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LETTER FROM THE 
EDITOR-IN-CHIEF 

        elcome to Issue 5 of Blue Sage Magazine! 

In writing and art, we are often taught to develop our own “voice,” a distinctive 
style that encompasses our personal skills and vision. This can feel challenging 
and, at times, frustrating. However, the young writers and artists in this issue 
wield vibrant creative voices with grace and ease. While flipping through this 
issue, I was amazed by the way each one leaps off the page. I couldn’t help but 
smile and feel immensely lucky for the opportunity to share in their insights, 
emotions, and imagination. 

In Benjamin Sanchez’s “The Super-Secret Diamond and Agents,” the brilliant 
secret agent Ethan simply oozes confidence as he narrates his adventure in a 
manner akin to a conversation with a friend. Rhys Dorrian’s “The Kaymore School 
of Magic, Part 1: The Entrapment Rune” pulls us into a community brimming with 
magical allure and a sparkling cast of characters. In “Bramble the Baby Deer,” 
Sienna Schwarz draws inspiration from a trip to Zion National Park, weaving a 
beautiful story of harmony between humans and nature. Poems such as Lilian 
Wang’s “The Wind” and Andrea Y.’s “Grass” are similarly rooted in the natural 
world, but add their own twist of clever personification. We are also thrilled to 
share stunning pieces of digital art like Stella C.’s “Air Spirit,” Katerina 
Zabarsky’s “Under the Sakura Tree,” and Amiyah A.’s “Blue;” humorous pieces 
like Alicia McGrogan’s “Irony” and Hannah Andres Lee’s “A Bird Named Spree;” 
and so many more! On top of that, this issue marks the publication of our first 
comic strip — Olivia Hwang’s “Diary of a Clumsy Kid,” which tells the tale of a 
child prodigy! 

I’ve named just a few of the wonderful pieces in this issue; I could truly go on 
and on. For this issue, we received submissions from six countries and states 
across the U.S. It is both astounding and humbling to me that all of these young 
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students trusted us with their words and artwork. To bring together such diverse 
voices and perspectives is a magnificent gift and privilege. 

To our young writers and artists: My hope is that our magazine serves not as an 
end goal, but as an empowering first step on a long and rewarding journey. 
Take pride in your creations, and know that your voice deserves to be heard and 
will enrich the lives of those around you — because no one on this entire planet 
sees the world quite like you do. We are rooting for you and cannot wait to see 
all of the incredible things you accomplish in the future! 

To all of the parents and teachers who supported these young students: We are 
extremely grateful for your support in encouraging their creative growth and 
self-expression! 

To our unbelievably talented and dedicated editors: Thank you so much for your 
hard work on this issue! I couldn’t ask for a more incredible team. 

And to all of our readers, please enjoy this issue! 

Sincerely, 

Christine T. 
Founder & Editor-in-Chief 
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THE WIND 

LILIAN WANG, GRADE 4

The wind jumps from  

tree 

to tree 

on huge  

grasshopper legs.  

It runs everywhere,  

anywhere, 

twirling through  

the air  

on those  

jumpy feet,  

and soon  

falls  

asleep.  
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SPRING IS…
VANI BANSAL, GRADE 6
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Spring is the most favored time for the sun and moon because they 
could be f inally be together, even if it was for only for an hour or so.



A MISTY FOREST IN 
AUTUMN

JAYA W., GRADE 4

Your head is a battlefield, 

Where thoughts clash with thoughts, 

Quarreling for the spotlight, 

Making your head explode. 

Like an evil monster, 

Crawling into your mind, 

Ready to pounce in an instant, 

Eating away your bliss.  

But then, open your eyes, 

Look at the world outside, 

The sun peeks through the mist, 

Crooked trees forming a bridge, 

A golden raft to nestle you in. 

So go into the forest, 

Go and befriend nature, 

Breeze rushing through your ears, 

Leaves crunching at your feet.  

And now, shut your eyes, 

Let the sunshine flow through, 
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Let it brighten your eyes, 

Let it soothe the monster back to sleep, 

Let the thoughts find harmony, 

Let your head be cleaned. 

So go into the forest, 

Nature will help you find peace.  
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SPRING BEAUTY  

SIENNA SCHWARZ, GRADE 5 
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MY FANTASY TRIP 
 

ASHLEN VERMA, GRADE 5

      ’m Ashlen, the greatest voyager of all time! Okay, maybe that’s not very 

true but, this week I’ll be going to the mystic land of Reader’s Realm, a place where 

no man or woman has ever stepped foot. To make this incredibly long and time-

taking journey, I’ll have to travel 6,500,000 Kilometers North west.  

 Surely, by doing so my name will go down in history as the greatest voyager of 

all time! The day is March 23, 2248, on this trip I have to make 5 stops at 5 major 

landmarks each 1,300,00 kilometers apart. I started my journey at 5:00 am. 

 After a really long road trip, I reached the 1st landmark, The Sleeping Tower of 

Pisa, Italy. Back in the olden days, when we hadn’t discovered immortality, The 

Sleeping Tower of Pisa was called the Leaning Tower of Pisa. What Weird name! But, 

after the 2194 earthquake, the Monument toppled down and got its present name. 

People LOVE taking pictures here. They act as if they are standing on The Sleeping 

Tower and they just look ridiculous. I can’t believe people in the 12th century 

actually built this. I don’t think they knew that it would be so famous in the future! I 

love the sleeping tower of Pisa, but the sun is setting and we have to go to the next 

landmark.  

 After travelling in my flying car all night, we finally have reached our next 

landmark. It’s the magnificent Burj Manisha in Dubai. Previously known as Burj 

Khalifa, it was recently bought by an Indian billionaire named Manisha. She had her 

name printed on the building so that everyone knows about her wealth and fortune. 

Manisha visits this beauty usually once a month. I heard that it takes usually 2 

minutes to go up the building using the elevator, but it’s been broken for 4 months. 

Poor Manisha, having to climb all those stairs! 

 Here comes our next landmark, The Statue of Cowardly, New York, USA. In the 

heart of New York stands The majestic Statue of Cowardly, gifted by the French to 

the US as a gift on their 100 years of independence in the 19th century; over time it 

has rusted and oxidized. Back in the 21st century, when it was known as The Statue 

of Liberty, a torch held by the statue fell and the statue was later known as The 
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Statue of Cowardly because it looked like it was raising its hand like a coward for no 

apparent reason.  

 Our 4th landmark is right around the corner. It’s The Great Mall of China. Let’s 

take a little bit of the history of this monument. The Great Mall of China was built in 

221 B.C. by Emperor Qin Shi Huang and was originally named The Great Wall of China; 

fast forward to around 3,500 years later and a company by the name of “Romam” 

built a huge mall completely dividing the monument into two halves. Every year, 

more than 10 million people flock to the Great Mall of China.  

 The sun is setting and we have another landmark to visit. We have come to 

Egypt to visit the Pyramids of Pizza; God knows how old they are! Loads of people 

come here to eat their stomachs full of pizza. We have aliens to thank for that. Few 

decades back, an alien invasion happened, and BOOM! In the blink of an eye the 

aliens zapped the pyramids, turning them into pizza thinking it would make us suffer 

but, lo and behold what a blessing it was! With my stomach full, I finally reached 

Reader’s Realm! What amazing books I could find ! I plan on bringing my family here 

next time I visit.  
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AIR SPIRIT 

STELLA C., GRADE 5 
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THEY SAY 

KENNA  COUGHLIN ,  GRADE  6 

They say that there’s a new girl, 

No one knows where she’s from. 

They say that there’s a new girl, 

And to your house she’ll come. 

She wanders ‘round, 

This small town, 

There’s a new girl, they say. 

With her golden hair and grown-out bangs, 

They say she’ll be the girl that clangs, 

On your doorbell, 

After dark, 

There’s a new girl, they say. 

She has a husky, another dog, 

A family with an ever-working mom. 

Every toy in the world, 

A bed that seems to be made of gold, 

She’s a lucky one, they say. 

She can climb the steepest slopes, 

Run across dangerous roads, 
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Rides the house on roller blades, 

She’s a daring one, they say. 

Twenty jars of peanut butter in her room, 

At her house there’s cows that jump over the moon. 

Secrets that hide, in the gloom, 

She’s an odd one, they say. 

But who truly loves her? 

Who puts her first? 

Who tells her every day, 

That they care about her? 

They only say, 

What they want you to believe is true. 

So can you believe them? 

Or does it all depend on you? 

They say she’s been “adopted,” 

By the lady down the street. 

And they look like best friends, 

Week after week. 
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She’s happy, they say. 

