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W

elcome to Issue 6 of Blue Sage Magazine!

While assembling this issue, I was constantly double-checking that it was, in fact,
Issue 6 — not Issue 3, or Issue 4, or Issue 5. Although it’s cliché, it feels like only
yesterday that I was putting together Issue 1. I wavered between this and that
format and fretted over the tiniest design elements, striving to do every piece
justice. Not long before, I had learned to build my first website, developed a
feedback system, and received those first precious submissions. I’ve gained so much
experience since then, refining Blue Sage Magazine through trial and error. Still, I
recall each of those initial passions and triumphs with such clarity — likely because
most of them never faded. Each new submission continues to spark a thrill of joy in
me, one that hasn’t dimmed in the slightest. In seconds, I’m clicking open the piece,
eager to dive into whatever situations, settings, and/or characters lie within.
Most of all, though, my vision for Blue Sage Magazine resolutely remains the same:
a vibrant, dynamic space for kids’ voices to be celebrated and cultivated. A space
that prides itself on diversity and inclusivity. A space that inspires everyone to
embrace their authentic self and share their perspective with the world. Focused on
empowering our submitters, I had no idea how much personal fulfillment I would
derive from realizing this vision. What a dream, to experience so much feeling and
insight through the eyes of young creators. What a gift to learn from them, to be
shaped by them.
Some of the messages woven into this issue are more overt. In Brianna Bartlett’s
“Black Jellybeans,” Faith boldly proclaims her message of self-acceptance. In “A
Poem,” Pearly Everlasting H. elegantly states the power of poetry to convey
emotions. In “Save the Planet,” Amaya Gutierrez raises an urgent call to protect our
Earth.
Others are less apparent, but equally valuable. Jaya Liu’s “Warm Winter” is a tale of
creating warmth and kindness in a cold and lonely environment. Srikar A.’s “The
Prodigious Discovery” is imbued with the beauty of finding camaraderie in the

unlikeliest of places. Emilia Abbas’s “Sea Jewels” captures the strangeness of
existing in a world that is at once majestic and unknowable. Every one of the works
in this issue has influenced my life in ways small and large, simply by virtue of
sharing a unique perspective, if nothing else.
When exploring this issue, I would encourage readers to do the following: Allow
yourself to be immersed in each creative spirit. Look closer. Listen. Feel. My heart is
full of pride and excitement for the privilege of showcasing these brilliant young
writers and artists. As always, thank you so much to all of the contributors, parents,
teachers, and editors who made this issue possible!

Sincerely,
Christine T.
Founder & Editor-in-Chief
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BLACK JELLYBEANS
BRIANNA BARTLETT, GRADE 5

O

n a chilly Friday morning, eager children impatiently wait outside of a

candy store in the heart of downtown, pounding on the doors, breathing on the glass
windows as they look inside of a glorious candy store where jars and jars of
jellybeans line shelves on the walls.
Among all of the colorful jars of jellybeans was a big jar of black jellybeans. A
full jar. Sitting in the upper left corner as if unwanted, nearly out of reach. Faith, a
black-colored jellybean, ran around the jar and sang, “Today is the day that we will
get picked, today is the day that–”
Ronald, a fellow black jellybean with his arms crossed over his chest,
interrupted her. “The children are not going to pick us. They didn’t yesterday, won’t
tomorrow and will not today. However, I am working on an idea to change ourselves
and make us more appealing; in the meantime my suggestion is to get rid of your
hope and just be grumpy like the rest of us,” Ronald said as he enviously gazed over
at the colorful jellybeans.
“But I have a feeling Ronald! Don’t give up hope yet!” Faith countered and then
ran to the other side of the jar. She continued to sing her cheerful song but then
accidentally bumped into her friend, a tall, skinny black jellybean named Jesse.
“Faith, you know that no one is going to pick us! Why do you hold onto your
hope day-after-day? We’re black jellybeans! The children are going to always pick the
colorful jellybeans over us! Ugh!” Jesse said before running away in a tantrum.
Finally, the candy store doors opened and the children rushed inside. In just a
few seconds all of the paper bags were gone and the children were shoving their
bags with handfuls of colorful jellybeans, as usual. Then the rush ended and the
candy shop became empty again. “Today is the day huh, Faith?... looks like you're
wrong again... they’re never going to pick us... I told you, just be grumpy... just give
up hope,” the black jellybeans said woefully as they sulked off to their secret
places.
The next day Faith woke up and turned her head to see Ronald doing some
kind of experiment on fellow black jellybeans. She sat up and scratched her head in
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bewilderment as she watched Ronald carefully combining loose bits and pieces of
the colorful jellybeans he picked up off the floor from his trips there with pieces of
himself. “What are you doing Ronald?” Faith asked with concern.
Ronald answered in a proud tone, “I am solving our problem is what I’m doing,
for I am administering a medicine that will make black jellybeans rainbow-colored!”
Immediately Faith's smile faded and her eyes stared directly at Ronald. Faith knew
that this was not going to go well but she just walked away and continued her
morning walk around the jar. Up ahead she saw Jesse covered in pink and purple dots
from head to toe. Faith sprinted to Jesse not knowing what was going on.
“Jesse! What happened?” Faith asked with her voice quivering.
“I tried Ronald’s medicine to make me look rainbow-colored but it didn’t work
and now I am diagnosed with jellybean pox,” Jesse answered with an ashamed look.
“... and now I might even lose my flavor,” Jesse continued.
“No! Hopefully you feel better soon! I need to stop Ronald before this happens
to anybody else!” Faith replied and immediately ran to Ronald’s, passing dozens of
black jellybeans on the way, many diagnosed with jellybean pox. Finally, Faith
reached Ronald. He was with a black jellybean about to spoon a bit of his tie-dye
medicine into its mouth. “Ronald?” Faith blurted out, “I need to speak to you!”
Ronald answered in a quiet tone, “I know what you’re going to say, but what
I’m doing is for the best. We are not wanted as we are and must change ourselves if
we are to be loved and chosen by the kids. If you are here to stop me I am not going
to let you!” Faith knew that when Ronald said no he meant no so she stormed off and
thought of other ideas.
The next day Faith was once again optimistic, believing as if today was
definitely the day that the black jellybeans were going to get picked by the children.
She sang her cheerful song all around the jar not caring what the other negative
jellybeans said. Then she stood on top of a jellybean table and gave a speech. “Hello,
fellow jellybeans. I have something I’d like to say. Please, don’t take Ronald’s
medicine. It’s not worth it. Don’t change yourself simply because of what other
people think. You are you and that is amazing! Who cares if a few people don’t like
you. You know who you are and don’t need to change that!” By the end of her speech
there were puddles of tears from all of the jellybeans, both colorful and black. As
Faith looked around she didn’t see purple dots on the jellybeans anymore. It seemed
that Love of themselves had cured the jellybeans from jellybean pox.
Then, the candy store doors opened and the rush of kids came inside… but
something was different this time. There was a new girl in the group, Clara. Faith had
her ear pressed to the jar, “Everyone, I see a situation in this candy store! No one is
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picking the black jellybeans! Imagine if black jellybeans were people; it wouldn’t feel
good if no one picks you. Since I am paying for your jellybeans you either add some
black jellybeans to your bag or you get no jellybeans at all,” Clara said proudly. All the
kids took their bags and regretfully stuffed a handful of black jellybeans inside
them.
“YAAAY!” Faith screamed with a high-pitched voice as she got scooped up and
placed inside a bag. After paying, the children gathered into the corner of the candy
shop and grabbed a black jellybean out of their bag. Faith was in Clara’s hands. Clara
was the first to try her black jellybean. She plopped Faith into her mouth. Right as
she bit into Faith, her heart leaped with joy and she revealed to the other kids how
amazing it was. Then, all the other children tried their black jellybean. At first they
made a disgusting face, but soon their disgusting faces turned into the biggest
smiles! They dug into their bags and munched all the other black jellybeans down
and they wanted more. From that day on, every jellybean at the candy store was
treated as equal and was eaten the same no matter what they looked like.
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LIFE ON THE BEACH
ISABELLA SONG, GRADE 4
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THE PRODIGIOUS
DISCOVERY, PART 1
SRIKAR A., GRADE 5

