed and my parents hug me; I hug them back.
“Go downstairs, quick!” my mom says. I run down the stairs and see a
beautiful sage green sweater with a butterfly on it; it’s on the kitchen chair so I run
to put it on. I smile as my parents come down.
“Soo, how do you like it?” asks my dad excitedly.
“I, I, I love it!” I yell. I accidentally wake up my kitten, Quest; he’s a small black
kitten. I start to smell something starting to burn.
“Oh no, the waffles.” My dad runs over to the stove. “Phew, they didn’t burn.
Oh wait, some of them did.” I laugh. I eat the slightly burnt waffles and run upstairs
to let out my curly, short, black hair. I brush my teeth and pack my bag for school.
“Love you Mom, love you Dad!” I say to my parents. Quest meows. “You know I
would never forget about you,” I say in a baby voice as I scratch his soft black ears. I
run out the door so I’m not late for school. I see it’s sunny outside.
“No clouds! That’s great; it’s been raining for a whole week!” I say happily to
myself. As I head to school.
When I arrive at school, all my friends say happy birthday to me. I wait for my
best friend to arrive and then I hear, “Happy birthday!” I turn around and see my best
friend, Fleur, smiling at me. She looks at me with her bright green eyes and long silky
blond hair. “Ooh, I love that sweater!”
“Thank you,” I say as I hug her. “You always leave so early; we never get to
walk together. How long have you even been here?” I ask.
“Um, maybe 10 minutes,” she answers as the bell rings.
“Looks like it’s time to go to class,” I announce. Walking through the hallway, I
see the bully of 5 th grade, Beatrice. She stands at the end of the hallway applying
her red lipstick, talking to her little cronies, Clementine and Cora. She looks at me
and laughs.
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“What’s the problem?” I say confidently.
“Your— Your sweater that’s the problem!” she says as she burst into laughter.
I look down sadly at my sweater and feel a tear fall down my face. I glance out the
window and see giant clouds starting to form, and then I hear giant thuds of rain
hitting the metal on the playground structure outside.
“Ignore her,” Fleur says as she looks at Beatrice with a glare of dislike. I smile
at Fleur. I see the rain and clouds leaving the sky as my mood lifts. Fleur and I walk
to class.
“I think my emotions are controlling the weather. Maybe it’s the sweater
because this has never happened before. No, no way; I am just going crazy,” I think in
my head.
It was an uneventful day at school. After school, Fleur and I walk to my house;
we live right next to each other.
“Oh I almost forgot,” she mentions as she searches through her backpack and
pulls out a necklace with my name on it. She shows that she has one with her name
on it too. “They’re friendship necklaces!” Fleur explains!
“I love it, thank you, Fleur!” I say with a big smile on my face.
“Before we part ways, I have a secret to tell you,” I say in a whisper.
“Really, what is the secret?” She notices I said it in a whisper so she whispers
back excitedly.
“I might be crazy, but I think when I wear my sweater, my emotions control the
weather,” I say quietly.
“Really? That is so cool! Wait, let’s test it out! Quick think of something sad
with the sweater on,” she says really excitedly.
I think of one of my family members passing away; I feel a warm tear fall down
my face. Fleur and I look up and see a dark cloud forming and raindrops falling.
“It works,” Fleur says, looking up at the sky watching the clouds and raindrops
disappearing. We arrive at our red brick houses and we say goodbye to each other.
I walk inside my house and I start to walk to the kitchen when I overhear my
parents whispering to each other in the kitchen. I put my ear to the door and I hear
something devastating. My heart sinks to the floor when I hear my parents say, “How
do we tell Lily that her grandmother passed away?”
I walk into the kitchen with tears in my eyes and I hear raindrops hit the roof.
“Did you hear?” my mom asks slowly.
I slowly nod my head. As I sob quietly, I run up the stairs and my cat gracefully
follows me.
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Two weeks later, I am still very sad. I haven’t taken my sweater off since I
heard the news and it’s been raining since. My best friend comes over to cheer me
up but I won’t even crack a smile; things I used to think were funny can’t even cheer
me up.
“Lily, come down here, you need to hear what is happening on the news,” my
father calls.
I walk down the stairs and I sit down on the soft gray couch and listen.
“We have had rain nonstop these past two weeks, and if this rain doesn’t stop
now, we will have a flood, a giant flood,” the weather reporter says from the TV.
“Mom, can I go to Fleur’s house?” I ask quickly.
“Yes, of course, just be back home in time for dinner at 6:00 pm; your father is
making your favorite soup!” my mom replies.
I run over to Fleur’s house and knock on her large wooden door. Fleur answers
the door.
“Hi Lils, come on in!” she says excitedly. I tell her about everything that
happened.
“Okay, so just take off the sweater,” she replies as we walk up to her room. I
try and take the sweater off, but it’s like it’s superglued to me. “What if it won’t
come off because it’s black magic, and when I need it to come off it won’t let me!” I
think to myself, but I don’t tell Fleur because she’s already upset enough.
“It-it-it won’t— it won’t come off!” I say in a strained voice. Fleur tries to help
to take it off, but it won’t budge.
“Are you telling me that it won’t come off and if this rain doesn’t stop we will
have a flood? All because you’re sad!” she booms.
“Well…yes,” I mumble. “But I took it off to shower and get dressed and it
came off perfectly fine,” I say as I go back into my normal voice.
“The only solution is to cut it off,” she admitted after like 5 minutes of trying
to take it off.
“But-but— fine, we can cut it,” I agree.
Snip, snip, snip, I hear as I close my eyes shut. Thud, Thud, thud, thud, thud,
thud. I hear the rain getting quieter and quieter until suddenly it stops.
“Oh thank you so much, Fleur! I don’t know what I would do without you!” I
exclaim and hug her.
“Well for one, we would be in a flood if it weren’t for my amazing idea,” she
jokes.
We laugh together; it feels like a very long time since I had laughed.
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I walk home at 5:55 pm because it doesn’t take that long to walk to my house
since we pretty much live right next to each other. I look down at what used to be a
pretty sweater and what is now two parts of a sweater; I smile to myself and say,
“You were nice while you lasted.”
When I get home, my parents ask, “What happened to your sweater?”
I fib and say, “It ripped on a tree.” I hold it out to my parents and Quest jumps
and lays in it and purrs and slowly falls asleep. We laugh and I place Quest down and
let him have the sweater. I have dinner and then go to bed.
I wake up breathing really hard. “Wait! So that didn’t really happen. Oh thank
goodness!” I say relieved as I scratch Quest on the ear.
Then suddenly I hear my parents say, “Happy birthday, Lily!” “Go downstairs,
quick!” my mom says.
Oh no! I walk downstairs and see the same exact sage green sweater with a
butterfly on it! Maybe this is also all a dream! I hope so!
The End!
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WHITE CAT
XINYA W., GRADE 4
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ONE TALE ABOUT
TWO COLORS
NISH NORIEGA, GRADE 3

O

n a cold and blustery morning, the snow was falling stronger than usual,

making a tapping sound when it hit the roof. The sounds wake up ten-year-old
Monika from her sleep. She goes downstairs to the kitchen where her mom makes
her a delicious cup of hot chocolate with rainbow marshmallows. While enjoying her
tasty treat, Monika asks her parents why she’s monochrome instead of having a
color like the older kids in the neighborhood. Her parents inform her that she is too
young to have color, but once she turns 15, she will get a color that represents her
personality and power. They further go on to tell her the meaning of the colors: red
means evil, green means calm, yellow means kind, and pink means shy. Upon hearing
this, Monika’s eyes tensed up and she looked worried. She did not want to end up
being red.
Five years later, Monika is dressing up for her big day. It’s her fifteenth
birthday, and she is both nervous and excited. As she combs her hair while looking at
her reflection in the mirror, she realizes that she’s a dark pine green shade very
much like her mother. She is glad she is not red, but as soon as she gets into the
festivities of the day, she starts turning a bright lemon yellow very much like her
father. Her parents are shocked and concerned at what just occurred. They look up
the chances of having two colors and realize that only a handful of people on Earth
have this kind of mutation. Unfortunately, they are also discriminated against
because of it. They are saddened to think about the consequences, but somehow
gather the courage to bring up the issue with Monika. They discuss all the possible
options with Monika and eventually come up with a plan wherein Monika would have
to learn how to hide her emotions in public. The next day, Monika goes to the library
to seek out more information about two-colored people. She learns that few people
have this “glitch" that allows them to keep two colors instead of one. What the
regular people fail to realize is that the two-colored people aren’t really a glitch to
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the system but provide an additional power. Regulars have only one power, but twocolored people have two powers.
For a while Monika just went about her day like before until one day, during her
school science class, the principal makes an announcement that a week from now
there will be a color test to make sure all the students do not possess more than a
single color. Failure to demonstrate a single color would lead to the student getting
kicked out of school. As soon as Monika heard the announcement, her heart started
pounding, her palms started sweating, and her breath got hot.
On the day of the test, a boy of pink color named Mason walks up to a worriedlooking Monika and tells her that he also has two colors. Monika is surprised upon
hearing this and asks how did Mason know? Mason tells her that his second color is
black, which gives him the ability to absorb other people’s colors and powers. It also
gives him the ability to tell if a person has two colors. Monika is amazed but still
worried about the test. She asks the boy how he plans to pass the test? Mason tells
Monika that before they start the test, he will absorb Monika’s yellow color so she
remains green. And when it’s his turn to be tested, he will transfer his color to her.
Monika is a little skeptical and asks for proof of his second color. Mason quickly
rolls up his sleeve and shows his arm to Monika which he briefly turns black. Monika
agrees to his plan.
Monika and Mason make their way to the mini theater where the test is taking
place. The test consists of showing a short movie which brings out the emotions of
a person. Right before Monika begins her test, she holds Mason’s hand and he
absorbs her hidden color. She takes the test and passes it. Next, it’s Mason’s turn
to take the test. Just like before, he holds Monika’s hand and transfers back her
color along with his own hidden color. He too passes the test. They then hold hands
one last time so Mason can have his second color back. Both are happy they passed
the test. They make a plan to meet after school to discuss how to find other twocolored kids.
To be continued in the next chapter…
Color

Trait

Personality

Pink

Fly

Shy

Red

Fire

Evil

Green

Heal

Tranquil

Yellow

Lightning

Energetic
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SEASON TREES 1
GABRIELLE SOIFER, GRADE 6
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BUTTERFLY
ERIC J. MULLER, GRADE 5
Wings that fly,
Wings that flutter.
Never in one spot for long.
Wandering,
Wandering,
Wandering.