But is she? 
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UNDER THE SAKURA TREE 

KATERINA ZABARSKY, GRADE 3 
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GRASS	

ANDREA	Y.,	GRADE	3	

The wind blows us to and fro 

We’re rooted to the ground 

We’re the green on your lawn 

We are a texture no other plant would have 

Soft, long, thin and smooth 

Me and my friends meet all the time 

With news of the day to share 

There are crowds of us everywhere 

We decorate fields, meadows and parks 

We splash your neighborhood with some green 

A piercing is what wakes us up 

The sound of a rooster 

At the crack of dawn 

We grow fast and quickly 

We can’t help it if we die 

We haven’t gotten the food and sun 

Though we love the taste of fertilizer 

And we love to snooze under the sun’s  

Sparkling, woven blanket 

We need to drink too, don’t forget 

Sprinkle us with water so we can live long 

We are always afraid of the lawnmower’s sound 

Don't mow us too often 

Or, we’ll give you a yellow lawn! 
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BRAMBLE THE BABY DEER 

SIENNA SCHWARZ, GRADE 5 

        ne cloudy morning, a herd of mule deer was hungrily nibbling on fresh 

grass in a field by the Grotto Trail. It was autumn, and the leaves were starting to fall 

from the trees in Zion National Park, as a fresh breeze wisped through Utah. Zion 

had been getting plenty of rain recently, and the grass was green and crisp. A young, 

rambunctious fawn lifted her head and looked at the forest nearby. She took a few 

small steps forward. Her father heard her movement, and glanced her way.  

 “Bramble, don’t wander too far off,” the father deer said, as he flicked his 

large ears. Bramble’s mother raised her head and nodded in agreement. Bramble was 

a curious and playful little fawn. Shadow, her father, and her mother, Dottie, were 

both very protective. They were also afraid of humans, because some were known to 

hunt deer. Bramble wished that she could have more freedom. She loved to explore 

on her own, but she also didn’t want to disobey her parents, so she turned around 

and went back to grazing. Seeing that Bramble was safe and wasn’t going to wander 

off, Shadow and Dottie put their heads down and continued gnawing on the grass.  

  A few moments later, three people appeared on the trail wearing park ranger 

uniforms, with badges, backpacks, and hiking boots. Dottie and Shadow cautiously 

walked over to Bramble and nudged her farther away from the people. The park 

rangers then noticed the deer, and stood silently, admiring the beautiful creatures. 

Some of the deer were not bothered by the humans, and continued eating the grass 

as if the rangers weren’t even there. However, Bramble’s parents were alarmed. 

  “Run!” Dottie snorted. Shadow, Dottie, and Bramble took off quickly and 

stotted until they were far away from the humans. They breathed heavily after the 

long run. Soon, after they caught their breath, the deer family relaxed and began 

grazing again. Bramble ripped off a juicy looking blade of grass and pulled her head 

up to chew it. Suddenly, something flew past her ears. It was black and orange and 

had delicate wings. Bramble dropped the grass she was eating. 

  “Butterfly!” she whispered delightedly. The butterfly slowly zigzagged 

through the air. Bramble happily pranced after it.  

 She stopped and stared up at the butterfly as it flew into the air. Then she 

looked around. She didn’t know where she was, and she felt nervous. Bramble walked 
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over to the edge of the woods by the hiking path. She felt a drop fall on her nose, 

and looked up. The clouds were a dark unpleasant gray. It began to sprinkle. Bramble 

went under a tree to take shelter from the raindrops, which were starting to fall 

harder and harder. The minutes ticked by as the rain kept on. Thunder boomed before 

bright strikes of lightning soared through the sky. Drips began trickling through the 

leaves of the tree.  

 Bramble started to feel a rumble coming from the ground. She looked at the 

cliff on the other side of the trail. A gigantic boulder crashed onto the path and 

broke into pieces, which continued to roll down the hill. 

 “Rock slide!” Bramble exclaimed frantically. She quickly got up and stotted 

away right before a piece of the boulder smashed into the tree she had been under. 

The frightened fawn ran as fast as she could. As the ground continued to rumble, her 

back hoof became stuck between two rocks. She wasn’t strong enough to pull 

herself out. By this time, the storm was nearly gone; just a few drops remained.  

 A few minutes later, Bramble heard footsteps. She bleated to call for help 

since her foot was still stuck. Then, she saw a person walk down the hill. The human 

was wearing a forest green vest that said, “Park Ranger,” and she had long red hair. 

The ranger looked at Bramble.  

 “You poor thing,” she said softly. Bramble bleated. She was scared, not 

knowing what the woman might do.  

 “Don’t worry. I’ll help you,” the ranger comforted. She slowly walked next to 

Bramble, and noticed that the nervous deer’s hoof was wedged between two rocks. 

 Bramble closed her eyes as the ranger kneeled down and heaved one of the 

rocks off of the ground. Bramble opened her eyes, and was relieved to see her 

parents in the distance. Dottie and Shadow began to run down the hill, frightened at 

the sight of the ranger next to Bramble.  

 “Wait, don’t hurt her! She helped me out of the rocks when I was stuck,” 

Bramble quickly explained to her parents. Dottie and Shadow slowed down, and they 

stopped in front of Bramble. The ranger stood up and stepped back so she wouldn’t 

disturb the deer.  

 “Is that really true?” asked Shadow. Bramble nodded. Then, Dottie looked up 

at the ranger and bowed to thank her.  

 “I should have realized long ago that not all humans are dangerous, and some 

can be very helpful. I guess deer and humans can be friends,” Shadow said, as he 

looked at Bramble and Dottie. The grateful deer family started to walk back to the 

meadow.  
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 “Yeah, and boy do I have a story to tell!” Bramble exclaimed. The whole deer 

family learned an important lesson that day, and they would always be thankful for 

the park ranger who showed them such unexpected kindness.   

Note to Reader: 

A few months ago, my family had the privilege of traveling to Zion National Park in 

Utah. We spotted so many mule deer grazing near the trails. We even saw a park 

ranger helping a deer that had been injured. Zion gave me the inspiration to write this 

fictional story about a family of deer. I loved the beautiful trails and hiking paths. On 

the Grotto Trail, my family even met a park volunteer who told us about “Bob the 

Boulder.” This enormous boulder fell off a cliff during a big storm, and the park rangers 

named it “Bob.” I hope to go back to this stunning National Park someday. 
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TAABU 

JAKE BAYUS, GRADE 5 
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BLUE 
SRIKAR A., GRADE 4 

Blue is so 

Lush and lavish in looks, 

Unique and distinctive on a color wheel, and  

Exquisite and elegant when used.  
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BLUE 

AMIYAH A., GRADE 6 
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THE KAYMORE SCHOOL 
OF MAGIC, PART 1: 
THE ENTRAPMENT RUNE 

RHYS DORRIAN, GRADE 4 

PROLOGUE 

200 years ago 

                lluma ran through the dark forest, leaves crunching below him. He knew this 

would be the end of him, but he should at least make it count. 

 In the Light Pixie’s hand was the Entrapment Rune, it’s markings hardly visible 

in the dark forest. He had to make it count, he just had to. 

 Around him he heard the crunch of twigs, and he knew there would be no 

escape this time. Confronting him were the Beasts, creatures that wanted to make a 

world where the strong survived and only the strong. 

 “Where is your king?” he asked. 

 As if on cue his question was answered, as the Beast King emerged. He had 

two bloodred eyes, his head was a skull mid-scream on fire, his body made of Basalt, 

and a cloak of smog. 

 “Hello Illuma,” he said in a voice that sounded like torture and hate itself. 

 “Hello Chrona,” Illuma replied. 

 “This ends here. Accept fate and let us win, and you will be spared,” Chrona 

coaxed. 

 “Another will come,” Illuma explained. 

 “Then I will kill him too!” roared the Beast King. 

 “Then I must end this,” Illuma sighed. 

 “As must I!” Chrona boomed. 

 With that, both hurled the runes that would end Illuma’s life, and Chrona’s 

reign. 
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 As he took his last breath, he promised that one day another Light Pixie would 

come and end this once and for all for both sides. 

 Peacefully. It was the only way. 

 But peace is hard to find. 

200 years later… 

CHAPTER ONE: THE BEAST OF THE BUSHES 

 10-year-old Jace Olympic was your average kid. Well, besides the fact that he 

was magical. 

 He knew he was magical. It was quite normal for him. After all, he did live in a 

neighborhood full of magical people! 

 But enough on Jace, let’s move on to the story, shall we? 

* * * 

 It was the last day of Summer and Jace Olympic was going to savor the last 

twenty-four hours of the bright green leaves, the warm sun on his face and- 

 “Jaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaace!” 

 Jace had to jump out of the way as a tall, brown-haired girl barreled towards 

him, her matching yellow clothes making her look like a yellowish blur until she 

skidded to a stop. It was his neighbor, Julia. 

 “What is it this time?” he asked. 

 “I think you forgot that today’s the big duel! Conner’s dad vs. mine!” she 

replied. 

 That was right! He had completely forgotten today was the big duel before the 

Nickels (Conner’s family) moved! 

 “I’ll be there!” Jace said. 

* * * 

 The duel would take place at an arena the neighborhood had. The path was 

quite simple, you would walk along a road that would curve to form a huge circle for 

people to duel in. 
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 When they finally got there, Julia’s dad was ready for Conner’s dad. Julia’s dad 

had a thick beard, whereas Conner’s did not. Jace noticed, as Conner’s dad walked 

up, that he clutched a wand made from a willow tree. 

 They both walked up to each other, shook hands, and prepared for the duel. 

 “Scared, Jeff?” asked Conner’s dad. 