I

t was a quiet, moonlit night. Plato was writing a manuscript about Atlantis

in his study when he heard a knocking noise. It took him a moment to register that
someone was knocking on his door. He heaved a sigh and got up to open the door.
When he opened the door, he was surprised to see no one there. Then, he looked
down and saw a little boy standing in front of him.
Plato said, “Well, hello little boy. What do I owe you the pleasure of?”
“I hope that I am not disturbing you but I know that you are very wise and that
you know about Atlantis. I would like to know a bit about Atlantis and, if you could
somehow let us, see it in person,” the boy replied.
“It is true that I know a lot about Atlantis but even I could not take you there
to see it in person,” Plato began. The boy’s face slightly fell.
“However, it is within my ability to tell you everything I know about Atlantis,
so come inside. In fact, before you came, I was working on my manuscript about
Atlantis,” Plato said, gesturing to the scroll on his table. The boy perked up and
walked inside the house. Plato shut the door and caught up to the boy.
“What is your name, little boy?”
“My name is Christopher,” the boy replied, curtly. They walked in silence the
rest of the way. Once they were seated, Plato started talking again.
“So, what would you specifically like to know about Atlantis, Christopher?”
“First of all, where was Atlantis and how big was it? Like, was it in the middle
of the Mediterranean Sea and the size of Athens?” Christopher asked, his eyes
brimming with curiosity.
“Calm down! One question at a time!” Plato laughed, his eyes twinkling and full
of happiness.
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“As far as I know, Atlantis is near the Pillars of Hercules. Do you know where
that is, Christopher?” Plato said. Christopher merely nodded, urging Plato to go on
about Atlantis.
“Atlantis is very big, bigger than all of Greece put together. It is as big as
Libya and Asia Minor put together,” Plato said.
“Sir, that is very big indeed!” Christopher exclaimed, his mouth wide open. “If
it is that huge, how can one king rule it?”
“Ahh, but that’s where you’re wrong. One king didn’t rule it, ten kings did. They
split the land and built palaces for themselves. They are very fair and are not evil,”
Plato said. “Sadly, one day, one of the kings got greedy and tried to steal the Krystal.
The Krystal was a very powerful crystal that controlled Atlantis. The Krystal has
feelings, you see. When the greedy king tried to steal it, it put a powerful curse on
him. The Krystal felt that all of Atlantis needed to be punished for this. So it made
Atlantis fall down, under the sea, until they were so deep, that nobody could see or
hear them. To this day, they continue to survive underwater.” Plato ended.
“Wow!” Christopher softly whispered. Suddenly, a growing light encased the
room. Plato and Christopher noticed it and were very confused. It was coming from
Plato’s manuscript!
“Sir? What’s going on?” Christopher slowly asked, uncertainly. Abruptly, the
glowing light dwindled down to a little speck and disappeared. Then, Plato and
Christopher were both pulled into Plato’s manuscript.
“What’s happening?” Christopher howled, terrified.
“I don’t know!!!!!!” Plato yelled back. Plato’s words were the last things both of
them heard before the world went black.
Plato and Christopher woke up in some sort of soft, shimmering grass. The
sun was shining right into their eyes. Thin, small fish darted in and out of Plato’s
view. Then, Christopher saw a strange sight. The shops and markets were hovering
above them! In front of each shop there were two catalogs. People were looking and
clicking on items that they wanted. As Christopher and Plato watched, the items
that the person had clicked on magically appeared in the person's hands, along with
a receipt! Plato rubbed his head, ruefully. He was very confused. Christopher
watched everyone with fascination.
“Whoa, what is this place?” he asked, in amazement.
“I don’t know. Let’s ask somebody.” And just like that, Plato stopped a woman
in her tracks and asked her.
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“Hello. Where is this place?”
“You must be new here. This is Atlantis,” the woman replied, flashing a smile.
“Atlantis? Like the Atlantis that was ruled by ten kings?” Christopher said,
suddenly awake.
“The same one,” the woman said.
“One more thing... Is Atlantis underwater?” Plato asked.
“Of course it is!” the woman said, looking bewildered
As soon as the woman was out of sight, Christopher started to bounce on the
grass, ruining the shimmering effect.
“I can’t believe that we’re actually in Atlantis!” he exclaimed.
“I hate to ruin your excitement, but I’m pretty sure that we’re actually in
Atlantis at the time that it survived underwater,” Plato said, feeling awkward.
But the expression on his face showed that Christopher was not the least
affected by this news.
“So? It’s still Atlantis! Let’s explore!” Christopher exclaimed. With that, he
started running towards the glittering, pearl-covered gates of what Plato assumed
was the main royal palace. Plato followed him. As soon as they reached the gates,
Christopher yelped.
“Plato, look! There’s a wanted poster. It says that the prize is 15 Atlantean
conches. It also says that you can get your prize money in any type of currency. 15
Atlantean conches are equal to....By Zeus’s beard! 5,000 drachmas!”
At this statement, Plato went to see the wanted poster. He scanned the
poster. Apparently, there was a thief on the loose. He had stolen the queen’s
diamond and pearl necklace. After reading all this information, he turned around to
face Christopher.
“Well, I think we should look for the thief. But first, I think we should get some
rest. We’ll go to the palace tomorrow to ask if we can investigate.” Christopher
agreed and they went back to the grass and slept.
The next day, Plato and Christopher went to the pearl gates again. This time,
there were two burly guards in front.
Plato walked up to them and asked, “Excuse me, can we see the queen? We
are investigating the necklace thievery and would like to talk to the queen.”
One of the guards said, “We’ll take you to the queen. Please don’t touch
anything unless you have permission.”
With that, the guards led Plato and Christopher into the palace. It was more
splendid than Plato could have ever imagined. There were portraits of every ruler of
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Atlantis displayed on the wall. They were surrounded by pearls and serpentine, which
went beautifully on the walls. Further into the palace, they glimpsed tapestries that
displayed the history of Atlantis. One elegantly decorated tapestry showed the
greedy king of Atlantis kneeling before the Krystal, begging for mercy. At last, they
reached the queen’s room. The room was decorated with bright shades of pink,
purple, and magenta. In one corner stood a dressing table. On the other side of the
room, the closet stood open. Plato saw some of the many lavish dresses the queen
owned. In the middle of the exquisite room, was a bed. On the bed crying, was the
queen herself! The queen didn’t seem to notice them at first.
When she finally looked up, the beautiful queen asked, “Who are these
gentlemen?”
Plato introduced himself and Christopher. “Your Majesty, we are detectives
who are trying to find the scoundrel who has stolen your necklace. We were hoping
to ask you some questions about the incident.”
At the mention of the necklace, the queen burst into tears. “That necklace
was given to me by my husband, the king. It is very dear to me!” the queen sobbed.
Plato attempted to comfort the somber queen.
“Your Majesty, do not worry, we shall find your necklace, whatever the risk,”
Plato consoled.
“By any chance, was anything else stolen?” Plato asked.
The queen looked around to make sure they were alone before answering. “My
earrings were also stolen. They were a gift from my son when I became the queen of
Atlantis!”
Plato thought for a moment. “Did you find any hair or footprints from the
thief?”
The queen stopped crying for a moment to think about this. “We found one
hair, but it was from a monkey. I don't think a monkey stole it because all the
windows were locked at night when I was sleeping.”
Christopher finally spoke up. He had been very quiet so far.
“Your Majesty–”
“Oh, please do not call me that. Call me Queen Sofia,” the queen interrupted.
“Queen Sofia, how are you so sure that it was a thief who stole the necklace?”
Christopher inquired.
“I am sure a thief stole the necklace because when I went to bed, it was still
there. When I woke up, it had disappeared!” Queen Sofia said.
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“Let’s search the room quickly,” said Plato. He and Christopher looked
everywhere in the room. Just when they were about to give up, Plato spotted a
necklace under the bed, almost entirely coated with dust.
“Queen Sofia, could that by any chance be your necklace?” Plato asked,
pointing to the dust-covered necklace.
“Why, yes that is my necklace! Thank you so much for finding it! For your
reward, what type of money would you like?” the queen exclaimed.
“If you could be so kind, we would like drachmas,” Plato said.
“Drachmas it is then!” the jolly queen said.
With that, the queen waved her hand and, in both Plato’s and Christopher’s
hands, a pile of 2,500 drachmas appeared.
“If you find my earrings, please come to me for another 2,500 drachmas!”
Queen Sofia said, happily.
“Thank you for the money! If we do find your earrings, we will bring them to
you!” Plato and Christopher exclaimed in unison.
“No, I should be thanking you, my friends,” the queen said, smiling.
After the farewells, the guards escorted Plato and Christopher to the gate.
When they had settled down in the grass, they started to talk about what to do now.
“Now that we’ve solved part of the mystery, should we go home?” Plato
wondered aloud.
“We should try to find the earrings, then go home.” Christopher said. Plato
agreed.
While they were walking back to the grassy area they had landed on,
Christopher got hungry and took out a banana to eat. Almost immediately, a monkey
jumped in their path. It held its hand out for the banana. At once, Christopher
understood the monkey’s game. He held his hand out, too, for a trade. The monkey
disappeared and came back in a few minutes, clutching something shiny in its paws.
Christopher gave the banana to the monkey. To the surprise of both Christopher and
Plato, who was eyeing the monkey with interest now, the monkey dropped two
diamond-studded earrings into Christopher’s hands! Plato and Christopher looked at
each other, and without a word, abruptly turned around and ran back toward the
palace. They ran to the queen and exchanged the earrings for 2,550 more drachmas.
Then, they headed home using Plato’s manuscript. It sucked them in and dropped
them off in Plato’s house. The landing was a lot gentler this time.
Once they had put their money in a pouch, Plato started wondering about
what to do next. Then, he got an idea.
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“Let’s go on a journey to hide the map so it won’t fall into the wrong hands!”
Plato said excitedly.
“That’s a great idea. Let’s start packing.” Christopher said, just as excited.
THE END
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SEA JEWELS
EMILIA ABBAS, GRADE 5
When the color of the sea is reflected in the retina of my eyes
I can hardly distinguish that sea's colorless at sight
with this gorgeous bluish fluid, refreshing smell that forms right
Why sky brightly clear, the clouds hardly leave a trace, oh dear!

who made this wonderful gear, where shadows cast on these waves
toes of feet caressed among their waves, colors blended ha’ve
White, turquoise then teal
And the newborn turtles hesitated to the sea,
How does they realize the way
after leaving their mother away

Who all on the sea road, how they face the highest swell
with their tiny sized playful shape
not afraid to get lost in this deep,
Like a blend of this mysterious clay

do not know what the souls of these creatures hide
That had coexisted with them for thousands ages
What is her name, where did she come from and
why is she here, bunch of questions to ask
But who knows these tasks?
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As that crab walks on the ground
to leave its tracks on the sand
Those little feet where another wave of water passes
to hide its limited tracks
returns to her corners where her citizens are,
afraid to come into the wilderness more

this mysterious nature continues to keep,
their secrets for a longer time
Everything is erased when you get closer eye
Where the jewels of the sea shines, almost dive inside
But it is only the sea that sparkles in the evening light
like a painting drawn with extreme precision lit
I can hardly find fault with it, what a perfect look-set

And the sounds of accumulating waves,
when I close my eyes
almost hear it from miles away, but getting close
Sounds more complex and rise
feeling entangled now between what the wind
is trying to tell me and what the sea music plays
fading away in my head and the buzz remains
suggestive of another speech
have listened to him, often complains a lot
tells me how many have inadvertently drowned
and what is hidden in its depths