A wing flaps,
Slowly drifting.
Never stops ‘til they arrive.
Wandering,
Wandering,
Wandering.

I wonder,
Is that not life?
Never stopping, Never will.
Wandering,
Wandering,
Wandering.

I wonder,
Do I understand?
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Or is it that this is life.
Wandering,
Wandering,
Wandering.

Always wandering…
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NIGHT OWL
ADELAIDE FRENCH, GRADE 3
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THE LEGEND OF DAY
AND NIGHT
STELLA C., GRADE 5

L

ong ago, Sun and Moon fought over the sky. Sun wanted it to be bright

forever, but Moon wanted it to be dark. They decided to hold a contest to determine
if darkness or light would rule for eternity.
Sun figured they needed a judge. “Let’s have the phoenixes decide!” Phoenix
was Sun’s animal symbol.
Moon argued, “No, owls should be the judges.” Owl was Moon’s animal symbol.
Sun and Moon couldn’t agree, so they decided to create something half light
and half dark. With Sun’s warmth and light, she created glowing orbs of fire. Moon
formed them into stars and forced them to only come out when it was dark. That is
why you see stars at night.
“There. We will let the stars decide whether darkness or light will rule. We will
bless the people with gifts from each of us, and these stars will decide which one of
our gifts is worthy,” Sun proclaimed.
“We will give the stars the power to push away either light or darkness,” Moon
agreed, thinking that he would surely win.
On the day of the blessings, Sun gifted the people with light for what is now
24 hours. At first, the people enjoyed the sunny fields and warm sunshine. But later,
when it was supposedly now night, the people got sleepy. Despite being exhausted,
they could not fall asleep, as Sun stayed up all the time.
The next morning, Moon bestowed his gift. He blessed the people with the
dark sky and a faint glow of Moon. Since the people had no sleep the night before,
they fell asleep immediately. But once they got their full rest, they became restless.
They wanted to play with their friends and family, but it was too dark. The faint glow
of Moon was not enough light for the people, and their lanterns and fires did not
provide enough warmth during the chilly night.
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Sun and Moon turned to the stars for judgement. The stars thought that Sun’s
gift was very heartwarming, but if it was sunny all day, then none of the people
would get any sleep. The stars thought Moon’s gift brought peace and dreams to the
people, but if it was dark for eternity, the people would not be able to spend time
with friends and family.
Feeling torn, half the stars pushed light away. Moon felt triumphant that the
stars were pushing away Sun, but soon the other half of the stars pushed him away
too. Realizing what was happening, Sun and Moon both started pushing against the
stars. Since Sun and Moon still had more power than the stars, they overpowered
the stars and took their power away. That is why stars now hang in the sky at night
with little movement.
With no stars left to judge and both their energy drained, Sun and Moon were
not able to fight each other for more darkness or light. They decided to call a truce
and rule the sky evenly. Ever since then, the Sun is up for half the day, and the Moon
is up at night. That is how day and night came to be.
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HORSE IN THE SUN
SAFA EL-SAIDANY, GRADE 3
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PLACE OF SNAKES
VICTORIA PUTT, GRADE 6

P

eter wiped the sweat off his brow and urged his horse forward. He had

been told of good Sandalwood pickings out here near the tiny town of Bencubbin in
Western Australia. Now he was almost regretting his decision; he would have turned
back hours ago if it wasn’t for his half-full wagon of sandalwood bumping along
behind his Clydesdale horse. The hot rays of sun beat down on him, burning his
already cracked skin. Peter had turned down too many tracks to count and his
canteen ran dry hours ago. The bush was unforgiving, and he had long ago dropped
the ammunition for his gun. Now he finally admitted to himself that he was
hopelessly lost.
Peter sighed thinking back to how he got here; too young to go to war and a
horrible farm hand, he’d been cast out to the Sandalwood tracks. The year was 1917
and the nearby town of Bencubbin had just been gazetted. Forcing his eyes back on
the track ahead, he gave his horse a flick of the reins to get it moving. Soon the sun
began to sink from the sky. Hopping off his cart, he began to set up camp. Just as
Peter was about to settle into bed, he noticed a rustling coming from the bushes.
Perhaps it was a rabbit that could be caught and cooked before bed? Peter reached
for his gun but with a jolt, realised it was empty, so instead he took out his knife.
Slowly the boy crept closer to the bush; suddenly the rustling stopped and instead
of a rabbit a snake slithered out! Peter froze, but the snake had already seen him
and the next thing he knew was searing pain. He slowly turned his head to look at
the wound that the snake had inflicted. Red blood oozed from two fang marks.
Suddenly the pain was just too much. He collapsed to the ground knowing that death
was just minutes away.
After what seemed like hours, Peter was amazed that he was still alive. His
vision was blurred, but he could just make out a group of shadowed figures coming
towards him. A mixture of feelings rushed through him. One part of him was scared
to death while the other was relieved that he might be saved. In the end, the part of
him that wanted to be saved won. He let himself relax as strong arms lifted him.
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Then he drifted off into oblivion. Voices lifted and swirled around him and pulled him
into a faded reality. “Do you think he needs stronger medicine?” one voice said.
“Nah, we don’t want to give him an overdose.”
Another said, “What about we give him some more of the poultice?”
A third voice piped in, “Good idea.”
He felt a cool wetness tickle his leg before he slipped into darkness once
again.
A burst of light cut through his vision like a knife, and he was pulled back to
the present. “He’s awake, he’s awake!” called a voice, and a cheerful-looking face
came into his field of vision. The face had light brown skin, kind eyes, a beautiful
smile and long dark hair. “How are you feeling?” she asked.
“Very good actually,” answered Peter. “Who are you?”
“The missionaries named me Mary,” she said, “And this is Bill, Don, and Ruth.”
He tried to sit up, but blood rushed to his head, making him feel dizzy. Bill
rushed forward and gently pushed him back down. “Just rest now, mate, we don’t call
this The Place of Snakes for nothing.
“You know, we are actually just passing through on our way to see some family
in Mukinbudin.”
“Place of snakes?” asked Peter, confused.
“Bencubbin,” said Don, “that’s what we call it.”
Later that day, Peter sat around a campfire that bubbled and spat brightly.
Bill, Don, Ruth, and Mary sat with him, handing out wooden bowls filled with a
delicious-smelling stew. As Mary handed him a bowl, he asked her, “What did you
mean when you said missionaries named you?”
Mary stared down into her bowl. “I never knew my real name or my real
parents,” she answered. “My father was English and my mother Aboriginal. They
thought I wouldn’t be safe with my mother, so they gave me to the missionaries to
be raised by nuns. When I was ten, I escaped because I couldn’t stand being trapped
there anymore. Since then, I’ve lived with Don, Bill and Ruth.”
Peter gasped. “That’s terrible, Mary,” he exclaimed. “No one should have to go
through that.”
Three days later, Peter was on his way home. The Aboriginal people had
dropped him off at Eyanning Soak and told him to continue southwest, where he
should be able to get back to Bencubbin. When Peter finally got back to town, he
sold his meagre amount of sandalwood, headed to the train station, and used the
money to buy a ticket back to Perth. The shrill whistle of the train and hustle and
bustle of the station heightened Peter’s senses. He became aware of the smallest
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movements from the people next to him, the children whispering to each other as
they jogged to keep up with their parents, but most of all, he was aware that he was
going home a failure. As Peter boarded the train, he noticed an Aboriginal man
denied entry to the platform. Anger flowed through his veins as he thought of how
nice the people who had saved him had been and how unfair it was to deny access to
an innocent man. Someday the world would have to change.
Gazetted town – A town that has its boundaries officially recognised by the
government.
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ONE FALL DAY
NORAH MADSEN, GRADE 6
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ONE STRANGE
AFTERNOON
VANI BANSAL, GRADE 6