 “Never, Nathaniel,” replied Jeff, pulling a stone known as the Protection Rune 

out of his pocket. The Protection Rune was designed to create a barrier to keep 

magical beings, because they coexisted with humans, safe from discovery. 

 Then, the duel began. 

 Nathaniel drew his wand, whereas Jeff wielded only his hands, as he was an 

Elemental Being of Earth. 

 You see, in this world there were different types of magical beings. Sorcerers 

and Sorceresses could say what they wanted a spell to do, and it would happen. 

Potion Masters, well, the name tells enough. Shifters could turn into anything. 

Powers had superpowers that they could change at will. Elemental Beings could 

control Earth, Water, Air, and Fire. Finally, Light Pixies, who had not existed for 200 

years. 

 “BLAST!” yelled Nathaniel, shooting orange light out of his wand, which Jeff 

quickly dodged. Jeff then moved his hands around and a huge plant hurled Nathaniel 

across the arena. 

 “OOH!” everyone exclaimed. 

 “PARALYZE!” Nathaniel responded, a direct blow to Jeff’s chest. 

 “OUCH!” everyone thought out loud. 

 Jeff soon took a blast and crashed into a tree, which just so happened to 

make him remember he was an Elemental Being of Earth. He swirled his hands and 

trapped Nathaniel in gargantuan grass. As he struggled to break free, Jeff flipped up 

and claimed Nathaniel’s wand. 

 “Your wand has been claimed! I win!” shouted Jeff, releasing Nathaniel from 

the vines and holding the wand up as proof he had won. Everybody screamed 

excitedly, well, except Conner. 

 “Ah, man,” lamented Conner. “I hoped Dad would win!” 

* * * 

 The end of summer came much too soon for anyone’s liking, but the thought 

of being first years in a school of magic overpowered staying home and, after a 

hearty breakfast, they charged toward the bus stop. 
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 “I’m so excited!!!!” Julia exclaimed. 

 Jace tried very hard to contain his excitement, but, to his great 

disappointment, it showed. 

 “I knew you were excited!” Julia said triumphantly. 

 When they finally reached the bus stop, there was strangely no bus, only a 

long, blue bench. As they looked around, confused, someone spoke up. 

 “First timers, eh?” 

 A large boy wearing a cap that said “Yankees” on it (what humans called a 

baseball team, don’t ask me what the ball is based on) appeared to be the source of 

the voice. He walked toward the bench. 

 “You get to the school like this.” He smiled as he backflipped onto the bench 

and disappeared. 

 Everyone soon began jumping onto the bench and disappearing until only Jace 

and a small blonde girl, who had been quiet the whole time, remained. 

 “Well, it looks like we’re the last ones left,” Jace said. 

 She remained silent. 

 “I’m Jace, what’s your name?” he asked and regretted saying such a silly 

question in an instant. 

 “Queen. Siren Queen,” she replied. 

 With that, Jace took off toward the bench, jumped and… nothing happened?! 

 Siren tried with the same result; the portal wouldn’t open! 

 They tried for five whole minutes without making an inch of progress! Jace 

was enraged. 

 “What do we do now?!” Jace asked, giving up on all hope. 

 “Relax Jace, I have a plan B, C, D, E, F, and G for all situations,” Siren replied, 

flashing him a sly smile. 

 “What’s your plan for this one?” Jace asked cautiously. 

 “You’re not going to like it,” Siren said, pointing to the forest. 

* * * 

 Did I mention there was a forest? I don’t think I did! Well, if not, let me give 

you a quick description. 

 The forest is full of tall grass that is up to your knees most of the time and, in 

the summer, can be above your head. In the very center was a huge willow tree 

which, so long as you were under it, protected you from monsters that roamed the 

place. 
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 As Jace and Siren went farther into the forest, Jace only got more afraid. 

What if a monster ate them? For at this point they were beyond the protection of 

the willow tree.  

 As the two emerged to the point where grass was hardly as high as their feet,  

Jace noticed a cluster of thornbushes. 

 “What is that?” Jace asked. 

 “Just a cluster of thornbushes. They aren’t anything to worry about!” Siren 

said. 

 As Jace was about to leave with Siren, he saw two glowing purple dots that 

vanished as quickly as they appeared. 

 Huh? Jace thought, continuing with Siren. 

 The two finally arrived at a large swamp and Siren stopped. 

 “We’re here,” Siren said. “The Bub Club” 

 “What?!” Jace shouted, mad and confused. 

 “If you jump into the swamp and think of where you want to go, you’ll go 

there,” she replied, as if answering his question. 

 Jace was not jumping into a swamp, but just as he turned to leave, a huge 

humanlike looking thorn bush with glowing purple eyes roared at him! 

 “Jace jump in!” Siren yelled, but the beast grabbed him just in time. 

 As Jace struggled, Siren looked frantically for something she could use. 

Finding a tree branch, she shouted, “BLAST!” 

 The orange light hit the monster squarely in the chest, startling it enough 

that it dropped Jace. 

 “RUN! JUMP INTO THE SWAMP!” Siren screamed as the thornbush beast 

grabbed her. 

 Jace was too overwhelmed to do anything. He wanted to scream, and then it 

happened. His eyes began to glow a bright yellow color, and he lifted his finger as if 

by instinct as a bright gold light hit the beast of the bushes. It screamed in agony as 

it began to disintegrate, dropping Siren and turning into a pile of ashes. 

 “Thanks for the help back there,” Siren said. “Do you think it’ll come back?” 

 “Let’s not wait to find out,” Jace said, jumping into the swamp. 
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DARK AND LIGHT 

MEHAR A., GRADE 3 
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TO MY EVIL NIGHTMARE
JAYA W., GRADE 4

Something that scares me, 

Haunts me, frights me 

Something that lives in the shadows, 

Something that’s evil, that’s hideous, 

A frightening, horrendous rat,  

With its blood-curdling red eyes, 

Claws like tigers, 

Tail like a chain, 

Cloaked in darkness, then 

Killing, everything, everything in your house.  

Mom’s mouth watering pastry, 

Vanished! 

Dad’s cozy, warm chair, 

Destroyed!  

My prized and adored journal, 

Devoured! 

All our belongings, from big to small, 

From valuable to minute, 

All in the claws of this slaughterous beast.  
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MOUNTAINS

ALICIA MCGROGAN, GRADE 5

Piercing the sky 

They stand up so high 

Dressed in pure white snow 

Many people know 

You can go sledding 

Before they start shedding 

Their blanket of crushed ice 

It feels so nice 

Wind howling around the peaks 

Birds migrate so they don’t freeze their beaks 

The ice caverns glisten 

And as you listen 

You hear the echoing of your footsteps 

Just like when you walk up your front-steps 

Don’t start an avalanche 

And be careful of that sharp branch 

Yay! You reached the summit 

You must have loved it 

Time to head home now 

But first, take a bow 

Now it’s time for bed 

That’s what mother said 
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Then when she was done tucking us in I asked you to take me with you 

The next time you play mountain climber instead of Andrew. 
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 MOUNTAIN ROAD 

GABRIELLE SOIFER , GRADE 6 
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A FOREVER FRIENDSHIP 

CYRA SU, GRADE 5 

         umia yawned out an extremely tiring yawn. It was a normal quiet Monday 

morning and she absolutely did not want to leave her bed. Or so she thought. 

 “Kumia? Your friend has come to pay you a visit.” Kumia’s mom appeared at 

Kumia’s bedroom door. 

 “Flying monkeys with twisted tails? Why is Marina here on a school day?” 

Kumia jumped out of her bed with her normally straight hair messy and sticking up 

and out of her head. 

Kumia’s mom shot her a puzzled and slightly concerned look, “Darling, today is 

Sunday.” 

 “What? Did I just get out of bed without realizing that I didn’t have to?” Kumia 

reluctantly dragged herself over to her closet and pulled on some random clothes. 

* * * 

 The fog clung to the friends as they took a cold morning walk, when suddenly 

Marina stopped in her tracks and faced Kumia with seriousness in her eyes. 

 “Kumia,” Marina put her hands on her friend’s shoulders, “I know this might 

sound crazy, but we have a mission.” 

 “Wait,” Kumia shook her head, “We have a mission? What’s going on?” 

 Marina pointed to the sky, “The guardian of nature betrayed Mother Nature. 

She sent her Nature Winds to tell me about it. Have you noticed that there hasn’t 

been a single bird call in weeks? Have you noticed that the skies are always like gray 

blankets these days? I know what we need to find, emphasis on we; I can’t do this 

alone.” Marina stared serious, urgent eyes at Kumia. “Are you in?” 

 “I think I am, it’s just, what am I saying yes to?” Kumia wasn’t sure if she had 

heard Marina right. 

 “You’re saying yes to an awesome and mysterious adventure with your best 

friend.” Marina smiled her mischievous smile at Kumia. 
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* * * 

 As the moon soared over the snow covered town, Kumia stood on her 

driveway, wondering whether or not she should go back to her warm bed and sleep. 

When the thought passed by, Marina came sprinting up the driveway. 

 “That took you long enough; I was about to head back inside and forget about 

this whole thing,” Kumia said with a yawn. 