It's like another world, but there's nothing
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but the calm sound there
There is no noise, nor unwanted speech,
it is dark in depths
Maybe to another dimension behind this existence bear
thought at first was a pond,
what it hides beneath it is too deep to be
found a reflection that accompanies
every moment, but don't feel its presence anymore
As We have become one in soul
now our spirits dance like mermaids either goblins
in the middle of the day telling me
The sun is about to set and it's my turn to leave
Then you will disappear into this deep?,
and there is no one around me
sardines fish go their way in groups and I stay alone
no hugs, nor home
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OVER THE MOON
SIENNA SCHWARZ, GRADE 6
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ON DIFFERENT
WAVELENGTHS
BRIANNA SU, GRADE 6
“Birds of a feather always stick together”
A classic line but also one that forgets
The one that strays away from the flock and doesn’t get invited back.
Too angry all the time.
Your resting face is too scary.
Too quiet.
Everywhere around me filled with sounds of voices, sounds of laughter.
But myself, the one and only sound I can hear is the voice of my mind
Again and again
Day after day
Swimming in the ocean that everyone swam so well
But me.
The ocean of friendships, the waves of feeling like you fit in.
Deep down in the ocean
sits a cold desolate room
that is small and tight.
Curled up in the corner
lies myself,
lonely and longing.
And another floor,
On top of the layer I stay,
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Warm as the summer suns
With many laughing and talking there,
Enjoying each minute, eager for the next day
And yet,
So faint that it looked as if it was hardly there,
in front of me, a little spark floats
A little spark flies in from the bottom
A hand
A ladder to drop down from the shivering layer
Of loneliness and longing
A spark that glows and expands to a ray of sunshine,
And that grows bigger and bigger,
Until the whole room is illuminated by the glow of the past spark
A hand that reaches forward
A bird that realizes
The other that had gone astray.
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SAVE THE PLANET
AMAYA GUTIERREZ, GRADE 4
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BEACH
ALEXANDER H., GRADE 3
Beach
Beach
The slow
calm, waves.
But the waves can
get ANGRY AND FRUSTRATED
and PUSH THE SAND
AWAY!
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SEATTLE
NOLAN L., GRADE 4
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I QUIT!
ASHLEN VERMA, GRADE 6

D

ear Past Pessimistic Ashlen,

Hi there, long time no see! Now, if there is one thing I want you to know, it will be
that I quit! I quit having to deal with you and getting thrown under the bus in the
process. I quit saying “Ok” whenever I get wished a happy birthday or not enjoying
the happy moment with family because I have realised that you will never get to
relive your life. I quit having to make up excuses when I have to do something. I
officially resign listening to sad songs on repeat thinking I was depressed when it
was really just you who kept dragging me down. I realised that I don’t need you
anymore and I never did. And, I found something else, Optimism. Yes, your one and
only arch nemesis. And I am much happier. I hope you all the best for the future and
please don’t start bugging someone else, I can’t put up with your stuff much longer
and I’m sure someone else couldn’t.
Yours Untruly,
Ashlen Verma
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LIZARD MAN’S FIRST FIGHT
ALEX BLACK, GRADE 6
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TRUTH
NATHAN TENG, GRADE 4

“W

here are you going?” A voice behind me echoed across the room. I kept

silent. I could not tell my dad that I was going to see my friends in the middle of the
night.
“Tell me,” my dad said, his voice becoming more impatient, “this instant.”
I backed away, refusing to speak. My mouth would not twist open! Sooner or
later, I would receive a big punishment. I feel like my dad is very strict. I like that he
is sometimes on high alert, but it’s still very upsetting that he has many rules and
expectations.
Finally, my dad pointed back, “I’ve had it! Go to your room and stay for a week.
You may only come out to eat and drink water.”
I ran off to my room, tears pooling in my eyes. I slammed the door, locking it in
the process. My dad shouted something downstairs, but I couldn’t hear it. I put my
face in my pillow and cried. Why did my dad have to be so strict? Soon, something
weird happened. My room was a pool of tears, and they were drowning me! I tried to
wiggle up to the surface, but they kept on pulling my down. Once I reached the
bottom, I was unconscious.
•

•

•

As I opened my eyes, I found myself in a sort of metropolitan city. There were
flying cars, skyscrapers that reached the sky, and many other modern buildings. Part
of it also had mythical creatures like dragons, unicorns, ogres, and more beasts. I
could smell the scent of a brand new car, which I love. Everything was so cool! And it
was also filled with familiar things. Could this be everything I know, my old
memories? Even just a flicker of thought I once had? I stood up in awe. I took a step
forward. Something swooped by me. It was the eagle I saw for the first time when I
was five! I gently petted it. Then, I moved on. I took a look at many things,
remembering when I’d seen them before. Some of them were bad too, like when I was
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sick. Suddenly, a familiar booming voice boomed behind me. This one was recent.
Very recent! Almost as if it happened today.
I turned around, finding my dad saying, “Where are you going?” Now I
remembered what this memory was. My good memories ran away. This was gonna be
hard. Unless I told the truth!
“I,” I hesitated for a second, “am going to see my friends. They have an origami
event to prepare. I wanted to help out.”
My dad arched an eyebrow. “Well just help them tonight. Next time make it at
daytime. And tell me.”
Suddenly, a blinding light took me back to my room. But this time it wasn’t
filled with tears. It was filled with truth.

PAG E 3 3 | B LU E SAG E M AGA Z I N E

A POEM
PEARLY EVERLASTING H., GRADE 4

A poem is beautiful
It loves and helps
It transmits
A feeling
Sad happy free
It feels good
To see or write
A poem
Poems feel amazing
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GIRL WITH GREEN SHIRT
MADISON ALBERT, GRADE 6
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WARM WINTER
JAYA LIU, GRADE 4

W

inter is a good time to make money for the Angevin family.

You would think by looking at their shabby house and their tattered clothing,

that winter time would be hard for them. But the Angevin family has their own way to
get through winter by knitting warm wooly shoes.
Every pair of shoes is particular with beautiful patterns and wool hand-picked
from the neighboring farm. Liz Angevin is the youngest member in this strange
group. Every Autumn she and the rest of her family will go and pick wool from Mr.
Wells’ farm. Then the Angevins will carefully knit each pair, add the rubber sole,
making them look as exclusive as possible. But, Liz’s favorite part is selling the
shoes.
Each morning, Liz and her older brother Ned bundle and pack the shoes
together with a large blanket after breakfast. They head to their selling spot next to
a bakery. First, Liz sets the blanket down while Ned goes to collect tree branches.
He carefully sets the branches as stands to display the shoes.
While Ned assembles their pretty little “stand,” Liz often takes in the sights
and the smells of the bakery. What she thinks is the best bakery in the world,
Taylor’s Bakery, is huge with all the bread and cakes you can imagine. The whole
place is like a museum of bread and pastry. Fresh and warm bagels, colorful and
icing-topped cupcakes, grand and creamy cheesecakes...if Liz had the money, she
could eat all of these mouth-watering delicacies in one meal.
On a particularly snowy afternoon, the Angevin family wished Liz and Ned to
just stay home. “But the bakery is very near! And we need the money! Just let us go!”
Liz exclaimed.
“No, you can’t! It’s snowing! You’re going to get sick! And it’s Christmas
tomorrow, don’t you want to stay home with your family?” Mrs. Angevin demanded.
“Please mother, just let us go! It won’t take us long. We’ll be home before
dinner.” Liz begged.
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“Ok, OK! But remember to wear a pair of our shoes. They will keep your feet
warm.” Mrs. Angevin finally agreed.
They gathered their stuff and headed off towards the bakery. She counted
the shoes they had brought. “Eleven pairs! These will sell even faster than they
usually do.” The shoes always sell extremely quickly, so that they can buy bread and
head back home right before dinner time.
But nobody seemed to be interested.
It was such a cold and snowy day, that everyone was hurrying from place to
place without lingering, as they tried to flee the chill and frost. They huddled
together, but they could not escape the cold.
Liz became frustrated; why was nobody stopping even for a little bit? Why
does it have to be snowing so hard now? Why did she even want to come here in the
first place? “What should we do?” Liz said.
Ned seemed calm, but Liz knew that he must be as worried as she was. “I
don’t think that anybody will come here, how about we split up?” he suggested. Liz
agreed. So they each grabbed about half a dozen pairs and headed in opposite
directions. As Liz trudged through the snow, she began to feel tired. What should
she do now? But then she had a brilliant idea. She remembered that there was a mall
nearby. Maybe she could go in and make herself warm.
When she reached the mall, she found a lot of people there. Great! She can
also sell her shoes here as well. But first, as she went in she decided to rest for a
bit. After her little break she felt warmer and more relaxed, so she went outside.
Now she only had one thing to do: sell her shoes.
Because Ned had taken the tree branches for the stand, she could only hold
them out as people walked by. “Warm shoes! Handmade shoes! One of a kind!” she
hollered every word she could think of. The shoes had always been able to sell
themselves, never before did she have to solicit like this.
A lot of people seemed interested. They stopped by and admired the shoes
for a while. But then they seemed to remember that they were freezing. She was
only able to sell two pairs before she realized that she couldn’t stay there.
She headed towards the central square. Surprisingly there were a lot of
people and stalls there. So she decided to walk around the square selling her shoes.
Someone heard Liz shouting, and they approached her. “Can I buy a pair? They
will look nice on my wall,” said the man, totally forgetting the shoes' real use. Liz
happily agreed. Now she only had two pairs to sell.
But then, an angry looking official marched up to her and said, “What?”
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Liz, who was scared by the man, jumped and nearly fell over. “What ‘what’?”
she said, feeling stupid.
“What are you doing here? Didn’t you see the sign? We don’t allow street
sellers around here. Go somewhere else!”
Liz ran away feeling frightened. Where should she go now? The day wasn’t
getting any warmer. In fact, the cold was getting unbearable, and she still had to sell
the shoes.
As she wandered from street to street, a lot of people asked her to come into
their homes to get warm. “Come in here!” “Why are you still out in the cold?” “We
have fresh cookies, please come in.” Instead of feeling calm, Liz felt angry. Why are
these people treating her like some kind of stray dog? If they really wanted to help
her, they would buy her shoes, but none of them were doing that.
Thankfully, it stopped snowing. Liz wiped off the snow from her shoes.
Then, she saw a couple with umbrellas hurrying through the street. They were
wearing slick leather gloves. The man was also wearing a crisp and neat suit, and the
woman was wearing a red fur scarf. They must be the rich people who lived in this
town, Liz thought. Liz ran up to catch them. “Can...can you buy...these shoes?” she
didn’t want to hear the answer.
To her surprise, the woman said, “They look pricey! Let’s buy two pairs!” Liz
was surprised and happy. She had finally sold all of her shoes! She greedily took the
money.
She happily started heading back to the bakery, when she saw a person
running up to her. “Can...can...I buy a pair of your shoes?” the stranger stammered.
Liz felt uncomfortable. “Sorry, we don’t have any more shoes until next week.
You can buy some then.”
“But...but...I thought these shoes would be a great Christmas present!”
Liz’s heart softened. “Sorry, we really don’t have any more shoes.”
“OK.”
His shoulders slumped, his head dropped and he turned away from Liz.
Liz suddenly remembered that Christmas was tomorrow.
She had been so engaged with selling her shoes, that she forgot all about it.
As Liz continued walking towards the bakery her feet felt warm.
She was still wearing a pair of shoes. They were still clean despite the snow.
Even though they were a bit soggy, if they got dried they would be brand new.
It was nearly midnight.
Liz hesitated, and removed her shoes. To her surprise, she didn’t feel cold.
Liz ran back after the stranger, leaving footprints in the snow…
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I REMEMBER
LILIAN WANG, GRADE 4
I remember standing on a shore, soft sand sinking my warm feet, watching towering
and powerful whooshing currents of the humongous blue ocean, mesmerized.