T

his story is about Lilly; she is now 8 years old. She is chirpy and bubbly. She

loves her friends. But she is more close to Jayden Eric. They are in the same school.
So after school, they go biking together. They talk, they play and have fun until the
sun sets. They were best buddies.
One afternoon, they decided to go biking in the mountains. Lilly asked Jayden
which way to go. Jayden smiled at her and pointed towards the toughest trail. Lilly
laughed at him and asked, “Jayden, are you sure?”
That afternoon was going to be a memorable one. They headed towards the
trail with their helmets on. They saw wild flowers, bushes, and tall trees. The path
was not smooth for biking. Suddenly, they saw a rattlesnake. Lilly shouted, “Jayden
be careful, there is a rattlesnake!” Jayden asked Lilly to keep calm. Lilly was scared
as she had not seen a rattlesnake so close. They quietly passed by. After a few
minutes, they found a cave.
Lilly asked, “Jayden, do you want to go and check what's inside the cave?”
Jayden thought for a while and said, “Let's go!”
As they were moving towards the cave it was becoming darker. They both
were a little nervous and excited to find out what's in there. They found some old
carvings. The carvings had pictures of how people lived in olden days. They were
surprised to see such amazing pictures.
Suddenly Jayden saw a shiny rock in the corner of the cave.
He shouted, “Lilly, look, something is there!”
He pointed towards the shiny stone. There was a strange light coming from
the stone. They both became curious. Lilly whispered, Jayden, let's see what's that.”
Lilly moved closer and picked up the stone with her shaking hands.
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“Oh my god,” Jayden cried. Lilly was nowhere to be seen. She disappeared.
Jayden was in a panic. He immediately sensed something was not right with the
shiny rock! He looked around. Lilly was nowhere.
Then he heard her voice, “Jayden, save me. I'm here, look at me."
Jayden is anxious by now. In his trembling voice he replied, “Lilly, I'm sorry I’m
not able to see you.” He searched around and found an old lamp in another corner. It
was rusted, full of dirt. He cleaned the lamp. Surprisingly, a strong wind blew which
almost made him blind. He waited for the wind to stop. After a few minutes, when he
opened his eyes, Lilly was standing smiling in front of him. Jayden was both shocked
and happy to see his friend.

“ Lilly, that lamp worked,” said Jayden.
Lilly was confused. “Which lamp, Jayden?”
Jayden asked her. “Do you remember about the rock you touched? You were
invisible after that.”
Lilly laughed. “Jayden, don't try to scare me with your silly stories. Let's go
back home. We are late.”
Jayden couldn’t believe what Lilly just said.
On the way back home, Jayden was in disbelief.
Although he was happy that Lilly was back.
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BBINGBBING1: I'M HERE
TO CUT MY FISH
JINKANG KIM, GRADE 5

PAG E 2 9 | B LU E SAG E M AGA Z I N E

HIKE
AARUSH KAMISETTY, GRADE 4
Biking on the trial
Stepping in puddles
Walking thru nature
Animals here and there
I see a big hare
Breathing in the fresh air
Hiking here and there
Here and there!
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FLOWER BED
MEHAR ARORA, GRADE 3
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THE CLOVER STORY
GRACE FARRELL, GRADE 3

O

nce upon a time there was a four-leaf clover named Lucky. Lucky lived in a

garden among lots of other clovers. But Lucky was sad because he was different.
When the other clovers stood up, they were as straight as a door. When Lucky stood
up, he just hung down like a honey dripping from a spoon. The other clovers were a
pretty lime green. Lucky was dark seaweed green. But what upset Lucky the most
was that he was a four-leaf clover, and the others were not. The others were threeleaf clovers and teased Lucky for having four leaves.
One day, when Lucky was walking home from Clover school, he thought about
the other clovers. He didn’t feel special.
“You are the meanest clover in the garden. No one wants to be your friend,” a
voice whispered in his head.
But then the voice stopped and was replaced with, “Lucky! Lucky, don’t
listen!”
Just then, a leprechaun jumped out of the bushes!
“Lucky! Even though you’re different, does not mean you are not special.
Because you are different, makes you very special! I will prove it,” announced Lappy
the leprechaun. “I will grant you a wish.”
“I want to be like the other clovers,” Lucky proclaimed.
“As you wish,” replied the leprechaun.
So Lucky became a three-leaf clover. No one made fun of him and it stayed
that way for the entire day, and the day after, and the day after that, until Lucky ran
into Lappy the leprechaun.
“It’s not fun being a three-leaf clover. You were right; I am special. Can I be a
four leaf clover again?” asked Lucky.
“You can only turn into a four leaf clover with something I can’t grant you,”
replied Lappy.
Lucky went on with life. He tried to think happy thoughts, but it wouldn’t work.
A day passed. Another day passed and the next day it was raining cats and dogs.
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Everyone took shelter, except for Lucky. It looked like he was looking for something.
Finally, he found it! One of the three-leaf clovers was stuck in a muddy puddle!
“What am I going to do?” Lucky thought. Then Lucky had an idea and he ran
away. Lucky ran and ran. He came back and dropped a rope into the puddle.
“Grab on!” shouted Lucky over the pouncing rain. Lucky pulled the rope and up
popped Olive, the three-leaf clover, like toast in a toaster. They both took shelter.
“I’m sorry that I made fun of you, Lucky,” Olive apologized.
“It’s ok,” Lucky replied.
“Hey, look behind you!” Olive yelled.
Lucky looked in the rain puddle behind him and there he saw a reflection but
of who? It was a four-leaf clover that tipped over when it stood. He was a familiar
brown green, like the color of seaweed washed up on the shoreline. But for the first
time, Lucky didn’t see it as a boring green. It couldn’t be, could it? It was Lucky!
From that day on, no one made fun of Lucky and Lucky was a happy clover.
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MY SEA WORLD
DEREK LEE, GRADE 3
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LADY IN RED
ANGELICA C. GARY, GRADE 6
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MY FAMILY
BEATRICE EMMA RULL, GRADE 3

My family is nice, kind, funny, and clever.
My family is very understanding.
My family loves me, and I love them back.
My family always believes in me.
This is my poem about my family.
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HOME IS WHERE MY
SUNSHINE IS...
VANI BANSAL, GRADE 6
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THE HOUSE ON MAPLE STREET
RILEY SANGER, GRADE 5

I

was walking to my house from school almost about to start dragging my

backpack on the ground or even about to just leave it there. I just wanted to
magically have a bunch of energy. I was walking home from school. So, I was about 2
minutes away. “Hey Tilly,” my mom began. “Are you hungry? Clean? Have you done
your homework?” She kept on babbling about everything! For some reason she has
been super duper worried about everything since dad has left to visit Nana and
Grandpa (my grandparents). The thing is he visits all the time and she has never
been this way.
“I’m super tired!” I complained
“Then go to sleep,” she answered as if it was not obvious. “But first do your
homework and brush your teeth again.”
Frustrated, I groaned, “No, I can take care of myself! I’m eleven now. I’m going
upstairs.”
Then for some silly reason she watched me go upstairs. “Geez Girl!” I thought
as I walked up the stairs. When I went to my room I almost fainted. Everything was
organized, color-coordinated and in alphabetical order. I like things tidy, but not
super duper neat. I started to get worried about my mom. And I never get worried
this easily! Did something happen to her? It was Friday; I thought about enough this
week! These thoughts just became too much for my brain and I decided to sleep.
Tomorrow my dad would come back. He had only been gone for four days, so I
really hoped things would become at least a little more normal. My mom is not the
type that would care if the house was dirty. Right now she was trying to get my
eight-year-old brother, Carter, to go to bed early. “Not going to happen, Mom!”
I woke up Saturday feeling hopeful. I heard my mom and dad talking about
something downstairs.
“Did you get it?” my mom asked.
“Sure did,” my dad replied. “Here it is.”
My mom replied, amazed, “Wow, put it in quickly; Carter and Tilly should be
walking up soon.” I was confused; what was this thing? Lots of questions filled my
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head. I wasn’t sure if I should go downstairs or not. Should I tell Carter? I decided to
investigate. I got dressed in jeans and my favorite T-shirt that says “Roll on” and
headed downstairs.
“Hi Tills,” my dad said, shoving something in the closet.
Investigating, I replied, “Daddy! I missed you. What's up?”
“Good morning,” Mom answered. “Breakfast is ready! I made sunny-side up
eggs.”
“Yummy,” I called and darted in the kitchen.
Carter soon joined us in the kitchen. We were talking about what we should
wear for Halloween. I was thinking about being a Roller Skater Professional because I
love to roller skate. Carter was explaining that he might be an action figure of some
sort when suddenly we heard a loud bang from the attic. ”POP, poppy, Pop.” It was
loud like a pop of some sort. We all raced to the attic quickly!
“It worked! It worked!” Dad yelled. “We’re saved!”
“Huh? Jinx,” me and Carted both blurted.
Worried Mom answered, “Should we tell them, sweetie?”
Me and Carter looked around confused, sorta angry and trying to make sad
faces to make my parents tell us.
“I think it's time,” my dad stated with a grin. We all sat in a circle and my dad
explained that before me and Carter were born, my grandparents sold this house to
us. It was an honor for my parents because this house can, well, let my dad explain.
“It can fly, but not exactly just in the sky or space. To this special land. Just
recently the steering wheel broke. So, I had to go to Nana and Grandpa’s house to
get a new one. I have never been to this special land, but have heard many stories
about it. That loud pop sound you heard was the sound it made when it went in.
Maybe we’ll go someday.”
I sat there amazed by what I had just heard. I was sure I wanted to go to this
mysterious land. And not in a few years, like right now.
“But no promises,” Dad replied. “We're not sure if it works anymore. Last time
Nana and Grandpa went they almost got stuck in mid-air and their house almost
completely collapsed. The roof fell off. That’s when Nana broke her back.”
“Let's do it.” I explained, “We have magic of our own! We are capable of
anything.”
We decided we’d try tonight. Dad and Mom got everything ready, while me and
Carter set up snacks and beds in the attic. We brought up fruit, pizza, veggies, and
candy (of course).
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At four o'clock we had all the engines on. Mom and Dad were shaking. The
house started making weird noises. Carter was breathing really hard. I was
squeezing my fidget ball so hard, slime started oozing out of it. I was not sure if our
house would just blow up. To be honest, I was starting to get really hot. I didn’t think
it would work, but there was no way back. Five minutes had passed then ten.
Suddenly we started lifting off to the sky. It was a perfect lift-off. I was very
relieved and we all cheered.
We were (I guess) sailing for about 30 minutes when we heard a cracking
noise from downstairs. At first we all ignored it.
“Umm I think we should go down stairs,” I uttered, “just to see what that
cracking noise is.”
“Probably should,” Mom whispered as if someone would hear her.
Dad answered, “Let's go!”
We all creeped down the stairs very quickly.
“Ahhh!” Carter screamed and ran all the way back to the attic.
“Oh wow,” I yelled, freaking out.
One of the walls was falling down in our entryway. Mom and Dad raced to try
and hold it up. I did not know what to do. I was freaking out. My heart felt like it was
beating a hundred miles per hour. Finally, somehow magically, when I put my hands to
the wall it was fixed.
“Thanks for your help, Tilly,” concluded Dad, feeling surprised by what had just
happened.
We all went back up to the attic. I began, “Carter, the wall is back where it
belongs. We fixed it.” Nobody heard anything.
“Carter? Carter?” Dad almost screamed. We spent the next five minutes
looking for him, but could not find him anywhere. Suddenly we landed with a big
thump. I ran to my room and looked out the window.
I saw a magical, fantasy world in front of my eyes. Forgetting about Carter, I
ran outside to see a world like in fairy tales. I looked to my right and saw a beautiful
castle. Then to my left I saw a giant beanstalk. I touched the ground with my hands
and all the cracks disappeared. “Carter! Where were you?” I heard from inside. I
skipped upstairs.
“Sissy! I have a magical power! I can become small.” Then I realized that my
magical power was to fix things.
“In stories I have heard, everyone has a special power, and by completing
different missions, you can develop more.” I am so excited for more adventures to
come.
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PEACEFUL FIELDS
THU HUYNH, GRADE 5
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100 DAYS OF PRACTICE
SAWYER CHUNG, GRADE 5