 Marina ignored her comment and said with shining eyes, “Kumia, you’re the 

best friend I could ever wish for. It was tonight when I realized that since I’ll be 

moving away, this might be our last chance of being together.” Marina looked as if 

she were saying something from deep within her heart. “So despite whatever we’ll 

be going through, just know that we have each other.” 

 Kumia wiped away a tear. “Let’s just get on with this journey before we get 

too emotional.” 

 Marina and Kumia approached the ghostly tower with their hearts beating like 

bunnies hopping. 

 Marina looked as pale as a ghost, “So… we should be able to find the statue 

of Mother Nature in here. All we have to do is to restore it,” Marina nodded to herself 

then added under her breath, “Just don’t know how we’re gonna do that.” 

 The duo stepped into the horrifying old tower and immediately spotted the 

statue on the top floor of the tower, covered in cobwebs and cracks all over it. As 

they made their way up the last flight of stairs, a gust of wind shrieked by them. The 

wind whooshed stronger and stronger until Marina and Kumia had to close their 

eyes. 

* * * 

 When they opened their eyes, they found themselves in a grassy field dotted 

with white blossoms and willow trees leaning over a small pool. 

 “Where are we? Marina, what’s going on? Is this part of our plan?” Kumia felt 

like there were bees in her brain. 

 Marina looked up at the starry night sky, “I have no idea what’s going on, the 

Nature Winds that mother nature sent me never told me anything like this. I 

wonder–” 

 “You wonder who transported you here?” A sleek figure “walked” over to them. 

She was translucent around her head but her texture and color had faded away 

around her feet. “Welcome home, friends! I am the guardian of Mother Nature, or 
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should I say I was. Her reign has ended for her statue cannot be restored. I have 

Mother Nature’s wand, the thing that contains her power.” An evil grin spread across 

her face. With a smug cackle, she vanished into the night. 

 The friends stood in the middle of a beautiful night, feeling rather muddled 

and lost. 

 “How are we supposed to get back to the tower now?” Marina huffed, “There's 

got to be a way.” 

 “Wait what if we get Mother Nature’s wand? Because it holds her power, won’t 

we be able to travel back to the tower? Then we can use the wand to restore Mother 

Nature’s statue!” Kumia excitedly explained her idea to Marina. 

 “You’re amazing, Kumia! The guardian’s mansion is right over there; she's got 

to be in there. I know exactly how to get the wand,” Marina shot Kumia a sly grin, “but 

I’ll need a bit of help.” 

* * * 

 Back in the guardian’s mansion, Marina and Kumia were hidden behind a shelf. 

The guardian’s Great Hall was a dimly lit room, large enough for an entire 

neighborhood to have a meeting. Perched on an overly adorned throne, the guardian 

surveyed his cowering servants. Kumia and Marina fit in perfectly with the crowd of 

helpers. Carrying a glass of fruit juice, Kumia properly handed it to the guardian. As 

she chugged down the juice, Marina pushed the wand under her big apron. 

 The friends scurried back to the small, clear pool. Kumia held the wand to her 

chest and focused as hard as she could until a golden light glowed around the 

friends. “Bring me back to Mother Nature’s tower.” 

 A moment later, a cold chilly wind let the girls know that they were back in the 

tower.  

 “We’re so close! Just a touch with this wand and–” 

 “And I have arrived,” the guardian boomed, “two puny little children aren’t 

going to ruin my glorious future! Hahaha! Feel what it’s like to be powerless tiny 

mortals!” He snatched the wand right out of Kumia’s hand easily. 

 The guardian laughed as the girls tried to take the wand back, “You’ll never 

get the wand; wouldn’t it be much easier to just give up and bow down to your new 

boss?” 

 “We will not stop trying. If you think we’ll give up, you’re so wrong.” As Kumia’s 

words escaped her mouth, she lunged forward toward the wand. 

 “Not so fast,” the guardian yanked the wand backwards. SMASH! The wand 

crashed against the wall, and shattered into pieces. 
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 “THIS IS YOUR FAULT!” the guardian thundered, “When I take over this world, 

you’ll be the first ones I punish!” With a bright red flash, he disappeared once more. 

 Kumia turned to Marina, who was panting like crazy. “Don’t worry, I found 

another way to restore Mother Nature’s statue. When we were trying to get the 

wand, I said something that I didn’t realize before how important it is.” 

 Marina lifted her head with her eyes filled with pride. “That’s true,” she stood 

up, “and if we double that power, it will be even better! You’re so full of ideas, 

Kumia!” 

 The best friends locked arms around the statue, each filling up with love and 

happiness. They could feel each other’s heart beats skipping nervously, even with 

their eyes closed. 

 A warm light pink glow lit up the statue and with a final flash, the friends 

opened their eyes. Mother Nature’s statue had no cobwebs, no cracks, and it was 

filled with color. 

 “The Sun,” Kumia murmured as she leaned on Marina's shoulder, “has come at 

last.” The pair grinned. They knew that those words had a much more powerful 

meaning than just the literal Sun; they could feel it deep in their bones. 

* * * 

 The friends were back on Kumia’s driveway, where their whole journey began. 

 “Marina,” Kumia clearly had exciting news that she wants to share with her 

friend, “I promise this isn’t our last adventure together.” 

 “Why? I’ll be moving away tomorrow.” Marina looked as puzzled as a baby chick 

who popped out of the wrong egg. 

 “It’s because two days after you’ve gone, I’ll be moving with you!” Kumia was 

hopping up and down with excitement. 

 “But why are you moving? Isn’t life perfectly fine here?” 

 “Well,” Kumia reasoned, “my ancient sister will be going to college there!” 

 “Kumia, you might not realize it, but you’re the best friend in this whole 

multiverse.” 

 “And so are you, Marina.” 
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SUMMER SUNSET 

RUBY CHENG, GRADE 3 
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THE	SUPER-SECRET	DIAMOND	
AND	AGENTS	OR	SSDA	

	

BENJAMIN	SANCHEZ,	GRADE	3	

	         i, kids. I am Ethan. Let me tell you my story.  

 When I was just a baby, I was already destined to be a secret agent. Yeah, sure 

I did not have much hair when I was a baby. But it was already shiny blonde and 

everyone who saw me knew that it’s going to grow into an awesome mane. Although, 

some thought that my blonde hair and my well-tanned body were an odd match.  

 My first words were: “Secret agents.” Yes, that was the very sign.  

 As I grew older, my hair also grew into a shiny, blonde mane. My style, red shirt 

with green trousers, turned into a fashion trend. They gave me glasses and I played 

with toys for secret agent, including video games. I played for days, for months and 

even years. 

 20 years later I am proud to say that I am now a secret agent. I am tall. I got a 

lot of hair. It is still blonde, and my tan is glowing. Also, my new trend is hitting off: 

black shirt with blue trousers.  

 What? How did I learn to be a secret agent? I learned with the games I played.  

 Let’s get to today. I got a team of secret agents. There are six secret agents 

in my team, three boys and three girls. 

 Right now, I’m trying to get into a party of villains. They say that they possess 

something very powerful.  

 You are wondering: What is it? It is an extremely powerful diamond. If the 

villains get the diamond, they can know all the names of the secret agents and 

destroy the world by lifting their arm and holding the diamond in the sky. All the 

villains of other worlds would come to this world but the agents and me are trying to 

stop them.     

 Wow, you got so many questions. Let’s take one by one. 

 How am I going to catch them? 
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 Well, now I’m disguised as a villain boy. I am looking at a security guy with 

black sunglasses wearing a white shirt and white trousers. He is very, very well-

built, showing off his muscles which he trains every day, all day.  

 Me? My face is big. Well, not too big. It’s medium big…mmmhhh let’s say it’s 

medium small.  

 Where am I?  I am at a secret party.  

 No! It’s not a party hosted by secret agents! I am trying to catch a villain here 

and get the diamond! Pay attention! 

 So, here I am outside the party in the snowy cold. I go to the security guy, play 

my charm which I learned in one of those video games and…. Yes, the security guy 

lets me in. 

 I let my agents know: “I’m in.”  

 The place reminds me of an old, dark music shop. But then I press an old 

button and I see the security guy in a very dim light, which made him look very old. 

There are also two villains by a counter, which is across the room.   

 Suddenly, another secret agent says, “Now. Destroy it.”  

 She is one of my girls. Well, she is like a boy but with a black dress. She put on 

a dress to get into the party. She is very quiet, so nobody figures that she is a 

secret agent. My girl moves slowly and carefully to get the diamond.      

 Are you asking what her name is? Her name is Bill.  

 I am standing opposite Bill and whisper: “Okay.”  

 I ask: “Do you have the diamond?”  

 The other agent replies, filled with fear: “No, I don’t have the diamond.” 

 I inquire in shock: “Why do not you have the diamond?” 

 My agent explains with even greater fear: “There are a lot of lasers, and they 

are very strong.” 

 I shout across: “Okay!”  

 Wait a second, someone is standing right behind me.   

 “Hello. Who are you?” somebody asks with a deep voice. The guy is really, and I 

mean really, really tall. Gosh. He has got a lot of blonde hair. He is wearing my black 

shirt and my blue trousers. Can you believe this guy?  

 Wait. What is he saying? “I’m the king of secret agents. I know that you are 

trying to get a powerful diamond.” 