I remember shivering on the cold Halloween night, wind swirling around me, my hands
numb in the bitter air, misty fog blinding my sight, jack o’ lanterns glowing a spinetingling light.

I remember holding a knife, using force to make a little dent on the pumpkin, needing
to squint to see the shape of an eye. The pumpkin’s mouth was wide open with
fangs, its wicked grin seeming to laugh at me in its empty-headed state of joy.

I remember accidentally smashing a bowl on the floor, glass shattering into a
thousand pieces piercing the air as I covered my ears.

I remember moving shovel-fuls of freezing snow using an oversized wooden shovel,
strength draining out of me as my shoulders ached with effort to move during my
continuous labor.

I remember accidentally hearing part of a horror movie meant for adults. I listened
with terrified respect; a warrior’s blood-curdling cry of anger shocked me in such a
way that it was a struggle to gather my senses.

I remember wondering what’s inside a computer, doing a quick inspection of it,
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knocking it occasionally with annoyance. However, the more I used it, the more I
understood it, yet it was a forever item of magic and mystery.

I remember learning new words and thinking about advanced vocabulary that make
readers stay hooked on the reading. I wanted readers to be remarkably concentrated
on the enthralling events that go one after another, in a hypnotizing sort of force
that sucks you in.

PAG E 4 0 | B LU E SAG E M AGA Z I N E

WALKING ON WATER
SIENNA SCHWARZ , GRADE 6
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THE MAYOR’S SON
JORIE N., GRADE 6

L

ong, long ago in a village there was a merchant. He had three daughters,

Violet, Marissa, and Lilly. Violet was the oldest and was the cleverest. She loved
racing through the streets trying to find the fastest way to school, her braided
white hair trailing in the wind and her teal eyes twinkling. Marissa was the middle
child, and she was the smartest. She would spend hours caught up in a book,
sometimes laughing and making her short chestnut hair bounce. Lilly was the
youngest and had the most heart. She loved laughing with the neighbors and letting
the grannies comb through her wavy blonde hair. If she ever saw anyone she knew,
her sea-green eyes would glimmer, and her mouth would go into a big happy smile. All
three girls were the prettiest girls in the whole town! They all had one crush, the
mayor's son, Logan. He had handsome brown eyes and a winning smile. His main
hobby was collecting and learning about all the birds on the Earth. He had been
fascinated by birds from a young age.
One day, when their father sent them out to go find someone to marry, they
all took one bag of coins and set off. "I'm going to marry the mayor's son, because
I'm the cleverest,” Violet said.
"No way sister! I'm going to marry the mayor's son because I'm the smartest,”
boasted Marissa.
"You guys will definitely marry Logan. Me, I'm too young," said Lilly. The girls
set out. Violet knew all the shortcuts in town and arrived at the mayor's house first.
She grabbed the door knocker and pounded on the door. The mayor opened it.
"Hello, Violet! What brings you here today?" he asked, his plump, freckled face
breaking into a smile and his mouth turning into a lopsided grin as he saw Violet.
"Oh, nothing really. I just wanted to ask if I could marry your son?”
The mayor's smile faded a bit. "One moment," he said and slipped into the
house. After a while he came out again and said, "Logan will marry you if you pass
this test. You must dance with him. Now." Violet gasped. She knew she had to dance,
but she also knew that the mayor's son was a trickster and she didn't want to
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humiliate herself. He once tricked a stuck-up merchant into trading him a golden
cage for a stuffed elephant. So, she marched off.
Seconds later, Marissa arrived at the house and pounded on the door. Once
again, the mayor answered it. "Hello, Marissa! What brings you to my house?”
Marissa giggled sweetly. "Oh, nothing really, I just came here to ask if I could
marry your son?”
The mayor sighed and said, "One moment" and slammed the door.
"That wasn't very smart! The hinges could break! I don't want a father-in-law
that is not smart!" complained Marissa. She waited. Finally the mayor returned.
"You can marry my boy if you pass a test. You must dance with him. Now.”
Marissa gasped. "What? I have no proper dress on! If anyone sees us they will
think he's a fool! He's not as smart as I thought!" And with that, she stomped off
away from the mansion.
Moments later Lilly showed up. Even though she was fast she had to stop
along the way to help a lady, who gave her a pretty hat in return. Before knocking she
glanced up at the three-story mansion, glistening and gleaming in all its beautiful
glory. The mansion was a hand-carved wooden masterpiece and Lilly had always
dreamed about living in that house.
The mayor opened the door after Lilly had knocked gently. "Hello. I know, I
know. You want to marry Logan. One moment please.”
Lilly quickly said, "Wait! I was just here to ask if I could marry any of your
servants! Even though I love Logan with all my heart I know my sisters already got to
him.”
The mayor smiled, "One moment please." Lilly waited with her sweet smile
coming onto her face as she watched doves. She waited. And waited. As she stood
there, she noticed a beautiful bird with colorful blue and red feathers and a yellow
beak. How magnificent! She decided to mimic its call while she waited. Finally, the
mayor came out and said, "You may marry Logan if you can pass a test. Your sisters
didn't pass it. But maybe you can. All you need to do is dance with Logan. Now.”
Lilly was surprised. "That's easy! Of course I will dance with your son! I've
seen him dancing with visitors in the town square and he's amazing! Where will we
dance?”
The mayor grinned. "Follow me." He led Lilly into the mansion and into the
courtyard. There, Logan was sitting on a bench petting a fluffy bird. Lilly recognized
it at once. It was the bird she had seen while waiting, whose call she had mimicked!
She softly repeated that call again and the bird flew over to her and perched on her

PAG E 4 3 | B LU E SAG E M AGA Z I N E

arm. Then it fluttered up into a tree. When the boy saw Lilly, he knew in his heart she
was the one. "Congratulations!" he said, standing up. "You have passed!”
The wedding was held one week later. The happy couple inherited most of the
land. Logan became Mayor and Lilly became a wildlife preserver. As for the sisters,
they learned their lesson about kindness and lived a happy life on a farm. Every now
and then they would visit their sister and her new pet, the bird species that she had
mimicked when Logan first saw her. To this day, the bird is still called the Love Bird
because it brought the most unlikely couple love.
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THE GEM AND THE INVENTOR
RAKEL SANCHEZ, GRADE 4

O

ne day an inventor and a scientist were given an extremely special gem.

Carlos, the inventor, always wears a brown shirt and a blue pair of trousers. No.
There is nothing on them. The shirt is just plain dark brown, and the trousers are just
plain dark blue. Carlos usually invents different desks. He gives them robotic arms
and things which nobody else would ever imagine. He is a nerd, but he does not
behave like one, the way he talks, the way he walks, the way he makes himself a new
cup of coffee every hour… But he loves being seen and outed as one.
That day Stargirl, the geologist, was wearing a white uniform, a white apron.
Wearing her long, straight, well brushed hair to her hip, and looking very athletic,
most people mistook her for a super model and never, ever, ever, ever pictured her
as a scientist. Sure, it had its perks outside her lab. However, it converted her life in
a constant fight within the scientific community.
That day the sun stood very high in the sky and radiated as it never did
before. Its intense heat melted the ice cube that Stargirl had just added to her coke
within less than a second. The ice cube had barely gone when Stargirl suddenly saw
a red gem in front of her eyes sitting like a star and being as big as a star seen from
earth, on a masculine and kind of cleanish hand. Her eyes moved to the end of the
hand, reaching a strong arm which they followed all the way up to a man’s face. The
face looked kind. It belonged to Moonlight, the explorer who found the gem.
That day Stargirl examined the gem and found out that it has superpowers.
She gave it to Carlos because she knew he could create something wonderful with
it. Carlos created a Lamborghini with the power of the gem. Carlos told his boss,
Jack, all about the gem. Unfortunately, the gem did not work when he demonstrated
it to Jack. So, Jack did not believe him at all and did not want to give him the
Lamborghini. Eventually, Jack gave Carlos another chance, two weeks to prove that
the gem has superpowers.
That day Carlos was sure that he was going to find a way and he called his
best friend, Stargirl, to bounce off and brainstorm some ideas.
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“Show me the gem,” requested Stargirl.
“Sure. Here you go,” said Carlos.
“Okay. So, let’s come up with some ideas,” suggested Stargirl.
“What if Moonlight talks to your boss, Jack? And…” asked Stargirl.
“Okay that is a good idea. I hope Moonlight will help us,” doubted Carlos.
Two weeks later Carlos showed up empty-handed in his boss’s office.
“And the invention?” mumbled Jack seemingly bored.
“Moonlight will tell you everything and the car is mine,” replied Carlos with
confidence.
Moonlight told Jack everything. He explained to him how exactly he had to rub
the stone with his hands to get a car.
“You must start at the very top corner and slowly go down to the far end. You
must use all your five fingers at the same time.”
Jack followed Moonlight’s directions and boom, a brand-new Lamborghini
stood in front of him. He was not evil-minded, but he was a brutal businessman, and
it was only to this end he wanted proof that this powerful gem actually works. So,
nobody was surprised when Jack started selling Lamborghinis apart from the desks
Carlos created and rose to the richest man in world within only a year. While Carlos,
Stargirl and Moonlight continued following their passions.
THE END
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EINSTEIN_NIETSNIE
JINKANG KIM, GRADE 5
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1 WEIRD WORLD,5
WEIRD JOBS
ASHLEN VERMA, GRADE 6

7

billion Weird people living in a weird world. And yet I thought it couldn't get

weirder. Well, ladies and gentlemen, I present to you the top 5 strangest, weirdest
and stomach turning jobs in the world! One man's normal is another man’s abnormal!
I wonder if that applies to jobs as well?
1.