A

special object for me at home is my 100 day practice trophy. It looks

like a shooting star, flying through the sky attached to a base made of marble. The
star has musical notes on it and is surrounded by tiny glass jewels. It’s important to
me because I got it on my 100th straight day of practice. It was the first trophy I
had gotten in my life. It also showed me the importance of practicing. When I look at
my trophies this one stands out from the rest. When I was looking for an object that
meant something to me, I immediately thought about this trophy!
I got this trophy around the time I started playing the guitar. That day I felt so
accomplished. A rush of happiness came over me and a big smile spread across my
face and my teacher's face. We even took a picture with the trophy. I thought of how
far I had come since that first day of practice! Since that day, I started to practice
my guitar a bit every day. Practice is not just about learning more; it’s also about the
feelings of accomplishment.
For example, on my recital day, I had butterflies in my stomach and my hands
were sweaty. When they called me up, I felt the stage lights’ warmth. When I bowed
and the silence filled the air, I thought about all the practice I did. I then showcased
all my handiwork to the audience. Once I had finished my piece and took my last bow,
the audience erupted into applause. I felt relieved, happy, and accomplished. I
rushed back to my seat and listened to other people play with that feeling still in
me. I wish I could feel that for the rest of my life. It makes it worth doing all that
practice.
Trophies should not be used to brag to your friends about. Trophies are there
to make you feel proud; they showcase your hard work! When I received my trophy
for best flute and guitar duo, I was so excited I almost jumped to the ceiling with joy.
It wasn’t because I wanted to show off or brag. It was because I was proud and
happy! Even if my 100 day practice trophy is plastic and not gold or metal, I’m proud
of it, and it’s important to me.
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BLACK AND WHITE
PETALS
ADELAIDE FRENCH, GRADE 3
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EDUCATION
JOHN D. ALEX, GRADE 5

Education is critical because I can
Do lots of experiments and tests that are
Useful. In school, I
Can learn many subjects that
Are exciting but not at all
Tiring. I like the problems at school.
I can become smart quickly and,
One day I can graduate from school.
Next I can become a scientist of everything!
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BBINGBBING2 SAID
"SOMETHING IS WRONG
WITH THIS"
JINKANG KIM, GRADE 5
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THE TITLE GOES HERE
LEAH AN, GRADE 6
The title goes here,
the tide goes out,
the whistle of a spear,
the violin's bout.

The ring of honesty,
the love of a mother,
trespassed on private property,
I'm sorry to bother.

Poetry bound to happen,
leaving will be cruel,
heart's desire are misshapen,
he's being a fool.

I'm getting lonely,
she's being so phony.
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RACE THE WAVES
SIENNA SCHWARZ, GRADE 5
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MY DOG
BEATRICE EMMA RULL, GRADE 3
I have a dog.
My dog is funny and cute.
My dog is fast.
He is a Chihuahua and Jack Russell mix.
My dog is my best friend.
I love my dog.
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HAPPY PENGUIN
SAFA EL-SAIDANY, GRADE 3
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MY POETRY SLAM
LEAH AN, GRADE 6
Please excuse me,
I'm quite terrible at making poetry.
As you can see,
I'm writing things
without consciously knowing,
and it is horribly snowing
outside in the summer.
It is an example,
of how I write, a sample,
you can say.
I beg you to pray for me
for I will do dreadfully
at my slam poetry.
I'd rather be sleeping
on my bed, that's quite cozy,
then spending my time
on my slam poetry.
I'd rather be reading
on the beach, that's quite warm,
then spending my time
on my slam poetry.
Now, as you've heard
I'm utterly nervous
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so I beg you to pray for me
for I will do dreadfully
at my slam poetry.
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SPEED DEMON
JAKE BAYUS, GRADE 5
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LEGOS
NAISHA SHAH, GRADE 3

O

Chapter 1: The Beginning
nce upon a time there were legos in a large lego box. It had a colorful sign

that had lots of colorful structures made of legos. The lego box was colorful just like
the legos inside it. The box was inside a small house with lots of furniture, like a big
brown table that held the boy's most favorite toy of all, the lego box with lots of
colorful legos. The house was owned by a boy and his family. The boy’s big sister and
parents were very organized and never lost a thing (even the dog was tidy). But, the
boy was very messy. He used to leave his toys and legos uncleaned after playing
with them. His mom would always say, “Clean up your room.” The boy would always
say, “Yes,” but he never cleaned it up.
The legos were all good-hearted. They loved the boy’s house. The legos
thought the lego box was cozy and warm. They were all brothers and sisters too.
They were always happy with each other. They would always be part of big and
beautiful lego structures. They would work together, which made them feel very
cheerful and proud. Red lego would always say, “Pink, you are my favorite! We look so
good together.” They could build anything if they work together.
The boy loves to play with them. He really liked the colorful legos. Also, since
he was messy, he would not clean his legos and kept losing them. The legos did not
like this because that caused them to get separated from their family. But one day,
there was something wrong while the boy was playing with the legos. He kept
tripping over them. This was very painful for the legos. Then the boy's mom called
out, “Lunch time!” The boy shouted, "Coming!”
Chapter 2: The Brawl
After the boy left to eat lunch, all the legos started fighting like a bomb had
just blasted in the lego box. There was chaos in the lego box. A wave of hatred was
flowing in it. But why were they fighting, you ask? They were fighting because Pink
accidentally stepped on Red’s most favorite toy and broke it while falling. Pink said,
“Red, I am so sorry! Can you forgive me?” Red was so mad that he said, “No!” and
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started throwing things here and there and said, “Can’t you see?” Looking at Red's
behavior, all his siblings became mad and they started fighting. They said words like
“I hate you!” “You are the worst!” “I don’t want to be with you anymore.”
Looking at this made all the elders of the lego box get worried and mad. The
legos had become arrogant. They wanted to teach them the value of each other.
They thought of doing this by making them separate and realize each other’s value.
Their hot pink mom and teal dad came and tried to convince the legos to stop
fighting, but they did not listen, so they said, “Stop fighting! If you are so mad at
each other, you can play by yourself. No one will be together until you accept your
mistake.”
Chapter 3: Reunion
They all stopped fighting and shouted, “Fine!” Then they stomped their feet
and started playing by themselves. A few minutes later they started to feel bored.
Red realized, “It is not fun to be alone. I look too bright without my other lego
friends. The other colors make me look good.” Blue felt lonely, too, without his best
buddy, Orange. The structures they were part of while playing were too dull and
monotonous. When they realized their mistake, each of them was sad and said, “I
shouldn’t have fought with my brothers and sisters.”
They went to their parents and said, “Sorry that we fought with each other.”
They promised that they will not repeat this behavior next time. Their parents asked
them to hug each other. They all hugged each other and stacked themselves on top
of each other to make a big and beautiful heart for their parents. Finally, harmony
returned to the peaceful lego box and they all played together. Then, the boy came
into the room thinking he heard a noise in the room.
What do you think happened next?
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SNOOZE READING
ARNAV GURJAR, GRADE 3
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THE DAY MY REMOTECONTROLLED CAR
CAME TO LIFE
JOHN D. ALEX, GRADE 5