 “I know because I’m the king of secret agents. Can you help me get the 

diamond?” Yes, I kindly ask for help. But I made sure who the king is! This self-named 

“king of agents” is Hugo. 

 “Yes, sure. Do you know what to do?” Hugo asks.  

P A G E   |  B L U E  S A G E  M A G A Z I N E4 2



 “Yes, I know,” I reply with great confidence. It is time for me to show what I 

have in me and learnt over the years playing with toys and video games. 

 “Hey, there is a secret passage that can lead us to the diamond, and we can 

destroy the villains with the diamond.” Hugo spots our way to success. 

 “Ah, okay, we have to touch something that leads us to the secret passage,” I 

figure very quick. 

 “Ah, okay, you are very smart.” Hugo smiles, impressed by me. I touch another 

old button. Now we are in the passage. 

 “Can you see it?” Hugo asks. 

 “Come on. Let’s go this way,” I suggest. We crawl through a 50-centimeter-

high tunnel build with sandstones. The light from old lanterns leads us the way. We 

come to a fork. There it is between the sandstones. 

 “Okay, I got the diamond.” I am so relieved.  

 “You said we got the diamond, right?” asks Hugo. 

 “Right, we got the diamond. Let’s get out of here with the other secret 

agents,” I confidently order.  

 We leave the party to destroy the diamond, and with it, all the villains. But the 

leader of the villains suddenly attacks me, Ethan, from his helicopter. He tries to get 

the diamond back. The battle takes place in a huge pavilion with an enormous 

entrance gate that can fit four helicopters. It looks like a fighting championship 

arena. There is food for the spectators, my agents.  

 We, the evil villain leader and me, are angry. He might have a helicopter. But I 

have a sword, a grapnel gun like Batman and some powerful gloves. I have a glove for 

each element, water, fire, earth, electricity, wind, and ice.  

 I quickly combine all the gloves and the elements to make a bomb that I call 

“Blue light, Green light” because water is blue like the ocean and the earth is green. I 

throw it towards the helicopter with the leader of the villains inside it and the 

helicopter explodes. 

The End 
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A MAGICAL DISCOVERY 

SAANVI SOWRIRAJAN, GRADE 4 

     pedaled fast. A blur of trees whizz past me. Bunnies hurriedly hop out of 

my way. Birds flit in and out of the eye's view. Some squirrels are in my path. I slow 

down and ring my bell, Ding, Ding! Startled, the squirrels scurry forward on the path. 

Hmph, I grumbled, slowing down my bike to a complete stop. Now I’ll never find out 

what that light is! I thought.  

 I was on my way home from school when a faint light caught my curious eyes. 

It was unusual, so I quickly hopped on my bike and pedaled as fast as a cheetah. 

Earnestly wanting to find out what the light was, I didn’t stop, though my feet were 

tiring me out and they felt so heavy, like stones. Now after all that pedaling and 

panting, I was stuck in a squirrel traffic jam!  

 I reached into my backpack as an idea popped into my head. That’s it! I 

thought to myself excitedly, I’ll try to entice them with food! Taking out some 

cookies, I got off my bike and dropped some crumbs in the grass next to the 

pathway. Then, to get their attention I snapped a twig in half, dropped 3 pinecones 

from the air (one dropped on my head) and snapped some more twigs. They turned 

their furry little heads as I was dropping some more cookie crumbs. “Here little 

squirrel,” I cooed to the nearest one, “come and eat a cookie crumb or two!” The 

squirrel immediately scampered into the grass and started munching on the cookie 

crumbs. Seeing the squirrel eat the cookie crumbs, the other squirrels immediately 

started running into the grass as well, and joined it. 

 Satisfied that they were all out of my way, I continued. As the light grew 

fainter, I pedaled faster. Finally, I got closer and closer to the light, and saw that it 

was coming from...a drain? How odd! I thought. Filled with more intense curiosity, I 

slowly parked my bike on its stand and tried to open the drain. It wouldn’t budge! 

 Suddenly light whizzed up from the drain and it reminded me of spells from 

Harry Potter. Wait a minute, that’s it! Spells! I took a deep breath and said the 
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levitating spell, “Wingderem Loviosa!” My voice was mystical, magical and it stood 

out like a fire. 

 The hatch opened. I strapped my backpack on my shoulders and took a deep 

breath, smiling. I was ready for the adventure to begin! 

  

• End of Prologue •  

  

 I climbed carefully into the drain and the blinding light was so strong I had to 

shield my eyes. The farther down I climbed, the more intense the light became. 

Suddenly, there was a bolt of lightning that was so vibrant that I staggered. BOOM! 

KA-BOOM!  

 And the mysterious thing was, it was coming from a tiny gingerbread house 

inside the drain. BOOM! It felt like the whole world was shaking, as the next lightning 

bolt roared. “HELP!” I cried as I fell down hard, even if there was no one to call to. The 

gingerbread house came closer to me and the lightning grew more furious.  

 Then a burst of light shot up from the gingerbread house and embedded me in 

it. The world flashed through my eyes and I knew I was taken somewhere. 

Somewhere magical.  

 Light whizzed through my eyes and I landed hard on my bottom. “Ouch!” I 

grimaced and rubbed it, “that hurt!” I brushed myself off and looked around. “Where 

am I?” I wondered, staring around in awe. I noticed was that I was in a chilly magical 

forest. 

 I got up and slowly started walking. Then after a few hours, I saw a really thick 

tree with sunlight dipping through the top. 

 I brushed through it and found, dun, DUN, DUUUN! A life sized gingerbread 

house! I jumped up and down with the highest possible excitement and laughed with 

happiness. Chocolate chips as dark as wood were placed on either side of the curvy 

pathway. Vanilla wafer cookies as tan as sand were placed carefully in the middle of 

the pathway as stepping stones. Snowflake sprinkles were scattered across the 

front yard like shiny white edible diamonds with a sweet, sugary smell.  

 My gaze shifted from the walkway to the door, which was neatly outlined with 

tiny, colorful M&Ms. I let my eyes study the doorknob, which was a giant M&M. I 

immediately licked my lips.  

 How would someone look outside? I wondered and that’s when I spotted the 

delicious-looking window. The rim was outlined with snow covered frosting icicles 
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like decoration. I let my hand gently press against it, and I wrote: Best day ever, and 

then drew a little gingerbread man.  

 My gaze shifted higher and higher and soon I was looking at the most candy 

covered part of the house: the roof. On the top was carefully balanced 

marshmallows and sticking out of the chimney was a wedged in gummy bear. 

  

 Curve a semi-circle, curve it all around. Curve a semi-circle, curve it up and 

down. Frosting is done and now for the top. Put a little pretzel as brown as dark 

spots. My eyes traced the curvy frosting lines of the wall. I looked up to see the 

neatly pressed pretzel pressed against the top. I looked around and spotted a sugar-

cone tree. Covered with white frosting the tree had little red Twizzlers wrapped 

around and around the tree from the top to the bottom. I ran to the sugar cone tree 

and popped an M&M into my mouth. MMM, I sighed as the chocolate melted in my 

mouth. Just then, an old lady stepped out the front door. She gave me a watch’ ya 

lookin’ at  face as I stared at her black pointy chocolate hat with a Twizzler ribbon 

and her long blue leather dress with boots that went clickety clack as she walked 

down the front steps.  

 She looked like a candy, no, a witch, no! Candy! Ugh, a witch, no! Candy? Witch! 

Ohh, a candy witch!  

 But she didn’t just come and snarl at me like ol’ witches do. In fact, she said 

sweetly, “Dear, I don’t mind you coming into my house!" 

 “Sweetie, look at that big bowl of yummy candy!” the-not-witch-but-looks-

like-one said, pointing to a HUGE bowl of candy.  

 I thought about bringing some to my friends after I figured out how to get 

back home, so I made a dive for it. What the bowl was inside of I didn’t think about 

until the witch closed the door of the CAGE! 

 “So, not your best day ever anymore, huh?” the witch cackled, “maybe, I 

should erase what you wrote on my window!”  

 Then I heard the SLAM! of the front door closing and the witch’s cackles, 

which sounded like a rhino trapped in a bathtub with one of the ugliest Death Eaters 

from Harry Potter ever.  

 “Ughh, why did I get myself into this mess!” I moaned, clapping my head in my 

hands. Suddenly, I noticed the key lying a few feet away from the cage. Just then a 

note fell from the ceiling and landed in my hands. The note read: What has hands but 

cannot clap? “Ugh, just to add onto my troubles!” I grumbled – but then suddenly 

gasped, “This might be a clue on how to get out of the cage!” I sat there pondering 
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on what the answer was. “What has hands but cannot clap?” I kept repeating to 

myself.  

 Just then I looked at the clock on the wall. The time read 6:30. Oh, no! I 

thought desperately, I should've been home by now! I frantically struggled to get out 

of the cage but nothing happened.  

 But then, just like a lightbulb lighting up, an idea hit me. “That’s it!” I said 

excitedly, “a clock has hands, the hour hand and minute hand, but those hands don’t 

clap!” Just as I finished saying that, the clock magically flew off the wall and landed 

in my hands. 