Professional Mourners: Though this job might seem difficult, it is actually a
walk in the park! More like a walk in a cemetery because a funeral can’t be
held in a park. All these people have to do is to stand in a black dress with a
funny-looking hat and cry their eyes out for 400 bucks an hour (They're really
expensive to rent and are seen as a symbol of wealth, Geez!). There’s a tribe
in Rajasthan called the Rudaalis and they actually do this for a living! I wonder
how much glycerin they use!

2.

Professional queue standers: Standing in a queue is one of the most straining
and time consuming tasks in the world. Don’t you sometimes wish a genie
would appear and give you someone to stand in a queue for you? Well, that
can actually happen! But without the genie part. Professional queue standers
are here to save your day and your time! Whether it's for a concert, meet and
greet or Black Friday sale, these people will stand in lines for you while you’re
at home doing better things with your time. (I hope)

3.

Dog food Taster: We all know that royalty has to be treated like royalty which
includes someone tasting their every meal to make sure it has the right
consistency, taste and smell. The type of royalty we are talking about has a
problem of chewing up shoes and having accidents on the new family rug. Yes!
Dogs have their food tasted before they eat it. Because the dog food eater
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says “Yuck!” the dog is probably saying that too.
4.

Full time O.T.T watchers: Ever felt like bingeing a Netflix, Amazon Prime or
Disney+ show until you die? Well, these people probably do! Believe it or not,
OTT streaming platforms have a team of full-time watchers to see and review
a show or movie before it actually gets streamed. These people probably have
life so easy. It's just come to work everyday and watch movies! I think my
mom could be one too! She’s been really sad to find out the 2nd episode of
Koffee with Karan is coming after a week.

5.

Scuba diving pizza delivery man: There is no reason as to why scientists in
submarines wouldn’t crave pizza from time to time. But who would deliver the
pizza to them? Scuba diving pizza delivery men, that's who! Their job is to
deliver pizza to people underwater! Or maybe to fish in the sea! Fish can crave
pizza too!
So, those are 5 five weirdest jobs on Planet Earth. Which one would you pick?

Personally, I’d pick the 4th one! I love movies!
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ORLANDO ADVENTURES
BRENDA H., GRADE 5

W

ell, Orlando sure was something. Such nice warm weather — in Chicago

summers, maybe one day is 80 degrees and the next is 50. The trees were also more
of a spectacle. I don’t know…they were just so unique. In the North, which is where
I’ve lived all my life, the trees are just so plain. No cool furry leaves or tall, skinny
trunks over here. Just trees. They all look the same to me. Then again, if you live in
the South, you’d probably notice something about the trees in the North. And the
gas was cheaper too, not that I keep track of those kinds of things.
But all of that is not what makes Orlando the hottest traveling place in the
U.S., it’s the attractions. I could go on forever about those. The DoubleTree hotel we
stayed in had a stand filled with tens of attractions, including Gatorland, Legoland,
Aquatica and of course, the ones below…
Boring, boring, boring. That’s exactly what this place is. Boring. I don’t know
what I was expecting from Disney World, but it sure wasn’t that. Most magical place
on earth — more like the most babyish place on earth. (This is just Magic Kingdom,
the most popular of the bunch, I haven’t visited any other of the four theme parks
there).
Like, seriously? I had high hopes for Splash Mountain, but basically it was just
cruising lazily in a small boat, watching cringey animatronics dance around and then
dropping fifty feet and the end. The signs made it seem like it was an epic roller
coaster ride where you got soaked from the drops and turns, but it wasn’t. If it
weren’t for that drop, I would have considered it the worst ride there. (But Jungle
Cruise topped that list. It was so fake and pointless that a preschooler could wear a
frown the whole way through.)
Also, what was the point of the Haunted Mansion? Were the people who
designed that thing even trying to scare us? Barely a ride, cheesy effects, terrible
and unrealistic. It only beats Jungle Cruise because it was air-conditioned there.
Still, I noticed how all the workers there made sure we were safe before the ride
started, and how they fairly chose both Genie+ (skip the lines) and regular riders for
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the ride. They were trying to make the experience good for all of us, and without
them, there wouldn’t be any rides at all!
The only good rides were Space Mountain, Big Thunder Mountain Railroad, and
Seven Dwarfs Mine Train. I’m a mildish-scary roller coaster fan.
Sure, littler kids may like Disney World better than an 11-year old, but if you’re
a fan of “cool” rides and no-nonsense, I recommend…
Universal Studios! Universal Studios was much better. More of the kinds of
rides I was expecting. I went on the Transformers 4D one five times. I had no idea
what Transformers was but I enjoyed it anyway. The 4D and 3D effects were really
good, you could feel the heat from the missile and feel like you’re part of the action
with all that whirring and shaking. Oh, what a thrill. Much more action than the Harry
Potter one. That one was fine, much more spinning around than actually doing
something, but I’m assuming more people went on it because they were fans.
Haha, for those of you wondering, I did NOT have to wait for hours. How, you
ask? Don’t tell anyone, but all you have to do is go in the single riders line. The line is
much shorter there. Sure, you may not be with your friends, but chances are you’ll be
with them, just not in the same row. Sometimes, it even beats the Express lane. You
should’ve seen the looks on those people’s faces when they saw us single riders
sauntering by!
There were also cool shows, much better than Disney’s shows, where you had
to wait in line for 100 minutes just to see some guy in a Mickey costume do a few
“magic” tricks. We went to this horror-make-up show, and I was skeptical at first.
The show hosts informed us about how they created special scary effects while
also blending suspense and humor (mostly adult humor) perfectly. The hosts would
choose a volunteer to use the special effects on, such as a knife through the arm.
They showed that there was a cutout in the knife which held fake blood, so when it
was pressed against something, it would give way. You should go!
Anyways, Universal is much better than Disney World in my opinion, it has much
better thrill-type rides that aren’t too scary but aren’t too mild either (excluding
Hollywood Rip Ride Rockit), and many interesting shows. Plus that life hack I
mentioned. Now the one with the animals…
Last but not least, SeaWorld! Hmm, pretty good actually, but the shows
weren’t as good as they were two decades ago. I saw videos of the orca show 17
years ago, and they performed much more tricks that were also more exciting. They
carried the trainers on their backs, but they didn’t do that this time. All the shows
were cute, especially the dolphin one. That was the best one there, I’d say. The
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dolphins were super smart and playful, and they even performed partner tricks with
each other and the trainers.
What was really disappointing, though, was the fact that Infinity Falls
temporarily closed after my dad and I had been waiting for about an hour in that earmelting weather. It had looked really fun — the first part of the ride had sudden dips
and turns where some people would get splashed. That was nothing compared to the
end — the whole thing would drop like 50 feet into a huge patch of water that
drenched everything it its grasp. I was looking forward to getting soaked. One thing
stood out to me — the workers were actually trying to get the ride back on track.
They actually cared about us having fun, even though they weren’t.
The roller coasters — what about the new roller coasters, you ask? Well, I
chose not to go on them. As I said, I’m not a super-extreme kind of roller coaster
person. Anything without hundred-foot-super-vertical-drops is fine, and that’s
exactly what all the roller coasters there had. (Except for the one in Sesame Street
World. Why do they even have that? It’s SeaWorld.)
Anyways, SeaWorld is good, even if it’s lost its old charm. A treat for animal
and roller coaster lovers. A lot better than Disney World. I enjoyed the experience,
and I’m sure you will too!
And that was it. Time really flies by when you’re having fun (or when you really
don’t want to go back to being a couch potato). I had finally done it — gone to
Orlando. Now I know why it’s so popular. It is quite an experience, tons of unique
attractions for all kinds of people, nice getaway weather, and the many awesome
beaches. But most of all, people there work together to make fun, enjoyable
activities and events for others. We wouldn’t be there if it weren’t for them. All
those things are what bring people together. That’s the Orlando Experience.
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MECH-ZILLA
XANDER H., GRADE 3
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THE WOLVES OF LANGLIE:
CHAPTERS 1 & 2
AMANDA/AIDEN STEEL, GRADE 6
CHAPTER 1

U

nder the bright silver glow of the full moon, Howl lifted his nose and

howled as loud as he could, in unison with the Ice Pack. I could do this all night! Howl
thought. Although, he could make his howl echo all night as loud as he wanted it to,
so technically he could howl all night. But that would make him very tired.
He howled until his throat hurt, and then settled against his mother's side,
content. His mother, Moon, licked Howl's ears as the wolf pup eagerly dug into the
deer leg that Moon had saved for him. "Yum!" Howl said, chewing a mouthful of
venison. "I love the Full Moon Festival!" His mind flashed back to his first Full Moon
Festival. His mother had told him that they were celebrating the Wolf on the Moon,
who was the first of all wolves. This year, Howl guessed they were also celebrating
the new peace agreement with the Grass Pack.
"I was born on the Full Moon Festival," Moon said happily, smiling down at her
son. "I was named after that. And my power over moonlight." Moon could make
moonlight turn brighter or darker at will.
"I was born on the No Moon Festival the year before your mother was born,"
said Night, Howl's father. The No Moon Festival celebrated the birth of the new
season-cycle of the year. "I was named after that...sort of. Night is a cool name, and
I can control whether it's night or not, but very tiring. But we can't all be named after
when we were born, right, Howl?”
"Nope," Howl replied. He stared at the mingled pelts of his Pack, Ice Pack. It
was called Ice Pack because the Pack lived in a snowy tundra. "Happy birthday,
Mom.”
"Thanks, my dear pup," Moon said. “I–" BANG! A gunshot cut through the
chatter of the wolves of Ice Pack.