H

i, I’m John. I’m going to tell you about a crazy story that you’ll never

believe! I know the idea of a toy coming to life will blow you away! So here we go…
My parents and I had just landed in Thiruvananthapuram International Airport
to meet my grandparents. We had flown halfway across the world, for over a day, and
reached a small state in southern India off the coast of the Indian Ocean. After
security, we stepped into the cold night. I saw my grandpa, and I rushed over to hug
him. We put our luggage in the car, and he and his neighbor drove us 3 hours to my
grandparents’ house. The roads were narrow and crowded and the sidewalks were
full of shops and houses. My grandparents’ house, however, looked a lot like ours,
two-story, and a good-sized yard.
“We got a gift for you!” sang my grandpa.
They were giving me a gift, because I only visit them once a year. I was super
eager to open the bag the gift was in. The bag crinkled like aluminum foil. I wondered
what it was.
“Open it!” my dad said.
I opened the bag and there was a box covered in paper. I ripped the paper up
and saw what it was. It was a remote-controlled car as red as a ripe raspberry!
“Wow!” I exclaimed, hugging my grandparents. “This is awesome!”.
The next day, we opened the sleek car’s box. I felt the outside of the smooth
car. Then, I took the remote and my dad put the batteries in the car. My dad put the
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car on the floor, and I pressed the left button. WHIRR! Smash! The car had hit the
couch. My dad inspected it, and said, “No scratches.”
“Whew.” I said, wiping my forehead.
I played with the car for a long time, occasionally bumping into couches, or
walls. The car never had any dents or scratches, though. I spent a good chunk of my
holidays exploring my new car.
When it was time to board the plane at the end of our trip, I was playing with
my iPad on an app called GeoBee. The question popped on the screen. ‘Name the
biggest island owned by Venezuela.’ The clock started ticking. 30, 29, 28, 27…
“That’s enough time on the iPad,” said my dad. “We’re about to leave.”
I gazed at the screen that showed who they were letting in. The screen said,
‘First Class’
“One more question please!” I asked him.
“Okay,” he said, giving in.
I looked at the question. ‘Name the biggest island owned by Venezuela.’
‘Margarita Island.’ I typed, crossing my fingers. 2, 1. I pressed submit, and it
was correct!
“Play with the car then,” my dad said. “But you only have a minute.”
I unzipped my bag and got my car out of the mess inside the bag.
Suddenly, the loudspeaker blared, “Economy class for Flight 301 to Dubai
from Delhi, please board the plane.”
“That’s us!” said my mom, lugging her suitcase.
I whispered to the car, “I’ll play with you when we get home.”
I put the car back inside the bag, then lugged it along in a line with my
parents.
In the morning of the next, next, day, we had finally reached home.
“Ah,” my dad said. “Home!”
“Go upstairs and change your clothes,” said my mom. “We’ll start unpacking.”
Unpacking continued for tons of days.
One morning, after we finished unpacking, I went up to the playroom, and
started playing with my Legos. Suddenly, I heard a voice right behind me. “Hey!”
“Aah!!” I yelled, throwing the Lego in my hand, up in the air. Bang!!
“Ouchie,” the voice said. “That hurt.”
I turned around, and there he was.
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My car was upside down, trying to relieve himself of the pain.
“Hi,” I said, cautious.
“Oh, hi!” said the car. A long scratch had appeared on the hood of the car, from
the Lego sitting nearby. Nodding to the scratch, he said, “Can you fix this?”
“Um,” I said. “I’ll try.”
My eyebrows curled, and my jaw dropped. “How could a car just come to life
like that?” I said to myself. I found a red marker and drew a red line across the car’s
scratch.
The car poked one of my Legos, which was a red car. “How do you have my
clone?” the car asked.
“That’s not your clone.” I replied. “It’s one of my Legos.”
Over the next few days, I learned my car’s name - His name was Carson -, his
special abilities - He could see through walls -, and more.
One day, Carson said, “Should I show you something?”
“Okay,” I said, shrugging my shoulders.
With a whoosh of air, Carson turned into a car with wings!
“Wow!” I said, gazing at him in awe. “What can we do with those?”
“You can sit on my back,” said Carson.
“But you’ll break!” I protested.
“No, I won’t!” said Carson. “Now get on my back.”
“Wait,” I said. “Let me tell my mom first.”
“No, you won’t!” Carson argued. “You promised yesterday that you won’t tell
your parents.”
“Okay,” I said, climbing on his back. “You win.”
“You forgot to open the window!” huffed Carson.
“Oh yeah,” I said. “I forgot.”
I walked to the glass window, opened the blind, and lifted the window.
“There’s still the shade,” called Carson.
“I’ll be in big trouble if I lift the shade!” I moaned.
“Have you done it once?” asked Carson.
“Yeah,” I said. “I was in big trouble then.”
“John,” called my mom, from downstairs.
“Yeah!?” I called, putting a finger to my mouth to shush Carson.
“Who are you talking to up there?” she asked.
“Um, nobody,” I said. “Just talking to myself.”
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“Okay,” she said. Then, her voice disappeared.
“Do it!” hissed Carson.
“Fine,” I said. “If I get in trouble though, I’m telling them about you.”
“Okay,” said Carson.
I carefully removed the shade from its outside and placed it on the ground.
“Here we go,” I whispered, sitting on Carson’s back.
Carson opened his wings, and we flew!
Carson squeezed through the outside, and we soared upward. He flew west,
toward Hawaii. When we reached Hawaii Island, a land of palm trees and sandy
beaches, a volcano erupted, and a drop of boiling hot lava just missed us!
“Whew!” I said, wiping sweat from my eyes. “That was close.”
“Do you like this?” Carson asked me.
“Yeah,” I said. “It’s a little dangerous, but it’s fun.”
Carson zoomed away, until the Big Island was just a mere speck in the Pacific
Ocean.
We reached India, our relatives’ home. I saw my grandparent’s house and we
waved to my grandparents, who were outside. Then we went to their town’s center.
Heading north, we flew inside the Taj Mahal, and then, we went to Nepal’s Mt.
Everest. It was freezing up there!
“Do you have a jacket?” I asked Carson, shivering my head off.
“I don’t have a jacket,” said Carson. “But we can get out of here.
Carson zoomed off.
We flew inside the Egyptian Museum, The Great Pyramids, zoomed right under
the Eiffel Tower, circled the Colosseum, and made it through Barcelona’s Onades.
“That’s four out of the seven continents!” I replied. “There are three left.”
“So where do you want me to go?” asked Carson.
“Um,” I said. “Sydney or Melbourne.”
“Okay,” said Carson.
We flew into the Sydney Opera House and joined in with an opera of my own.
Then, we soared into Melbourne’s State Library of Victoria. Carson zoomed
through the shelves which were lined with books of every series. I picked out a book
for myself!
“Where do you want to go next?” asked Carson.
“Zoom over the Larsen Ice Shelf,” I replied. “Then, go to the Christ the
Redeemer statue.”
“Okay,” said Carson.
Carson did what I said, and after that, I told him to head back home.
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Once we were above San Diego, I said, “Zoom towards Carmel Valley.”
Carson did that. Then, I saw some rain falling over my neighborhood.
“Go to my house,” I instructed Carson.
“Which house is it?” he asked.
“See the blue one?” I told him.
Carson nodded.
“Go to that house,” I said.
Carson flew to my house, but as he was approaching it, some rain fell on us!
I slipped off from Carson and fell down, down, down.
I called, “Carson!”, but he couldn’t hear me.
I fell until...
“Oof!” I yelled. Looking down, I saw that I wasn’t on the ground.
I was held up by my own drone!!!
“Hey!” the drone said.
“Aah!” I yelled. I jumped up, causing me to fall down.
The drone caught me again, and I asked him, “Who are you?”
“I’m Jones!” he said. “Let’s get back home.”
“Ok!” I replied. “I really need to take a shower.”
So that’s the story of how my remote-controlled car came to life. I still can’t
find Carson, wherever I look. My mom and dad still don’t know about Jones. I got in
big trouble, not because we weren’t in sight for an hour, but because we moved the
shade! Jones is a great partner, because he can do almost anything I want him to do.
The End
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2 FAST 4 U
JAKE BAYUS, GRADE 5
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TEN WAYS OF LOOKING AT
AN EAGLE
ERIC ZHANG, GRADE 6

1. When the sky is white and the snow comes down
The majestic Eagle soars away

2. They make migrations among thousands of miles
Its restless wings beating the sky

3. In the vast open sea an Eagle soars
A flash of talons, feathers, and scales
The speeding eagle snatched up the fish

4. On the vast outback of Australia
The shadow of huge wings soar overhead
A Wedge Tail Eagle sinks its talons into a young kangaroo
Talons of Power Talons of Force the claws of this bird can rush a coconut
RIP kangaroo

5. Scanning the Eastern Woodlands of North America
The Golden Eagle glides above the trees

6. Thousands of miles secluded away
In the great rainforest of the Amazon
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A pair of wings swoop through the canopy
The Harpy Eagle wrings its talons
holding on tight to the monkey, its prey

7. In the grand forests of the Philippines
An enormous Eagle swoops to a branch
Eying a rodent patiently

8. On the forever-seeming African Sahara
A martial Eagle dives down toward a gazelle
At a frightening speed and a yelp of terror
The Eagle strangles its prey
Its dagger like talons cut through the skin
Like hot nail drilling straight through flesh

9. On the everlasting vast Plains of America
A slithering Rattler slides through the tall grass
It can't be seen a master of stealth
But it has one enemy to beware
Hundreds of feet above the grass
A hungry Serpent eagle dives bombs to the the ground
Talons outstretched it snatches the snake
The Eagle lifts off carrying its prey on and on through the vast open plains

10. In the forests, in the trees, among the oceans, above the plains
On the savanna, in the mountains
The majestic Eagle soars away
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SEASON TREES 2
GABRIELLE SOIFER, GRADE 6
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WHAT IS SCIENCE?
SIDHARTH SAKAMURI, GRADE 6
A question wondered by many far and wide,
A question that could not be apprehended,
Could not have an answer provided,
What is science?