 There was a note on the back. Enough with the notes already! I thought in 

disgust. The note read: Time to Time travel! And in a blink of an eye I was back on the 

sidewalk to where I started from.  

• Epilogue •  

 I pedal fast. A blur of trees whizz past me. Bunnies hurriedly hop out of my 

way. No light this time.  

 Just the aroma of my mom’s lentil soup guiding me home. Ding, Dong!  

 “I’ll get it!” I hear my brother call. 

 As I sit down at the dinner table my dad jokes, ”You look like you’ve been in 

candy land.” I just smile.  

 “So, how was school today?” my mom asks, as usual. 

 “Good,” I say, as usual. But little did my parents know that I did have quite an 

adventure. As I climb into bed I dream of candy, adventures and when I will visit the 

“Drain of light” next time.  
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BALLERINA GIRL 

ANGELICA GARY, GRADE 6 
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OPPOSITE LAND 

ASHLEN VERMA, GRADE 5 

                       hat if the world became opposite land? What if I was in a parallel 

dimension?  

 I am a raconteur who is going to take you into a mystical journey to the 

Opposite Land… 

 I woke up at dawn, drew the curtains and quietly watched the fresh...... 

NIGHT?! I couldn't believe my eyes, was I in a dream? A simulation? Why was it dusk 

when it was supposed to be dawn? About a million questions popped into my brimful 

mind. I checked the date to see if my alarm clock had woken me earlier than it was 

supposed to. No, it didn’t, but I questioned more about something that was in my 

field of view: Opposite land, 4098. It displayed my location and the date. I was 

stunned. Yesterday I was in a familiar place – home – and now I'm in this 

catastrophe?! 

 As I went outside to find an answer to an unrealistic question, a flashing red 

fire truck with blinding yellow light beamed in and out of sight. Why was it there? I 

questioned as I saw no trace of smoke or fire. It stopped in front of a neighboring 

house. As fire fighters emerged from the vehicle, I thought that there was a fire 

breaking loose. But, what happened was much more appalling than I expected. The 

fire fighter took out a hose and sprayed a good layer of liquid on the house. But the 

liquid (that I thought was water) smelled strange, almost like it was fuel. One of the 

men threw a match stick on the house; it shot up in flames! Firefighters were 

supposed to prevent fires, not cause them! I went inside thinking I was hallucinating.  

 I went to get a drink of water. I firmly held the porcelain cup in my hand and 

turned the tap on expecting water to pour down; instead, water started to run up 

into the air. I let out a fearful gasp as the water level started to rise itself! But, after 

all the weird things that happened, I was not too surprised; still, I decided not to 

drink the water for obvious reasons.  

 I decided to get some fresh air and go outside. As I stepped foot on the damp 

grass, an eerie chill made its way up my back. Something was off, but, I didn’t know 

what it was. Me being the person I am, I decided to ignore my gut. As I made my path 
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up the sidewalk, I glanced over and started laughing hysterically at what I saw! It 

was a toddler, probably 3 or 4 years old, walking an adult who was wearing a bib, milk 

bottle in hand, sucking a pacifier and all in a huge stroller; the roles were reversed 

and the tables had turned. I said to myself sarcastically, “Finally! Kids got the right 

they deserve.” I can’t stop thinking about it even to this day!  

 I headed home, still laughing from the scene I saw! I turned the TV on and 

started chuckling even harder! The president was replaced with a baby! “Goo goo gaa 

gaa gaa goo goo,” it quoted! How could anyone understand what it said! A few hours 

passed; it was time for me to hit the sack.  

 Thankfully I woke up in my own peaceful home alongside my own amazing 

family and I know for sure that no one is ever going to believe my sojourn to the 

opposite land.  
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ME & MY MOTHER 

CYRA S., GRADE 5 
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MISTLETOE 

A N H - N A  N .  L E ,  G R A D E  4  

Oh no! I ripped and torn off my old tree! 

So there go my beautiful leaves, I fall. 

I’m shoved into a bag! How sad, I flee! 

I am free out of the oh, I am in the hall! 

The other decorations laugh at me! 

With my white berries and my brown hard stems, 

I’m supposed to be on my good old trees! 

I’m not a bulb! I don’t shine like a gem! 

Oh laugh all you want but I feel like hay!! 

I can’t close my eyes. I cannot be free!! 

A party is coming, maybe I’ll stay! 

But they talk and I’m pretty? They like me? 

So happy I’m in the beautiful hall, 

Not tacky like the orbs in the great mall. 
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THE	GINGERBREAD	HOUSE	

NATHAN	T.,	GRADE	4	

         athan! Get up!” my mom clamored downstairs. At least I thought it was 

my mom. As I opened my eyes lazily, they nearly bulged out of my head!  

“Hello!” declared a talking marshmallow, standing happily above me.  

“H-H-How?” I stammered. As I revealed my bewildered expression, the 

marshmallow sighed.  

“Everyone does that when they see talking marshmallows like me,” he said 

sadly. Suddenly, he brightened.  

“How about I show you that gingerbread house over there?” he asked, 

bouncing with excitement. I glanced up nervously. Standing in front of me proudly, 

was a giant gingerbread house.  

“Okay?” I said, confused.  

As I got out of my bed, I wondered if this would be such a good idea.  

Mommy told me not to talk to strangers. But he is a marshmallow, isn’t he? He 

still is a stranger though. Well, who cares!  

I lumbered to the house, too lazy to sprint. There was a welcoming pathway 

leading to the house. It was littered with mini chocolate chips. Finally, after five 

whole minutes of walking, I reached a stop. “Woah!” I breathed. It felt like the house 

was larger! It smelled like hot cocoa being brewed, and it felt warm and soft.   

“Nice, huh?” he said, breaking my thoughts.  

“Yeah,” I replied softly. Suddenly he charged at the door. The door opened 

mysteriously.  

“Wait, what?” the marshmallow said, confused. 

“What do you mean?” I asked, also confused.  

“The door never did that when I charged at it before,” the marshmallow 

inquired. “Eh, I don’t care anyways. Let’s go in!”  

I took one lackadaisical step before saying, “You sure?”  

“Yep!” the marshmallow replied. Me and the marshmallow walked in. Boom!The 

door slammed behind us as if waiting for us to come in this whole time.  
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“Okaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaay. Something weird is definitely going on today,” 

he said, teeth clenched.  

“Okay?” I said, not sure how to respond/reply.  

“Since we are trapped, let’s explore the house!” he said positively. I do not 

know how he stays so positive all the time. Right now, I was nervous all the way. 

Finally, I replied by saying, “Why?”  

“Well, what else can we do?” he questioned.  

“That is true,” I said. “Yeah, we probably should. Maybe it’ll give us some ideas 

of how to get out of this weird, cryptic house.”  

    *  *  * 

Later that night, I came up with a plan.  

“How about we eat our way out of the house?” I said, thinking.  

“Hey, that is a good idea!” the marshmallow realized. We ran downstairs, out 

of the guest beds and started devouring the house. It tasted like cookies and 

gummy bears mixed together. Suddenly, the marshmallow started bouncing upstairs 

again.  

“What are you doing?” I asked, mouth full.  

“Trying to find something to help us eat!” the marshmallow called, already 

upstairs.  

    *  *  * 

A few minutes later, he returned with a gun-like machine. “It’s called the 

‘Eater 2000,’” he said happily. We both laughed at the ludicrous name. Suddenly, he 

turned it on, and it devoured the door in a split second.  

“Yay!” we shouted happily in unison.  

“Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr,” detonated a voice behind us. “I shall 

make you suffer for the harm you have done to my house!”  

We turned around. There was a fuming gummy bear behind us. “Sorry!” we 

shouted. Suddenly, a portal appeared in front of us. “Go, go, go!” the marshmallow 

shouted.  

“You sure?” I stopped. “I shouldn’t leave without you!” 

“Ah, don’t worry!” he said relaxing.  

After one last farewell, I jumped into the portal.  
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    *  *  * 

That night, when I was just about to sleep, I swear I saw a gummy bear and a 

marshmallow winking at me.  
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YEAR OF THE TIGER 

OLIVIA HWANG, GRADE 3 
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A	BIRD	NAMED	SPREE	

HANNAH	ANDRES	LEE,	GRADE	5	

There once was a bird named Spree,  

Who thought he was totally free,  

But he bumped his head on, 

A fancy, pink salon,  

And fell into a smelly tree! 
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FREE
ELLA AULT, GRADE 5

Birds 

Flying high 

soaring gracefully 

Free 

not a care in the world 

Peaceful 
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IRONY
ALICIA MCGROGAN, GRADE 5  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SCOTT’S BEST DAY EVER 

BENNY CHEN, GRADE 5

     cott stood by the edge of the bridge, performing magic. He was doing his 

favorite trick, though everybody walked past him without looking at him. Scott took 

out one of his cookies that he always stashed inside his suitcase. They always made 

him feel better. As Scott munched on his cookie, he noticed a man advertising that 

there would be a talent show coming up soon at the old theater in the town. That 

might make people notice me! Scott said to himself.  