PAG E 5 4 | B LU E SAG E M AGA Z I N E

"Poacher!" Blue yelled from where she was sitting. She was by the cave that
led to the network of caves that Ice Pack called their home. In her surprise, she
accidentally turned a rock next to her into a brilliant shade of azure. "Get the pups
inside!" She shoved her pup, Shadow; the half-fennec fox half-wolf pup, Fennec; Tiny;
and Howl into a camouflaged cave. Blue and Moon ducked into the cave as well.
"What's going t-to happen?" Shadow asked. Shadow’s shadow flickered and
grew larger, then smaller again in her terror.
"You'll be fine," Moon replied, staring grimly at the exit. "It's the usual
poacher." Another BANG! sounded from outside. A shriek.
"Mommy," Shadow whispered. She snuggled against Blue. "Is Daddy going to
get hurt?”
"No, no," Blue replied. "He's the strongest in the pack. Power over fire – he'll
be fine. Flame will be fine.”
"So will Night, I'm sure," Moon added. The moonlight outside darkened slightly.
Not enough for most wolves to notice, but Howl knew it meant his mother was
worried, too.
"Squee," Fennec squeaked. "Jttttr chreee." Fennec looked at the other four
wolves expectantly. "Hooowooo. Grrrrarf. Oh, right. Ugh. It means the poacher is not
allowed here. I will talk to him. I will make him... neighhhh... leave.”
"Fennec, you can't," Howl replied. If Fennec goes, he'll die! "Just stay put.”
"Ho squarrrrrrk squeaaaa mew wrrr neigh kuhhh, chirp," Fennec said. "Rr. Oops.
I suppose we'll just let them die, then.”
"No!" Tiny squealed. She rapidly grew to the size of Moon and back to her
normal size in horror. “They’ll be fine!”
Suddenly, Cloud stuck his nose into the cave. His eyes were as dark with
worry as the storm clouds that swirled around his ears, creating two miniature
lightning storms. "The poacher’s gone now.”
“Is everyone alright?” asked Moon worriedly.
“No,” said Cloud, his face dark and ominous. “Wing got shot.”

CHAPTER 2
Fennec stared sadly at Wing's body, slumped in the medicine cave. A beam of
sunlight streamed through the skylight far above and illuminated the unconscious
wolf. I could have saved him, the pup thought. If Howl had let me...Wing would be
fine. He wouldn't have a bullet wound in his shoulder. Of course, his thoughts were a
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garbled mix of languages. Fennec’s power was multilinguality because he was half
fennec fox. "Twit-twooooo whinnnny ruuff mroooow?" Fennec asked the Pack Doctor,
Healer. Whoops. "I mean, will he be okay?" Fennec had trouble only speaking wolf
because so many different languages were crowded in his brain. He looked at Healer
as he spoke. Healer was perched in the shadows near a stone outcropping covered
in different medicinal herbs. The pungent aroma of the herbs tickled Fennec’s nose.
He recognized the smells but didn’t know the names.
Healer glanced across the small den to where Fennec was sitting.
"Yes, Fennec," Healer replied, shifting some leaves to the side to inspect
some roots. "He will be, with a little bit of goldenseal root." He sniffed the roots he
was looking at.
"But will he have a limp?” Fennec pressed.
"He will have a limp," Healer confirmed. "Wing can just fly around, though." He
scooped up the root in his jaws.
"Hm. I hope so.”
"Loosen up, Fennec," Healer said around the roots. "You're acting like a
detective investigating my patient. Want to hear a joke?”
"If you heard it from Blue, no," Fennec said.
"What do you call a royal giraffe?" Healer asked anyway.
"Uhncrrk," Fennec replied. "It means 'royal' in giraffe.”
"Your Highness," Healer sighed. "You call a royal giraffe 'Your Highness.'" He
began to chew the goldenseal roots.
"Ha. Ha. Ha," Fennec said dryly. Suddenly, there seemed to be a lot of
commotion outside.
"Go see what that fuss is all about," Healer said, waving Fennec outside with
his tail.
A gust of cold air hit Fennec as he stepped outside, making him shiver and
puff up his fur. He glanced at the endless white expanse of tundra beyond the
camp’s borders. The snow glittered in the morning sun like a thousand stars as
Fennec marveled over the beauty of his homeland.
Suddenly, a wolf called Bolt sprinted over, breaking Fennec out of his
musings. "Seer has had a vision! A PROPHECY! A HAIKU prophecy!" Bolt said.
Lightning flared around his paws, summoned by the excitement coursing through
him. "She's gonna recite it! Fennec, come hear! She's at Ice Rock!" Fennec went.
Seer, along with being the fortune-teller of the Pack, was also its leader.
"Wolves of Ice Pack! I have a prophecy!" Seer announced. “Ahem!
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Five pups will go west,
To save our pack from evil,
The fifth will be found.
As you can see, five pups must go west to save Ice Pack! But Ice Pack has only four
pups. The four pups must go find the fifth pup, it seems. PUPS!”
"All here," Blue said. "Except Tiny.”
"I AM HERE," a tiny voice squeaked from Seer's forehead. "I am THE SIZE OF A
FLEA. And the OTHER FLEAS say crrklr.”
"That roughly means, 'this is our wolf, find your own,'" Fennec translated.
"They think you're a flea, too.”
"Helpful," grumbled a little speck that jumped off Seer's ear and grew into a
small wolf pup. "Hi," Tiny said. "Hmph. Me! A flea! Who do those fleas think they are?”
"Fleas," Fennec informed her. "They think they are fleas. Tell them–“
"Anyhow, you four, Shadow, Howl, Fennec, and Tiny must find the fifth pup,"
Seer interrupted.
"Where will we go?" Howl asked.
At the same time, Moon said, "They're just pups! You can't send them off.”
"They are perfectly capable," Night assured Moon.
"In my dream, I saw the meadows of the Grass Pack, so that is where you must
go," Seer said.
“B-but,” said Shadow, “we can’t go all by ourselves!”
“I agree,” said Blue, curling her tail around her pup. “We should send someone
off with them.”
“It’s a fair point,” agreed Seer. “The prophecy says nothing of them going
alone.”
“But,” Cloud argued, “it doesn’t say they can go alone. Why tempt fate like
tha–” He didn’t even finish his sentence when Spots interrupted.
“So you would risk our pups’ lives – for such a tiny detail?!” Spots snarled, her
spotted gray fur bushing up in fury.
“No, I’m just saying–” Cloud tried, but was interrupted yet again.
“SILENCE,” thundered Seer. “Cloud’s point is valid, BUT the pups are far too
young to go out alone. One other wolf may go with them.” Immediately, everyone
began clamoring for a chance to be part of an important prophecy. Everyone but
Cloud, that is.
“SILENCE!” Seer repeated, and everyone quieted down. “I will choose the wolf
who shall be sent on the journey. Hmm.” Seer inspected every wolf with a piercing
gaze full of disapproval. Fennec had always thought Seer was too strict and no fun.
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“Cloud shall go with the pups,” said Seer finally.
“Seer! With all due respect, you must be mad!” Night protested. “Cloud said
himself he thought nobody should go with the pups!”
“Which is exactly why he is the right choice,” Seer said cryptically. “I will not
change my decision.”
So that was that. Cloud and the four pups would set off for the meadows of
the Grass Pack the next morning. And as they grew farther and farther away,
everyone was wondering the same thing:
Will they make it to the meadows? Will they find the fifth pup and save our
pack?
Or will they die trying?
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FOX
MADISON ALBERT, GRADE 6
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THE CHANGE OF A LIFETIME
RILEY S., GRADE 6

H

ello my name is Jenny, well that’s at least my new name. My original name

was Nylia but, when I got to this strange place a month ago I got sold to a weird
white creature and he told me Jenny. They also call me that so I guess this is my life
forever. I’ll start from the very beginning and I’m sorry to say this story does not
have a happy ending.
In the late morning, I was helping my very kind mother in the garden. We were
picking plants and vegetables. It was so fun, but my favorite part was when we put
them in little baskets we weaved (by hand that morning) and delivered them to our
neighbors. It was especially exciting because I was finally old enough to deliver
them all by myself. I gave my mom one more hug and skipped over to deliver the
baskets.
I was almost finished. I only had one more person to deliver too. My best
friend Juilane. I skipped over to wear she lived but only heard crying. Then all of a
sudden, my ankles and wrists started bleeding and hurt so bad. I looked down and
realized they were wrapped in thick gray tight bracelets. Tears were streaming down
my face in confusion while my whole body was in horrid pain. I looked around and saw
my whole village in pain and crying. Then I realized my family was in bracelets too. I
looked behind me and these strange white creatures were everywhere, kidnapping
everyone.
“STOP!” I screamed as loud as my voice would sound. But, it seemed as if they
had a whole other language. In the moment it was so confusing and hurtful I couldn't
think. Even if I could think, there was nothing I could do. Nothing anybody could do.
Before I could even say goodbye to my village. They put something in my mouth that
tasted disgusting, and I couldn't get it out. I could barely even breathe. They yanked
me and some others for what seemed like an hour, but for how long the trip took it
felt like a minute afterwards.
The trip took days, maybe even a couple weeks. We barely slept, when we
tried they’d put more stuff to carry on our backs. I don’t know what it was but it felt
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like a dozen bricks. As much as they punished me already, they whipped me when
they heard my tummy growl. I’m sorry but that’s not my fault. While they were eating
yummy-smelling food we only were fed little leftovers from the cruel white
creatures’ meals. With barely any clothes on we had to suffer through the forest,
sick and tired. It seemed hopeless it was hopeless. I never saw my family again. It
was hard to imagine that they were going through the same thing. They did so much
for me and they do not deserve this. NOBODY SHOULD. This all is so unfair and I
can’t take it any longer. SO…
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WING DAY
LILIAN WANG, GRADE 4