Science is an art,
Science is the study of the heart,
Science is the heart,
If healthy,
Everything will be fine,
If broken,
Chaos rules.

If only science was immortal,
Some hope,
But science is nothing but a mere mortal,
That relies on others to keep beating.

Science was,
And still is believed by some to be not true,
But science is you,
Doesn’t that mean that you aren’t real too?

The lesson to be learned,
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I hope,
Is to always trust science,
Or else,
You will break a key alliance.
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NATURE’S TREASURES
STELLA C., GRADE 5

PAG E 6 7 | B LU E SAG E M AGA Z I N E

LIGHTNING GIRL (PART 1)
BEATRICE G., GRADE 4

R

onda and princess Adaya sat on a smooth grass rug on the floor of

Ronda’s house. The house was in a small village, called Puma Village, with a nice view
of the nearby Castle of Grete. Ronda’s father was the chief of Puma Village. She was
a strong and adventurous girl and best friends with princess Adaya, or at least her
secret identity.
Princess Adaya used to be the Warrior Princess Amilia of Grete. She used to
ride her beautiful white horse into the neighboring, enemy kingdom, Zari, and duel
the soldiers who threatened her people. Amilia fought with a white sword, decorated
with an emerald in the place where the blade meets the handle.
But the king had different plans, he thought that a warrior princess would
make him less noble. He wanted to get rid of Amilia and have his son, prince
Anthony, marry an elegant princess. He made it so that Amilia wasn’t princess any
more. And he took her treasured sword and locked it in the treasury. So Amilia left
the castle and lived at Rhonda’s house for a few weeks.
Now, Amilia had returned to the castle, pretending to be the elegant princess
Adaya of Azgar. Her disguise fooled everyone, including her father. Even though he
was king, he was not very smart. Amilia pretended that, as Princess Adaya, she had
heard that the king was looking for an elegant princess, to marry Prince Anthony,
and she showed up at the castle and asked to marry the prince. The king was
delighted with this new and elegant princess, so he agreed to have Adaya marry
Prince Anthony. But the sword remained locked up in the treasury.
Now, two months had passed and she was still pretending to be Princess
Adaya, still looking for her sword. But she sometimes visited Rhonda, to hang out
with her. On this day, they were talking about ancient superheroes.
“My favorite is Lightning Girl,” said the girl everyone thought was Adaya.
“What’s yours?”
“I don’t have a favorite,” said Ronda. There was something strange about the
way she said it. She said it as if she might be an ancient superhero herself.
“Anyway,” said Ronda, “the wedding is going to be really soon. We need escape plans
for you and plan to get your sword.”
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“But, they'll take you away!” said Adaya.
“Oh don’t worry. I’m very good at escaping,” said Ronda.
“But—” said Adaya.
“Oh forget it,” said Ronda. “Let’s just make plans.”
Meanwhile, Eve the evil princess of Evlan was also making plans. The kingdom
of Evlan was so far away from Grete that no one in Grete thought it actually existed.
But Eve did exist. She had messy, thick, grey hair that covered her left eye. She wore
black gloves that reached to her elbows and a black dress with puffed sleeves and a
poofy skirt covered in cobwebs. She stood in a room lit with torches on the walls, in
front of a black column with a crystal ball on it. “I will ruin the wedding and destroy
all the other kingdoms and make the whole world under my command!” she said.
She gave an evil laugh that lasted for days, until the wedding was about to
start. She had won trophies for her evil laughs. Then, she placed both hands and her
cheek on the crystal ball, closed her eyes, chanted an evil prayer, and disappeared.
To be continued…
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PEACOCK AT THE PALACE
SHRAAVI JAIN, GRADE 3

PAG E 7 0 | B LU E SAG E M AGA Z I N E

!"#$%#&'%(')%*)+',"%
-./%0,)1'%2%

T

he night draped over the sea like a cold, black velvet curtain holding the

world in its place. Numerous grey clouds painted the sky, gently drizzling onto the
tranquil black sea. Millions of tiny ripples speckled the water, breaking the stillness
of the sea to the patter of raindrops. Amid the seas endless nowhere, a ginormous,
rigid, rocky landmass protruded the coldness of waters casting shadows all around.
Miles a distance, hovering above the misty surface waters, a tiny, teal light
broke through the foggy, somber horizon airs heading towards the rocky land
structure. Upon nearing the teal light broke the fog entering the calm, clear
surrounding shores of the island. Within sight range, the image of the teal light
revealed to be guiding a small brown boat around the island shoreline. Closing in on
the island, a tall cloaked figure became apparent, standing in the front, holding the
source of light high in the air signaling an arrival.
After a couple of minutes of circling the enormous island, the boat with the
figure holding the light into the sky took a turn setting course for shore. Within feet
from reaching the coastal area, tiny blue lights began appearing beneath the black
waters surrounding the boat that started extending towards the shorelines, glowing
brighter with every second. The racing illumination of blue light underneath the sea
stretched to the boulders where the sea and land met. Upon land impact, a burst of
blue light erupted from the waters to the seaside bedrocks that released a glow of
blue, the same as the one headed for land. The blue light from the sea was that of
sea rocks that began advancing inland, much like fire catching the black and white
world glowed a lively shade of teal blue turning the sky and waters to a shade of
midnight. Hidden in the dark shadows, hallowing a side of the exterior wall, a
massive cavern appeared with a guiding path of light into the unknown. Above, the
summit became submerged in a wave of glistening blue lights that shimmered and
glistened amongst the gentle, rhythmic tapping of raindrops that scattered the
rock’s lumination into the air.
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Ashore the stony banks, the cloaked figure stood gawking at the illuminated
island while still holding the teal light of a rock to the sky. Emerging from the
shadows of the boat’s rear end, two other cloaked figures took to the front, another
tall one holding onto a much petite being, dressed in a fluffy, purple cloak. For a
moment all three stood on the boat's frontier staring at the beauty of the majestic
blue radiating land before them.
Following the pitter-patter of raindrops drops all three figures made their way
to the cavern entrance looming high overhead. Approaching a thin river that carved
its way inside the cave the group came to a halt before crossing a stone path to the
interior. Facing each other all three figures huddled into an embrace with the child in
the middle. Letting go of each other one of the tall cloaked figures took the child’s
hand leading her away from the other figure standing motionless. Hiding all
expressions behind the hood of the cloak, the figure was left to watch the child, and
the other individual made their way onto the illuminating stone rocks of the shallow
river to the other side coming to the entrance of the cavern.
A brief pause at the entryway let the little girl glance back one final time at
the small cloaked figure standing off in the drizzle still holding the glowing rock in
one hand placed near its chest. Her eyes teared and glistened a dark blue, against
the glowing blue rocks of the cavern's entry, she longed for the figure standing out
in the rain with the fluttering cloak. Grasping even harder to the arm of the other
cloaked figure and a glowing rock in the other hand, she was led into the cavern.
Following the trail of illuminated rocks casting ranges of blues into the abyss, the
two disappeared inside.
The cloaked figure onshore stood there watching the blue rocky terrain fixed
into place like a frozen statue never moving from the high ground it stood upon while
cupping the blue rock in its palm. Seconds passed, then minutes ticked by, until
hours came and went did time become meaningless as everything was exact as if
frozen in time. The rain kept a pitter-pattered all-around at a steady continuous
pace. The cloaked figure stood petrified in one place, immensely focused on the
glow of the cavern doorway, and the world around stood holding its breath. Days
could have passed and so could have years, but nothing happened.
Some eternity after time lost importance, with everything in place did the
world move immensely. It lasted minutes but the realms of the world shifted and
time clicked into action. From inside an echo of moving boulders resounded through
the cavern chambers and to the figure that stumbled forward reaching for the entry
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but with all force resisting to go any farther. The wind sped, the sea drew inland in
large waves and the drizzle became a pouring rainstorm as the rock glowed brighter
than ever completing the disarray of the world. Sometime after somewhere inside
the cavern a small “thud” of two rocks shutting close echoed from inside to the
entry that followed an eruption of light from inside that triggered the blue light to
recede from the sea to the shore heading to the inside of the cavern. The cold sea
winds and black sea waves drew even closer to the shores as if pulled by an invisible
force that was extinguishing the illuminated blue rocks darkening from the shores
and summit and into the unknown depths of the cave.
Moments after the world darkened the wind eased to a breeze; the sea halted
its waves; the rain rendered its madness and the figure straightened and turned
striding towards the sea. Approaching the calm ocean, it hauled the small boat back
onto the waters that had carried it inland. Prepared for voyage the cloaked figure
turned, giving the shadows where the cavern hid a final glance assured that both
were now safely hidden worlds away. Holding onto the dark rock that had guided the
boat upon arrival they held onto it tightly placing it near their chest and stepping
aboard the boat. Without command, the boat drifted off into the coast. The world
was once again frozen in a black, white, and grey image with the only movement
being the rain and the gliding boat cutting smoothly through the ripples of the sea.
The tears of the sky, a cool ocean breeze slicing the face beneath the cloak was
enough for their heavy heart that only one tear falling from their hidden eyes was
enough. With that, the boat glided into the open sea leaving a trail of sliced waters
before vanishing off into the clear horizon.
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SHALLOW WATER
MEHAR ARORA, GRADE 3
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DREAMS
ERIC J. MULLER, GRADE 5
Dreams are like the rarest gem,
In a cave of sleep.
Dreams are like a wondrous fish,
Swimming oh so deep.
Dreams are like the purest pearl,
Found in oysters’ heart,
Dreams are like the most exquisite piece,
In a museum of art.
Dreams are like the greatest song,
In a grand opera,
Dreams are like the most delicious bite,
In a bowl of pasta.
Dreams are like the brightest star,
Twinkling with a gleam,
And remember, from now on,
To drift off with a dream.
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SPARKS!
ASMI SINHA, GRADE 6
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THAT ONE WAR...
ISABELLA SONG, GRADE 4