 One evening, Scott filled the last square inch of his suitcase and just barely 

managed to get it closed. He was ready to go. His heart beat a little faster at the 

thought. Is this really happening? With a deep breath, he dragged the suitcase out 

the door.  

 Scott walked along the stone pathway and arrived at the old theater where he 

would be performing for a talent show. He took one last deep breath and walked in. 

“Welcome Scott!” greeted a voice from inside. “My name is Joe and I shall be your 

judge today.” Scott slowly walked onto the stage and saw the audience behind Joe, 

feeling more nervous than before.  

 “Alright…Joe,” mumbled Scott quietly. 

 “What will you be performing for us today?” Joe asked warmly. 

 “Magic.” Scott answered louder this time. 

 “Ahh! Wonderful. I’ll be ready when you are,” Joe replied with a smile. 

 Scott opened his suitcase and tried to find the item he wanted. It took him a 

long time to find it due to how his suitcase was so stuffed it looked like it was going 

to explode. 

 “I’m going to do my first magic trick now,” Scott said, showing the object in 

his hand. Though before Scott could start his first act, he tripped on his own 

shoelace and crashed to the ground. 

 The audience hollered with laughter as they watched the ridiculous beginning 

to Scott’s performance. “Hahahahah!” 
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 Scott stood up, blinking a few times, trying to hide tears from coming out of 

his eyes. He had just embarrassed himself before even doing anything. Scott wanted 

to leave and never come back. Though Joe snapped him back into attention.  

 “Are you alright Scott?” Joe asked. 

 “Oh...” Scott looked into Joe’s big, warm eyes. “Yes.” 

 “You can start again if you’d like to,” Joe said. 

 “Okay.” 

 Scott took a deep breath and tried again. Scott opened his hand and showed 

a normal coin. Then, Scott made an act of dropping the coin. After trying to pick up 

the coin and straightening back up, Scott shows his empty hand to Joe and the 

audience, and everybody finds that the coin has vanished!  

 “Oh my God!” Joe praises. “Well done! Is that all, or do you still have more?” 

 Scott hears the audience cheering and amazed. Scott starts to feel much 

better. 

 “Do you still have a few more tricks?” Joe asks again. 

 “Yes, I do. Yes, I do.” Scott reached back into his suitcase and started doing 

his second trick. After each trick, Scott gained more confidence, and soon enough, 

he was done with all of his tricks! The audience was clapping crazy and Scott felt 

like he had had a miracle.  

 “That was amazing Scott!” said Joe. “Very nice performance. You may now exit 

the theater. The results will be out tomorrow…. Good luck!” Scott could hear the 

crowd cheering when he left and felt slightly better.  

 Scott walked out the theater with his suitcase, feeling nervous once more. 

Though this time, he had a spark of confidence that was growing bigger and bigger 

by the second… 

 The next day, Scott went online to check the results. And there it sat: Scott 

in first place. Scott stared at the screen in disbelief and blinked a few times trying 

to clear his eyes. Had he actually just gotten first place or were his eyes just 

tricking him? Scott walked out of his house's front door along with his suitcase to 

find that there was a crowd of people outside!  

 “Amazing job Scott!” shouted somebody.  

 “You got first place!” shouted another. Scott couldn’t believe his eyes. He 

stared with big eyes as everybody gathered around him.  

 Scott opened his suitcase, and without a word, started passing out the 

cookies that he always had from his suitcase. One by one, the treats in Scott’s 

suitcase vanished and put smiles on people’s faces.  
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 At last, the suitcase was empty of treats. The faces around him beamed with 

happiness. The children laughed and ran. One woman gave him a big hug. It was the 

best day ever. 
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MUMBLE�BEE�

THU�HUYNH,�GRADE�5�
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THE UGLY LIZARD 
ANDREA Y., GRADE 3

			 here was a patch of eggs not far from a pond in a field. However, something 

was strange about one egg. It looked like a frog’s egg, with a black dot in the middle 

of a slab of transparent slime. The other eggs were lizard eggs. Once the lizard eggs 

hatched, little baby lizards crawled out. The last strange egg was still an egg. But, 

the black dot in the middle had four legs and a tail. Soon, the strange egg hatched 

and a slimy, wet lizard crawled out. 

“Hey you!” yelled one of the lizards. 

“Eww, clean up!” shouted another. The wet lizard lowered his head. 

They kept teasing him until the mother took them to the pond to take a drink. 

The wet lizard, though, jumped into the pond and splashed around happily. When he 

came out, he was even more wet. The mother dried him with a cotton bud. Then they 

went into a nearby bright forest to get food. They went a short way into the tall 

grass, tall bushes and triple-tall trees when they found a berry bush. Their mother 

knocked off some lower berries with her tail. 

As they nibbled on the berries, the wet lizard was rubbing himself in the 

juices. 

“Hey!” called one of the young lizards. 

“That’s your food, not your soap!” another one teased. 

He stopped and stared at the lizards with a “forgive me” look. When they went 

back, the wet lizard splashed in the pond again. He came out and fell asleep on a 

large leaf. 

Days and days went by like this. 

Then one day when he woke up, he was in a plain, different field. There wasn’t 

a pond to splash in. There weren’t any berries to roll in. There wasn’t a leaf to sleep 

in, either. The wet lizard walked onto a sidewalk nearby and trotted toward a big, 

wooden cottage at the end of the sidewalk.  

He squeezed under the big door and looked around. There was a soft bundle 

covered in cloth (a pillow) that he crawled on. 

“Eeeeeeeek!!!” 
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What was that? The wet lizard looked up and saw a human staring at him with 

big eyes. The wet lizard scuttled off the pillow and hid under the couch. Slowly, the 

human reached a hand with five fingers under the couch. The wet lizard crawled onto 

the hand and the human stifled a scream. The human pulled him out, opened the 

rectangle thing that led to an opening, walked outside, and set him down next to 

another pond. 

Two salamanders with shiny skin and beautiful patterns crawled out of the 

long grass. The wet lizard, tense, took a step backwards and ran over to the pond. 

He stared at his reflection for a while and smiled. His dull, slimy outside had changed 

into a beautiful, shiny, neon pattern of a salamander. He ran to join the others and 

started a total new life with his new friends. Even his family loved his appearance! 
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DIARY OF A CLUMSY KID 
OLIVIA HWANG, GRADE 3 
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MAYA DELAHARI: ARTS OR 
SMARTS 

 

MIKA PORTERFIELD, GRADE 6 

          ugust/14/2022 

Dear diary, I’m Maya Delahari. 

I don’t want to be here writing but my mom says I have to write in here for at least 

five minutes each day. My mom says that writing in this journal will help me “improve 

my vocabulary” (even though she’s a scholar if you ask me, she’s positively wrong). 

Mom says I should write in here about my problems, so I guess I’ll start. My biggest 

problem is third grade. Tomorrow the year will start up and I’ll have to repeat third 

grade all over again. At least I’ll be the best at art. I’m going to start by describing 

me. I have dark brown hair, unlike the rest of my family who have hazel brown hair. I 

have bright green eyes like my mom. However, my hair is always sleek and shiny, 

whereas my mother’s hair is always a thick braided mess. Oh! The five-minute timer 

finally rang. 

See you tomorrow – Maya 

August/15/2022 

Hi diary, it’s me again. 

I just got back from my first day of school. I positively hated it. Can you believe that 

they already gave us homework! It’s totally unfair, I got more homework than anyone 

else since they’re trying their best to transition me into fourth grade after 

Christmas break. I think my mom was very disappointed in me when I wasn’t doing 

too well in third grade. That might be part of why I failed, of course I’d never tell her 
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that (she can be as fierce as a lion if she wants to). I probably should be starting on 

my homework, but I told my mom that I wanted to write in you first. There’s still a 

minute left but I just had a great idea. I love drawing. Instead of writing any more I’ll 

just draw you a picture on the next page. 

Hope you love my picture, Maya 

August/16/2022 

Can you believe that Mom tore out my picture! 

Right when I finished, Mom came in to check on me and found that beautiful picture 

that I was just putting the shading on. Mom told me I was no longer allowed to draw 

anything in this diary. I am so mad at her! Luckily, I have art homework! That means I 

can draw before I finish the rest of my homework. Right now, I’m multitasking. Did 

you hear that word? I learned it in ELA today, it means doing two things at once. I’m 

doing my art homework while writing in you at the same time. The only problem is 

that we only have art once a week, so now I have to wait until next Tuesday! The 

good thing is that my art teacher said we will have a professional art contest next 

week! All of the third, fourth, and fifth graders will be competing to win a ribbon. I’m 

sure I will win, after all I am a good artist. I can’t believe I just went over the five-

minute timer! 

Bye for now – Maya 

August/17/2022 

Hi diary, 

I finished my art picture today, and I met a new friend! A girl named Amaria leaned 

over to my desk while I was drawing in ELA. “That’s good,” she whispered. Then 

Amaria showed me what she was drawing. On her paper was a beautiful golden 

retriever puppy made with perfect detail and almost as good shading as mine. She 

looked at my picture next, it was a landscape picture of the forest lining the back of 

my dusty red property in the Colorado mountains just above this school. “That’s 

nice,” she pointed out for the second time. I was about to reply when our ELA 

teacher peered over our desks and took the papers from us. “You may come get 
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them back from me on Friday,” she said as she walked back to her desk amidst all 

the laughter. “Don’t be too hard on yourself; it was a great picture,” mouthed Amaria. 