O

ne day, I woke up and groaned. My back hurt badly for some reason. It felt

a little different, like it split into two. I felt my back, and almost screamed. I realized
that I grew two elegant, enormous bird wings on my back. They were pure white swan
wings, but I wasn’t really a fan of swans. I decided I was just imagining things, so I
got up, dressed, and brushed my teeth.
When I went downstairs to eat my breakfast, my mother also nearly
screamed. She spluttered, “Why do you have wings?”
My brother, being the everyday brother, you would imagine, yelled, “Cool!” My
father always slept late, so I was pretty sure he wasn’t sure what was going on.
I scowled at my brother, then said, “What am I going to do? No doubt people
will laugh at me.”
“Actually,” my brother replied, “People will think you’re cool because you have
wings to fly! Try flying in the yard.” I wasn’t sure if I could.
“Not so fast,” my mother said. “Eat your breakfasts.” I ate until I felt full.
Then, I went outside to my yard to test if I could fly or not. My brother was all
jumpy and really wanted to see if I could fly, since no human actually flew. To tell the
truth, I was pretty sure this was a crazy dream. After all, who’s ever heard of a
random person waking up with swan wings? And why particularly me?
At first, I found it hard to even move my wings. I mean, I’m not some sort of
angel, and I’m pretty sure I’m not a bird. Birds just need to flap their wings, A.K.A.
their arms if they were humans. I decided to focus hard on the middle part of my
back. I flapped a few times, expecting my wings to feel tired, but they felt livelier
than ever. I guess that’s what birds felt like when they flew. I focused hard, so hard
that little beads of sweat started popping on my forehead.
“Uh,” I grumbled, “I think I’m going to sit–” I plopped down onto the grass,
oblivious of whatever type of bug was in the grass. I was tired. And I had barely even
moved. There was no sun, and clouds were clustered in the sky.
My brother just looked more excited. “Aw, come on, dude!” he said. “You
should keep goin’ on!” I guess he was right. After all, I do feel a little excited about
flying. But could I do it?
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A while later, I was flapping my wings hard. I felt my feet lift from the ground
as I soared into the air. “WAHOOOOO!” I yelled as I went up. Then I realized a problem.
How do I get down? If I could go up, great, but how do I get down? If you go up, you
must go down sometime. I started to panic, and when that happened, I lost control
of my wings and started tumbling from the sky. Now I was panicking even more.
“Focus!” my brother shouted. Yeah, easy for him to say. He wasn’t the one tumbling
out of the sky.
But I concentrated, trying to forget my fear, and the deeper I concentrated,
the more control of my wings I got. I didn’t know how I did that, but soon, I was going
up and down in the air. I was more exhausted, and a little angry and annoyed. I
thought this would be easier. Those people in the movies make it look easy. And I
didn’t know why I agreed to do this in the first place.
I plopped down onto the grass – again – in exhaustion. I had to figure out a
way to control my wings without concentrating hard, or else it would give me a
headache. But the more I flew, the easier and easier it got to control my wings.
Soon, I was soaring in the air again without a care in the world.
I did twirls and loop-the-loops, but I realized that it was lunch time already.
Well, they say time flies when you’re having fun. I must admit, I was having a lot of
fun. Minus the part where I tried to fly my brother around.
After eating lunch, I worked on my homework. I had outside classes, and on
Saturday, I would have to do a math class. I was so distracted because I really
wanted to get back to flying. Finally, I was done. I bet most of the problems weren’t
right, anyway. I didn’t have time to think about that. I could fly outside again!
I did some more flying, and then it was 3:45. I had to go to tennis class, and it
took a long time to get there, since traffic was common along the way. Even without
traffic, it would take an hour. I thought, why not fly there? After all, I could just fly
over traffic, singing, “So long, losers!”
I asked my parents to borrow one of their phones. My mother reluctantly gave
me hers, saying that I should watch out and rambling on to my father about how
dangerous this was. But he just stood there, shocked. I hadn’t seen him the entire
day because he was upstairs in a meeting while I ate lunch, and he didn’t even look
outside in the yard when he was downstairs.
I searched up the location of Risdon Middle School on Google Maps, and flew
all the way there, stopping to rest along the way. I had forgotten one teensy thing:
birds couldn’t keep on flapping forever. So, I was exhausted by the time I got to
tennis class.
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My friends were all shocked and paralyzed with amazement and fear when
they saw me and my huge swan wings. I decided that the best way to get past them
and into the school was to say, “Well? Could anyone move out of the way so I can get
myself with these huge wings into this school gym?” I know that sounds kind of
mean, but how else am I supposed to unparalyze them? Even though I was twenty
minutes early, I really wanted to show my coaches that I could fly, and this wasn’t a
dream. Everyone within my sight gathered around me, gawking at my wings.
I took a deep breath, readied my wings. I enjoyed watching the faces of my
friends and coaches as they watched me fly in disbelief. I then realized that along
with my wings, I also had better eyesight. I looked at my fingernails, and even though
there were still ten fingernails on my two hands, they were sharper and longer….
“Wake up! Wake up!” Someone shook me so hard that I thought my head was
going to roll off my neck. I mumbled, “What?” and rubbed my eyes. I was in tennis
class, just like my dream. But I realized that I was sleeping the whole time. I was
unsure why, but I knew it was a coach that was shaking me. I groaned, “Urgh.” I got
up and rubbed my back to make sure that swan wings dream really was a dream. No
wings.
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IF I WERE TRAPPED IN A
SNOW GLOBE
CYRA SU, GRADE 5

I

t was the First day of Winter and snow was drifting down from the sky

outside. The day reminded me of my snow globe. I picked up my snow globe of a
winter village and stared outside at the white world. It took my breath away. The
winter village snow globe slipped out of my hand and landed on my bed. Pop! The
bottom of my snow globe bounced onto my blanket. I picked up my snow globe and
when I was just about to screw it back, my vision turned black.
When I finally opened my eyes, I realized that I was laying on a thick layer of
snow. Wherever I was, it was as if I were in a fantasy world. Wait, it wasn’t snow
falling from the sky, it was cotton candy. A village lay before my eyes. That’s when it
hit me, I was inside my snow globe! A sign pointing to the village read: Snowy Vil.
Snowy Vil. was a village with houses made of gingerbread, with creamy frosting
dotting every yard, rivers of lemonade running through the whole town. Ordinary
everyday people strolled around Snowy Vil., but they all had eyes as dull as a hunk of
graham cracker. Their steps echoed with the sound of sadness, and their heads
hung like the peppermint lanterns throughout the village. Something was clearly
missing, but what? I needed to get out of the snow globe as fast as possible so I ran
into the village. I came across an old woman and asked her, “Do you know a way out
of this snowy world?”
She looked up at me with a glitter in her eyes, “Why yes, I do. I’ll help you out
under one condition, that you smash this snow globe on a big piece of clear land
when you're out.” I nodded reluctantly at the thought of smashing my precious snow
globe. The old woman rested her hands on my shoulders and closed her eyes.
I jumped up from my bed and sprinted out of my house. I remembered the wide
clear land that nobody went to. It wasn’t too far away and I got there in a matter of
minutes. I took one last look at my beloved snow globe and raised my arms above my
head and smashed the prettiest snow globe I ever owned. A gust of wind rushed
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around the lands and I had to cover my eyes so I wouldn’t be blinded. A moment later,
everything was still. I opened my eyes and to my surprise, Snowy Vil. had sprung up
around me, the village had escaped their little snowy world. Freedom was just what
this village needed.
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BUTTERFLIES
ISABELLA SONG, GRADE 4

*C

runch crunch* five girls were walking through the forests of Wood Land

in search of food and water. It had been months since they got lost in this forest.
Wood Land was said to be a dangerous place. But their group, being foolish, decided
that they would find out for themselves. The girls needed to find their way back, but
everywhere they gazed upon looked the same. One of them was severely sick, and
they were afraid we wouldn't make it out.
Let's go look back in the past and see how this all happened. “Hey Juniper,
come look at this!” yelled Sienna.
“Oh my goodness what do you want now?!”
“Shh Watch this!” said Sienna as she turned on the flat-screen TV.
“Good evening ladies and gentleman! This is Kira at your service, and today we
will review a tragic story of two girls gone missing. But before we head into that
dreadful tale, let's talk to Torrey James who will tell us what's happening up in
Ukraine! *Talking* Now let's head into the case of the missing girls Elora and Hellen
Star. *More talking* this is Kira speaking, we’ll see you soon. Have a good evening!”
Then Sienna's stomach made a small growl, hungry for food. She proceeded to
get up from the white leather couch and went to get a snack, her slippers tapping
against the wooden floor. While she was in the pantry she yelled, “Can you believe
that?”
“Eh, seems fake to me,” said Juniper.
“Seriously Juniper.”
“Well there's only one way to find out! Guys! Hop in the car, we're going on an
adventure!”
Jamie, another girl, emerged from her room with a quick messy bun and in her
PJ’s. “Where are we going?” she asked.
“We want to go to a forest, wanna head there with us?” Sienna replied. They
started packing their bags with water, spare clothes, and other essentials.
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They had arrived at the forest and immediately Jamie shouted, “WHAT?
THERE'S NO INTERNET HERE?! How am I supposed to post this on Instagram for my
fans?!”
“Shhh… be quiet Jamie and stop being a diva!” whispered Sienna.
They began walking down the path and someone shouted, “OH MY GOD AHHH!”
“Jamie I told you to stop shouting!”
“Huh? What do you mean – I wasn't shouting?”
“Wait. THEN WHO IS?!”
Then, the girls all began running what they thought was towards the parking
lot, but they were just heading deeper into the forest surrounded with squirrels and
insects with spider webs coating the trees almost as a thin layer of snow. Then
Sienna tripped over something. It was a t-shirt. “Huh? A t-shirt? It reminds me of
something, but I can't quite remember,” said Sienna.
This led them here, stuck in a forest with no way out. “Huh? I wonder why this
shirt reminds me of something,” said Sienna.
“Eh? probably someone was hot and took off their shirt,” said Jamie.
Then someone yelled, “DID SOMEONE SAY A SHIRT?”
“Wha-What. Who was that?” questioned Juniper. Then the two missing girls
from the news appeared from a plump bush. The girls had so many questions but
decided not to ask.
Then one of the girls broke the silence. “I see you're traveling in a group, can
we join you?” The girls agreed and soon became good friends, and each gave them
Korean honey cookies wrapped individually in a clear plastic.
Juniper and Sienna decided to call it a day and set up camp. They found eggs
in a bird nest for dinner along with the cookies and learned more about the two girls.
The taller one was named Elora and the shorter one was named Hellen. Then Sienna
started to cough rapidly. “You okay?” asked Juniper.
“I'm fine, it's just a little fever,” replied Sienna.
“Well then, let's call it a night,” said Juniper.
In the morning, the girls were preparing breakfast. Then Elora asked, “Where's
Sienna? She should have been up by now.”
“I'll check on her to see if she's awake,” said Juniper. She crawled into the
tent to see Sienna cold and pale and called over the rest of the group. Jamie began
giving Sienna heart compressions hoping she would be alive, but it was too late. The
group buried her in a pile of leaves and started trying to find their way out of the
forest, upset that Sienna was gone.
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Finally, they saw something. “A PARKING LOT!” yelled Jamie. The group rushed
into the car and drove to the local police station and after a day of investigating the
case of the missing girls ended; however, Sienna’s is still going on. In the end, they
all missed Sienna, but they all knew she was in a beautiful sunset now. Sienna's
point of view: Life up here is great. There are so many unique butterflies flying
here! I just hope that they know me and the butterflies will always be watching
from above.
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THE PRODIGIOUS
DISCOVERY, PART 2
SRIKAR A., GRADE 5