L

ong long ago in a land far far away, there were two kingdoms, the Dragon

Kingdom and the Human Kingdom. They were at peace at first, but one day the
Human Kingdom got a new king. This new king had been spoiled as a child and was
quite rude to the villagers.
This king thought that the dragons were a big threat because at young age his
mother had been slayed by a dragon that had neon yellow eyes with scales of frost
and he had never forgotten that day. But the villagers disagreed as the dragons in
the dragon kingdom had helped their kingdom build structures, grow crops and many
other things. The king was mad but ignored them and he told the villagers "I bet
you're going to regret that after the dragons do something horrible, so don't come
begging to me in regret!"
A couple weeks later, they started a war with the Dragon Kingdom. Little did
the Human King know, the dragons were very powerful. The dragons slayed many
humans, and the humans defeated little dragons in guilt.
People were running for cover in their wrinkled and muddy clothes. Soldiers
were yelling and launching arrows. The dragons were shooting their blazing fire all
around the kingdom. Silver swords were clinging against dragon claws and trees
were covered in bright orange flames.
Many years later, the war was over, and eventually the dragon king had an egg
with the dragon queen. The human king thought that this was a big threat if there
was a dragon prince/princess, so they destroyed the egg. Or did they? The egg was
actually hidden in the tallest castle tower in the Human Kingdom because the king
thought it was the safest place in the kingdom.. Of course, the dragons did not know
this, and the dragons wanted revenge. They burnt down the Human Kingdom. But
when one dragon was burning down the tallest tower of the castle and he saw
something glowing. It was the missing dragon egg! After all the dragons heard this
news they felt very bad for burning down the human kingdom. They apologized to the
humans, and the humans apologized to the dragons. Except... for the human king. He
was very stubborn and yelled "I will never apologize to such monsters!”
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Lastly, the dragons let all the humans stay in their kingdom except for the
human king. And from that moment on, they lived happily ever after.
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WORLI ART
SHRAAVI JAIN, GRADE 3
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DRAGONS
ERIC ZHANG, GRADE 6
They're in the mountains they're in the seas
They live in swamps and rainforest trees
They're in the desert and among the ice
The dragons of Night are very precise
They have powers, each one unique
The dragons of Rain hunt with technique
They have scales that can change color
Allowing them to stay under cover
But one mysterious power to fear
The venom from the fangs that will make wounds severe
Many dragons can breath fire
And others have skills to admire

The scorpion barbed-tails on the dragons of Sand
Don't mess with those or you'll meet it firsthand
The dragons of Mud are very strong
If you don't believe it you're quite wrong
They can blend into mud puddles
And fight back enemies with their muscle
But don't forget the dragons of sky
They rely on their wings to fly very high
The dragons of Ice are superior
They make attacking them much trickier
Their snouts can shoot deadly frostbreath
That can freeze you to certain death
The dragons of Sea are the best swimmers
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Under the water their blue scales shimmer
And finally the dragons of Night
Their amazing powers are bright
They can read minds and they know whats to come
A powerful tribe they have become
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WOLFGIRL
MEGHANA P., GRADE 6
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LIGHTNING GIRL (PART 2)
BEATRICE G., GRADE 4

T

here were claps and cheers as the wedding started. The person most

everyone thought was Princess Adaya stood on a platform in the palace courtyard,
next to Prince Anthony. The couple was surrounded by way too many white roses.
The king had chosen Adaya’s silky white wedding dress, covered with too many
polka-dots and with too many petticoats underneath. (In addition to being not very
smart, the king also had bad fashion sense.) She was wearing a white veil, with way
too much tulle. And there were too many people staring up at her.
Ronda, although she was the daughter of the village chief, had not been
invited. So she snuck in and blended in with the crowd. The wedding started well.
While everyone was busy with the ceremony, Rhonda snuck into the treasury and
took Princess Amilia’s sword and snuck it under Princess Adaya’s overly-poofy skirt.
The petticoats hid this so well that no one noticed that the Princess was armed.
Everyone was happy except for princess Adaya and Ronda.
It was about time for Ronda to help Princess Adaya escape when, BOOM!
There was an explosion of black smoke between Princess Adaya and Prince Anthony.
Eve, the evil princess of Evlan appeared.
“You!” yelled Ronda. The crowd gasped. Ronda stepped out of the crowd and
said “No gasping at me because I’m …” she spun around. “Lightning Girl!” As she
spun her clothes had magically changed into Lightning Girl’s ancient superhero
outfit. But the crowd didn’t believe she was Lightning Girl, she shot lightning out of
her sleeve. Only Lightning Girl could do that.
Surprisingly, the prince of Zari ran out of the crowd and said, “And I'm ...” he
spun around. “Thunder Man!” ( Thunder Man is Lightning Girl’s partner.) This was even
more surprising, because no one from the kingdom of Zari, an enemy of Grete, had
been invited to the wedding. Like Ronda, the prince of Zari had snuck in. Although
Princess Amelia had fought the armies of the Kingdom of Zari, she had also studied
ancient superheroes and she knew that if the Prince of Zari was Thunder Man, she
had nothing to fear.
Eve stood in shock. “You!” Eve yelled.
“No you-ing at us,” Lightning Girl and Thunder Man said together.
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Eve shot black goo at Lightning Girl, but she dodged out of the way. Everyone
in the wedding, except Princess Adaya and the King and Queen of Grete, ran away.
Prince Anthony was quite a scaredy-cat.
Eve tried shooting goo at Thunder Man, but he also dodged out of the way.
They weren’t easy targets. The fight lasted for hours. Lightning Girl was shooting
lightning out of her sleeve and Thunder Man clapped his hands together, to make
thunder, but neither of them alone could defeat Eve. The King and Queen watched
with increasing nervousness. Princess Adaya didn’t know what to do, her instinct
was to fight, but she was worried that the King and Queen would get mad at her if
she revealed her disguise.
Finally, Lightning Girl and Thunder Man combined their powers to create a
thunderstorm and Eve got struck by lightning. She was immune to storms, since
there are a lot of them in Evlan, so it didn’t injure her, but it did drain her energy so
she lay on the ground unable to stand up.
With the last of her energy, Eve created black ropes that tore off princess
Adaya’s polka-dot wedding dress and veil. Underneath, was warrior princess Amelia
of Grete. She had white leather armor and a white crown studded with emeralds. And
best of all, thanks to Rhonda, she had a shiny white sword in her belt. The king and
queen gasped.
In a hoarse voice, Eve said, “I’ll get you later!” And then … she disappeared.
“I’ll banish you!” the king said to Amilia.
“Are you sure?” asked Lightning Girl, stepping toward him.
“No,” the king squeaked.
Later, Amilia, Lightning Girl, and Thunder Man met outside in the palace
courtyard to trample on the white roses. Lightning Girl said, “Eve will get stronger.
We will need to find more superheroes.”
The end ... or maybe not.
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WITCH
ISABELLA SONG, GRADE 4
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T HE T I M E TR AVE L TAL E (PART 2)
AN U S H K A TO N G LE, G R AD E 6

“D

on, wake up!” Nora yelled, trying to wake up her twin brother.

“What happened? Where are we?” Don asked.
“Don’t you remember? We were investigating John Gibbons’s DNA sample and