There goes the timer, I always wonder how I’m able to write this much in five 

minutes. 

See you tomorrow – Maya 

August/18/2022 

I found out today that Amaria and me sit at the same table in art, she told me. I 

always like to tell good news to help me cheer up, but it seems not to be working 

today. I have two big problems. Since we’re in elementary our class consists of all 

the same students every day. This means Amaria and me are in all the same classes. 

However, this also means that Rosa Chessy is in all of my classes. Rosa Chessy is 

the mayor’s only daughter. She’s spoiled and conceited and she brags a lot. Rosa 

Chessy always makes fun of me and often Amaria too. Today Rosa was just as bad as 

usual. She made all of the class think that I’m a dumb jerk. Rosa is spoiled and 

conceited (two words I learned today) and she doesn’t care about how others feel. 

Rosa is always making rude comments about all the other kids. I’m pretty sure no 

one likes her but are too scared to say it as she is the mayor’s only daughter. The 

day still could have been okay if it weren’t for my annoying little brother. Michal is 

five. Recently he has been left semi-unattended because my mom is taking care of 

my six-month-old sister, Marsha. Michal told my mom that I had no more homework 

left. It was true but nonetheless my mom decided I needed something besides art 

(which was what I was doing) to keep my mind busy. And so, I’m going to pause 

writing now to get started on The Mysterious Benedict Society. 

Hope tomorrow’s better – Maya 

August/19/2022 

I am SO exited! When I first wrote this entry, I made a million exclamation marks. I 

had to erase them all. My art teacher called me and Amaria to eat lunch with her. At 

first, I thought she was going to tell us something like, don’t draw in class or I heard 

from your teacher you were drawing in class. I was wrong (like always). Or at least 

partly wrong. She did tell us not to draw in class, but she also told us she was going 

to enter us in the village’s annual art contest. I can’t wait to start. I think I’ll re-
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create that picture depicting the forest line near our home. My window has the 

perfect view of the outside, and I’ll start right after the timer ends. Amaria says that 

I should try something new (but who is she to judge me I’m probably better than her 

anyways). Plus drawing something you’ve already drawn a million times gives you a 

better chance. Amaria is going to draw a picture of the canyons from the mountain 

trail that goes along our neighborhood.  

See you next MONDAY (Mom says I don’t have to write on the weekend) – Maya 

August/22/22 

One and a half weeks until the art contest! 

Can you believe it, tomorrow’s my birthday! I can’t believe I haven’t told you yet. I 

can’t wait! I hope mom makes a BIG deal about it. After all I am turning ten aren’t I. I 

asked Mom if I could get Amaria to come. She said I could pass out invitations to 

everyone in my class, and I did. Well, everyone except Rosa Chessy. I spied my mom 

wrapping lots of presents. I asked everyone for art supplies, then maybe I’ll have an 

even better chance of winning. There’s the timer. 

Tomorrow will be amazing – Maya 

August/23/22 

Worst birthday ever! 

I don’t care about the timer – Maya 

August/23/22 

Dear diary, Mom made me write more. 

When I say worst birthday ever that’s not saying much, I haven’t had many bad 

birthdays. Well, the art room was getting a new floor, so we had to go to gym 

instead. I hate gym. Somehow, I’m already at four minutes so I’ll finish up quickly. I 

didn’t get anything I wanted, just books and writing utensils. 
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Goodbye – Maya 

August/24/22 

Hi, diary. 

Today I got more presents from my friends! When I say friends, I mean Amaria. 

Amaria gave me some new brushes and some colored pencils. The colored pencils 

will be great for the shading behind the trees in my art piece. Speaking of art, I’m 

almost done with my art piece, I just have to find the right hue for the ground. Oh! I 

also found out that we’re having art on Friday since we couldn’t on Tuesday. Our ELA 

teacher started reading us a boring book. I didn’t listen to it since I was too busy re-

creating the cover (drawing it). I do remember the title though; it was Number the 

Stars. There goes the timer, I guess I’ll fill you in tomorrow. 

See you – Maya 

August/26/22 

Hi, diary. 

I don’t know what to write, my feelings feel mixed like pineapple in a fruit salad. I 

don’t even care that I know how to make a simile. I am SO mad at my mom. She knew 

Amaria was leaving and she didn’t tell me until now. To be fair she didn’t know when 

Amaria was leaving. Just that she was leaving. I did not feel like writing yesterday. I 

don’t feel like writing today either. Mom tried to tell me to look forward to our LAST 

sleepover this weekend. Mom also said that writing in here would help me. Too bad 

Mom is always wrong. 

My heart aches too much to write anymore – Maya 

August/29/22 

I think I’m actually starting to like The Mysterious Benedict Society. 

Even though the characters are facing so many problems I know they’ll get out in the 

end. I wish the same could be said for me. I still miss Amaria. I’m trying to keep busy 
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though. I already finished my art picture. Tomorrow I get a break from school for the 

first half of the day since I’m going to the art contest. I keep sending pen ink onto 

my paper. I think I should probably stop writing for a bit. 

Goodbye – Maya 

August/30/22 

Amaria won. 

August/30/22 

Today was the contest. I was sure I would win, and when it was Amaria, I just 

stopped. She wasn’t even here to claim her medal. I guess my ELA teacher could tell 

because she brought me out of class in the middle of the story. She said I should be 

happy for Amaria instead of just being sad for myself. It’s not fair of her, I am happy 

for Amaria aren’t I? I know Amaria’s happy for me at least. The last thing she told to 

me was I’m glad for you, you’ll do good in the art contest. The only problem is that I 

did not do well in the art contest, all I got was honorable mention when Amaria got 

first place. There’s still ten seconds left but by the time I finish this sentence I’ll be 

done. 

Bye for now – Maya 

P.S. – Mother says since I’m improving with my writing I can stop writing in this diary 

at the end of the week. 

September/1/2022 

Only one more day left of this diary! (not counting this one) It’s strange, every single 

day I’ve written in this diary I hated every single moment of it, but now I kind of don’t 

want to stop. I have been wondering though, am I really happy for Amaria? I have so 

many questions left unanswered. Maybe I should write Amaria a letter. I could start 

drafting it in here, I’m sure my mom wouldn’t mind. 

Dear Amaria – I’m really glad you won the art contest. 

P A G E   |  B L U E  S A G E  M A G A Z I N E7 6



Not a very good start, I should probably finish writing this tomorrow, it’s already nine 

o’ clock. 

I’ll miss you, diary – Maya 

September/2/22 

Dear Diary, I’m Maya Delahari. 

That was how I started this diary, so this is how I will end it. I all of a sudden realise 

that I’m very different than when I started this diary, yet somehow the same. I wrote 

a six-word memoir in class today: People change, friends stay the same. You know 

how I said I’ve changed a lot. Well, I think I kind of like writing now not as much as art 

but still it’s ok. Mom said I could end this diary with a picture if I wanted to. I think 

it’s a good idea. After I finish writing, I’m going to Facetime Amaria. I’ve thought 

about continuing writing in this diary, but I’m going to try extra hard to pass all my  

classes.  

You feel like a friend to me now, but we should say goodbye, like I did to Amaria.  

Well goodbye I guess, and I promise maybe next year when I’m in fourth grade I’ll 

continue writing in you – Maya. 
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DON’T BE SAD 

KENNA COUGHLIN, GRADE 6 

I wish I could tell you everything would be okay,  

but that would be a stretch.  

I wish I could tell you it would all soon go away, 

But that would be too farfetched. 

And I want to put you back together when you’re in, 

Pieces and pieces again. 

And I want to get to know you better, 

But I’m just barely a friend. 

Don’t be sad here, the sun is shining, 

I want to tell you, stop your crying, 

‘cause when you’re sad, 

You make me sad too. 

Don’t be sad here, it’ll all be fine and, 

The world will move on and not look behind again. 

I wish I could see you, through and through. 

I wish I could tell you the world would be fine. 

I wish I could tell you everything would be alright. 

I wish I could tell you the whole wide world would be okay. 

Truth be told, no one knows. 

If the whole world ends, that’s how the story goes,  
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And that’s all anyone has to say. 

But hey, I’m still here for you. 

And when the war is through, 

And we’re covered in blue, 

I’m still here for you. 

Don’t be sad but I could never ever be in your shoes. 

I stand at a distance, 

Mind my business, 

I’m a mess but I can’t get you off my mind. 

You have no idea, 

How I really feel, 

But I’ll tell you. 

Don’t be sad.  

But you don’t have to put on a happy face. 

But it would mean everything to me if you could be okay. 

‘Cause when you’re sad, you make me sad too. 

And I’m still here for you. 
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TH E  S EAH ORS E  

L I L IA N  WA N G,  GRA DE  4  

As the seahorse bobs 

up and down at the bus station,  

it readies its hook.  

It slowly uncurls 

its long, long tail 

and grasps a coral like a handrail,  

and it sits and waits,  

and settles down.  

Before taking  

another venture  

to another bus  

again.  
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