P

lato and Christopher were ready for their very long and possibly dangerous

journey. They hid the map inside their packs and wore old tattered clothes to be
seen as ordinary peasants. They started on their perilous journey at midnight, when
everyone was asleep.
As they were walking, Christopher asked Plato many questions.
“Plato, where shall we hide the map?”
Plato pondered a while about this question.
“Christopher, that is a very good question. I think that we should hide it in The
Altar of the Twelve Gods, all the way in Athens. It shall be quite a journey, but I am
certain we can get there,” Plato said.
So, they continued on. Once they had reached Olympia, they realized that they
were running low on food and water. So Plato changed into some fresh, new clothes,
and gave a huge speech to the people of Olympia about the difference of wisdom
and smartness. This earned them a bunch of drachmas, part of which they used to
purchase some more food. They used the rest of the money that Plato had earned to
purchase a room at a nearby pandokeia. Again, they woke at midnight and continued
their journey. Christopher and Plato talked and thought about what was happening in
Atlantis right now. They were so deep in their thoughts that they didn’t notice the
humongous monster looming menacingly over them. When they finally looked up,
they screamed. After they calmed down, they realized that they were looking at the
Sphinx.
As soon as she saw that Plato and Christopher were looking at her, she
started speaking.
“Foolish people! Answer my riddle! Answer correctly and you may pass safely.
Get it wrong and be devoured like many others.”
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The Sphinx’s voice boomed out like a cannon. Christopher put his hands over
his ears.
“Are you ready? Good. Here is my riddle: Which creature has one voice, yet
becomes four-footed, two-footed, and three-footed?’”
Plato burst out laughing.
“That is the easiest riddle ever! The answer is so simple: humans! When a
baby is born, it crawls on its 2 hands and 2 legs, in other words, four-footed. When
the baby grows into a child and an adult, it stands on 2 legs, so it is two-footed.
When the adult grows into an old person, they get a cane, so they become threefooted.”
The Sphinx glowered at them fiercely and, for a second, Christopher thought
that Plato had not given the correct answer. Then, the Sphinx burst into a smile and
congratulated them.
“Mortals, you may pass, for your answer is correct!”
Plato thanked the Sphinx.
“Thank you! Also, I suggest that you make your riddle harder.”
The Sphinx replied with a wink and ushered them on their way. After passing
through that obstacle, they stopped in Argos to go to The Heraeum of Argos to pray
for good luck on completing their journey. The gods must have granted them luck,
because they reached Athens with no more delays. Plato got a room in a cauponae
with some drachmas. Once they unloaded their stuff into their room and got
comfortable, Plato pulled out the manuscript and stared at it for a long time. Then,
he got out his ink and quill, having decided to finish the manuscript. But before he
could start writing, Christopher took the manuscript from Plato.
“Plato, I don’t think we should write on it because, if you write on it, the magic
might be damaged.”
“You’re probably right. Okay, I won't write on it,” Plato replied.
“We shall go to the The Altar of the Twelve Gods once everyone in Athens is
asleep. To pass time, let us make another speech. You can be my assistant,” Plato
said. Christopher agreed. They headed outside, unaware of another person slipping
into their room.
20 minutes passed and Plato and Christopher headed toward their room after
giving a good speech. They had earned a few hundred drachmas since everyone was
generous in Athens. They headed into their room, chatting about their plan, and
screeched to a halt when another person bumped past them, carrying a manuscript.

PAG E 7 1 | B LU E SAG E M AGA Z I N E

Christopher realized that the mysterious man was taking Plato’s manuscript!
Swiftly, before the man was out of reach, Christopher hooked one arm around the
other man’s neck and, with the other arm, gently detached the manuscript from the
man’s arm.
“Whoever you are, this is our room and you do not have the right to break into
our room and steal our things,” Christopher began, first handing the manuscript to
Plato. But, the thief did not let Christopher finish what he was going to say, for he
ran off, into the busy crowds of Athens. Christopher and Plato couldn’t spot him
anymore. Plato sighed.
“Christopher, if he tried to steal the manuscript, it was probably because he
eavesdropped on us and heard about it transporting us to Atlantis. He must have
also heard our plans about hiding it at The Altar of the Twelve Gods. That means that
we must change our plan, for the thief will probably wait there to steal it after we
leave the manuscript there. I personally think that we should hide it at the Temple of
Zeus,” Plato said.
“Great idea, Plato! We should dress up like old beggars so that the thief
doesn’t recognize us,” Christopher exclaimed.
“Yes, we shall. Let's wait until midnight, then we can get started with our
mission,” Plato said.
Soon, it was midnight. Plato and Christopher dressed and packed all their
things. When they were ready, they left the cauponae and headed to the Temple of
Zeus. When they had reached the temple, they bumped into a guard that had been
patrolling the grounds. Luckily, the guard agreed to let them pass and not tell
anyone when Plato gave him 200 drachmas. They finally got inside the temple, but
there, they bumped into another guard, who unfortunately did not take bribes. Plato
had no choice but to explain the mission. He didn’t talk about the manuscript having
magical powers and taking them to Atlantis, though he did tell the guard about how
they wanted to hide the manuscript. Once Plato finished, the guard stroked his
beard.
“May I be on your team and help you? I know the best places to hide things in
the Temple of Zeus,” he asked. Plato was about to say yes, when Christopher blurted
out.
“NO!!” he cried. Before Plato could object, he pulled off the uniform and hat of
the guard. Then, Plato recognized him. It was the thief! Once Plato saw this, he saw
Christopher nod. They both knew that it was time to run. They ran as far as they
could, all the way back to their room in the cauponae. Christopher was devastated.
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“Every time we make a new plan, that thief is onto us! What shall we do?”
Christopher exclaimed. Plato thought about this for a while. Then, he got an idea. On
a paper, he wrote ‘We’ll give a fake manuscript to the thief tomorrow’ and gave it to
Christopher.
“Well, I guess our only choice is to hide the manuscript at the Temple of
Hephaestus,” Plato said, out loud. Christopher passed the paper back. Plato looked
at it and saw that Christopher had written a new message on the paper, ‘Brilliant!’
Plato looked up and saw Christopher give him a thumbs-up.
The next day, they took the fake manuscript which Plato had created
overnight and headed to the Temple of Hephaestus. When they got there, they saw
the thief, who had obviously been expecting them. When they approached him, he
straightened out his back and demanded that Plato give him the counterfeit
manuscript.
‘’Give me that manuscript at once!”
Plato just stared innocently at the man. “Certainly, good sir. Here you go,” he
said. With that, he handed the fake to the man.
Once the man had gone, he and Christopher went back to the cauponae,
picked up the real manuscript, and left the cauponae. Then, Plato led Christopher to
the Ancient Cemetery of Kerameikos. Christopher watched as Plato tucked the
manuscript behind one of the gravestones.
“Our mission is complete. Let us now go home and rest,” Plato said.
THE END
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DEAR AR T
CYRA SU, GRADE 5

Dear art,

From the moment
I picked up my first markers,
Their smooth sides pressing against my hands,
And covering my crinkly papers with my feelings
My imagination spiraling off and out of control
In my small room,
I felt like I was really myself,
And I knew one thing was real:

My creations would never stop.

I let you guide me through hard times
Through colors and lines
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To thoughts and ideas

As a little girl
Desperately chasing after you
Clinging onto you,
All I saw were my pictures
With meaning as deep as me

And so I set myself free
My sketches and doodles following me everywhere I went
Pictures of fruits, scenery, and my family,
You invited me to your party
So I joined it
You brought me joy and glory
That I would never forget.

You led me through trouble and anxiety
Not because challenge called me
But because YOU called me
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YOU were what I wanted.

I dreamed of my supplies spreading,
Like the way waves would reach out their arms,
And I will never be ready to let you go
For you can follow me through times
Of joy and pain.
The time we have together is endless

But no matter how far I travel
I will always be the girl
Laying down on a huge sheet of blank paper
Crayons in my hand
Ready to create.

Imagination, creation, emotion…all this
can be expressed by you…
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My memories with you should live forever,
Cyra
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