by mistake I used the wrong chemical that ended up falling on us, and we have been
time traveling with Gibbons since then! We are time locked with him, and now we are
in Greece in 500 B.C, because Gibbons time traveled here, and we are trying to find
him,” Nora said.
“Oh, I thought all of that was a dream,” Don said, trying to recollect everything
that had happened over the last few days.
Soon after, Nora and Don started walking.
Don: “We don’t even know where we are going!”
Nora: “Maybe we should go back to Athens, I mean we have a better chance of
finding John there.We can ask around.”
Don: “You’re right! Thankfully we didn’t take any turns while walking into the
forest. I mean I probably wouldn’t have remembered where we took them!”
A few hours later
“We finally made it to Athens!” Don said while trying to catch his breath, as he
and Nora ran the last couple miles out of the forest. They had ended up in a market
place.
Nora: “Ok, we..”
Nora was about to finish her sentence when she spotted someone quite
familiar.
Nora: “Don is that..”
“Gibbons?” Don said, finishing his sister’s sentence.
Nora: “What do you think he is looking for?”
Don: “I don’t know, but whatever it is, it looks like it is urgent. It’s like he has
to go to the bathroom, but can’t find it,”
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“Sometimes, I wonder what goes on in your head,” Nora said, with a concerned
look on her face.
Nora: “Come on let’s follow Gibbons”
The twins followed Gibbons into a huge clay building. Don read the
inscriptions in latin out loud.
Don: “Sho-la athne-nis?”
“Schola Atheniensis. It means “The School of Athens” in English,” Nora said in
a stern voice.
Don: “Since when do you know how to speak Latin?”
Nora avoided the question and walked inside. Everywhere there were beautiful
paintings of Greek gods and goddesses. The twins saw John talking to a person in a
tunic and cloak who directed him to a chamber.
Nora: “Come on let’s follow him”
The twins walked down the hall to the chamber and started eavesdropping on
John and the stranger he started a conversation with.
John: “Ah, yes Pythagoras, I have been looking for you everywhere”.
Pythagoras: “Well may I have the pleasure of knowing who I am talking to and
why you have been looking for me,”
John: “Well my name is John Gibbons, and I am from the future, and I would
like to ask you a few questions”.
Pythagoras: “Well John, may I know when and how much wine you had?”
John: “You don’t believe me? Well I can prove I am from the future. You see in
the future we have made many discoveries such as the Earth is round” John said.
Pythagoras: “How can the Earth be round? How are we able to walk?”
John: “We can walk because there is a strong force called gravity that keeps
us on the ground. I mean have you ever wondered why apples fall to the ground?”
“Mr.. You are wasting my time, everything that ripes .. falls” Pythagoras said,
angrily.
“You know in the future you will create an important theorem which relates
three sides of a right triangle,” John said.
Pythagoras got up from his chair, as that was his topic of interest.
“Go on..”
After John said this, Pythagoras started believing him.
John: It will become the most known theorem in the world. The Pythagorean
theorem!
Pythagoras: “Well that is great!”
John: “Yes, but it is a shame how you die.”
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Pythagoras: “If it is a shame, then I would like to know how I die.”
John: “Well, you see an angry mob of people were chasing you and you were
running them. When you were running you came across a fava bean farm and due to
your belief that beans are sacred, you just stood there, and the mob captured you.
You died from starvation.”
Pythagoras: “That is indeed a shame!”
John: “So would you rather die for an important science experiment?”
Pythagoras: “Well, it is…”
Pythagoras was about to finish his sentence, but before he could, John
stabbed him. Pythagoras fell to the ground and started wincing in pain.
“Oh my god!” The twins said in unison.
John ran out of the chamber and yelled out to the twins.
John: “Hey! You two, if you want to go back to 2021 you better follow me!
Nora: “Come on Don, let’s follow him,”
Nora, Don, and John ran towards the place where the Parthenon would be
eventually built, and when they reached they disappeared.
“AAAAAHHHHH!!!” The twins screamed then fell to the ground in an empty
field.
John: “Hahaha! It worked!”
Nora: “What worked and why did you murder that man?”
John: “Well you see the man I was talking to was Pythagoras! I killed him
before he created the Pythagorean theorem, and since he didn’t create the
Pythagorean theorem..”
Nora: “Math never evolved,”
John: “Yes! I proved that time paradoxes exist! You see we are in New York,
2021, but the only difference is that there are native americans living here.”
Don: “Let me get this straight, John here killed a man to prove that this, this
time paradox exists? That’s messed up man!”
John: “That doesn’t matter, what matters is that it worked!”
“Wait, before we go on, when and where are you from?” Don asked John
John: “I am from New York, 1941. You see I was a mistake.”
Don: “Don’t worry you’re not alone, our parents were only expecting one of us.”
John: “What! No, I was Albert Einstein's experiment gone wrong. I am a time
traveler, trying to prove his theory that time paradoxes exist. ”
Don: “Wait, but if Albert Einstein isn’t who he is to us anymore than how are
you alive?”
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Nora: “Oh god! Do I have to explain everything to you. He proved the
grandfather time paradox, which is pretty much this: say I go back in time and kill our
grandfather when he was a kid, would we still be alive?”
Don: “No.”
Nora: “Exactly, it doesn’t make sense, but Mr. Gibbons here proved that it
could happen.”
John: “You’re right. Now come on.”
Nora: “Where are we going?”
John: “Well I presume you would like to go back to the time where you are
always glued to you phones?”
Nora: “Well, I guess.”
Don: “But..”
Nora: “Donner, you better not say anything to object this. He is the only
person who can take us home.”
Don: “Fine.”
Once both the twins agreed, John time traveled all of them back to 500 B.C.
They reached 20 mins before John killed Pythagoras.
“Ok Don, you are going to hide in a closet in Pythagoras’s chamber. Then you
will run out knock me out, and hide me in the market right over there,” John said
while gesturing towards a market close by. Oh yea, and remember we cannot do
things that didn’t happen in the original timeline, or else it will create a new timeline
and that doesn’t help us.
Don: “Wait, what?”
Nora: “Oh nevermind. I’ll do it.”
Nora walked into the School of Athens, and headed to Pythagoras’s chamber,
and hid in a closet. In the closet she found a metal hook which could surely knock
someone out. A few minutes later Pythagoras walked into his room, and a few
minutes after that John walked in. Nora immediately ran and hit John in the head
with the metal hook.
Nora: “Sorry Mr.Pythagoras, this man is a criminal. He has been stealing food
from the market. I don’t know how he got loose, but I am going to make sure it
doesn’t happen again.”
Nora ran to the door and ran past her and her brother’s past selves ignoring
there confusion. She did exactly as John said, and left John’s past self in the market
under some pieces of long cloth, and ran to where John and Don were. Once Nora
arrived, John and the twins time traveled again.
“Ahh!!” the twins yelled as they fell to ground.
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Nora: “Um? Is this my lab? It sure looks like it, just that equipment is really
old.”
John: “This is New York, 1941. I was trying to time travel us back to 2021, but
it didn’t work for some reason.”
John tried time traveling him and the twins back to 2021 a couple more times
but was unsuccessful.
Don: “Why isn’t it working?”
John: “I don’t know.”
Nora: “What does that mean?”
Before he could say anything John collapsed to the ground, and out of
nowhere Albert Einstein appeared.
THE END
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LADY IN GREEN
ANGELICA C. GARY, GRADE 6
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THE PRODIGY
GAIUS TONG, GRADE 4

E

than Fox got excellent grades in his 3rd-grade class. Ethan was regretful

of putting his best work into everything. This was because he was teased every
recess and lunch about how he is only 5. One day, while he was in school, he heard
the announcements saying“Ethan Fox please report to the principles office.”Ethan
heard some kids snickering.
Ethan had wondered why the principal had called him to the office. When
Ethan came into the principles office, the principal had an unfortunate on his face.
“Ethan … your parents’ boat sank on their way to Japan.” The principal sadly told
Ethan. Ethan hung his head. “I will take you to the orphanage.” There was no
response from Ethan. Ethan got in the principles car. The principal and Ethan were
both silent for most of the ride until they arrived at the orphanage. Ethan got off of
the car and only moved a few inches at a time.
The principal took Ethan to what seemed to be the largest house in the
orphanage. When they entered the principal headed straight to a woman sitting at a
counter. Ethan assumed he was telling why Ethan was there. “Quick, go to that wall
and line up!” “You might be lucky and be chosen to be adopted on the first day!” The
woman at the counter commanded Ethan.
So Ethan rushed to the side of the wall that most of the children seemed to
be at. A very rich-looking man was looking straight at Ethan. The woman who was at
the counter walked up and introduced who the rich-looking man was. “Children, this
is Mr. Jhon” “As usual he will only choose one of you kids to come to live with him at
his mansion.” “Mr. Jhon says he only wants the child with the smartest IQ so all of
you will be taking an IQ test right now. The IQ test that she handed out had 30
questions, all multiple choice. “You get 30 minutes.” Says the woman at the counter.
3...2...1... begin! Ethan did some observation and saw that other kids were struggling
on the IQ test. At the 20 minute mark, kids started to finish the test. At the end of
30 minutes, the woman at the counter collected all the tests. When the woman from
the counter collected Ethan's test he could finally figure what the woman's name
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was Olivia. AS Olivia reviewed the scores Ethan and the other kids went to go play
outside.
When Olivia was grading Ethans score, she almost fainted. Kids come in! The
person with the highest IQ is… Ethan with an IQ of 289! Every kid's jaw dropped. Mr.
Jhon will be adopting Ethan. Mr. Jhon if you just sign this, Ethan Fox will become your
child. Ethan, still in shock of learning his parents' deaths, better get going, kid. I still
gotta eat dinner. So as everyone admired Mr. Jhon’s shiny car, Ethan said bye to the
principal, knowing he would still be going to the same school.
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THE RAINBOW UNICORN
SIENNA SCHWARZ, GRADE 5
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THE ADVENTURE IN
CANDY LAND
GRACE FARRELL, GRADE 3

“W

aaaatch out down below!” I was outside practicing volleyball sets when

I heard the warning. I looked up and saw my teacher, Ms. Harris, only flat like a piece
of paper.
She was floating down from the sky. “Let’s go on an adventure to Candy
Land!” she exclaimed.
“But Ms. Harris, there is no such thing as Candy Land,” I stated.
“Sure there is!” Ms. Harris replied.
Just then, we fell down, down, down and hit Candy Land! First, we went to the
candy shop where we ate lollipops, candy canes, sour gummies and chocolate
kisses.
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After that, we rode on the gum drop rainbow.
“Yippee!” we yelled.
We landed in whipped cream so we had a whip ball fight and made whipped
cream angels in the fluffy, puffy whips of cream. Lastly we enjoyed the cotton candy
sunset.
All of a sudden, I heard someone calling my name. Then my mom woke me up
for school. “Where is flat Ms. Harris?” I asked.
“Ms. Harris isn’t flat,” my mom replied.
Could that all have been a dream?
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