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Little Red’s Army 
By Carlo Grabiel Butler  

 

Little Red was angry but she needed 

help, so she set out to gather an army.  Half 

a year ago, Little Red had been asked once 

again by her mother to go through the forest 

and deliver food to their granny who was 

sick. So, she did. Once again in the middle of 

the forest she was confronted by a wolf. 

They fought each other. In the end, they 

both had suffered heavy injuries and thus 

headed home. You see, each time a fairytale 

is told, it gives the characters a new life. This 

wasn’t the first time Little Red and the Wolf had fought each other in the woods. 

It was after this battle that Little Red was sent to the hospital and in order to save her 

life, she became a cyborg. She now had new arms, one entirely new leg, and one new foot. Her 

legs are reinforced so she can jump higher and run faster than an ordinary human. Her new 

arms can shoot lasers out of her fingers, and they can each fire a single missile. Her eyesight is 

now exquisite. She has night vision and can zoom in on what she sees which enables her to see 

with perfect clarity up to a mile away night or day. 

She was not the first to be attacked by Wolf, but she was close to being the first to live. 

Over the years the wolf had injured or eaten other fairy tale characters multiple times. She was 

tired of wanting to fight him over and over again and wanted to put a final stop to it. She 

wanted to destroy the wolf out of revenge but she couldn’t do that alone. She had seen that 
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the wolf had become a cyborg too. He got himself an exoskeleton and could now shoot off his 

fur at high speeds like tiny knives. He could dislocate his paws and fire them at intense velocity. 

She couldn’t win on her own if they were to meet again.  

Little Red set up a headquarters near the open fields where her soon-to-be army would 

practice their battle tactics. It was an old-fashioned stone fort, perfect for her planning 

purposes. The first allies Little Red reached out to were the Three Little Pigs. After the wolf’s 

repeated breaking and entering into their homes they had trained to better protect themselves. 

They had become ninjas. They happily agreed to join her in her revenge. In the fields, an 

obstacle course with punching-bag dummies for the three of them to train.   

She then called The Boy Who Cried Wolf and his hundreds of neighbors in the  

village. After the last wolf attack, they armed themselves with pitchforks, kitchen knives, 

bows and arrows, torches, and clubs, anything they could get their hands on. They agreed to be 

the bulk of her army, split into battalions each commanded by one of the generals. Little Red 

set up an archery range for 

the villagers to practice with 

their bows. She then asked 

Goldilocks to become a 

general, along with the Three 

Pigs and The Boy Who Cried 

Wolf. Little Red would be the 

Supreme Commander.  

There was only one 

person who had ever beaten the Wolf, and that was Peter. He had spent weeks developing a 

plan to capture the wolf and bring him to justice. In the end, Peter successfully captured the 

wolf and put him in the zoo. Peter had moved away and little did he know that years later the 
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Wolf had escaped the zoo and returned to terrorize the community. Little Red called Peter and 

he quickly agreed to serve as 2nd in Command and Chief Strategist for their attack. 

Meanwhile, the Wolf had heard about Little Red’s army and set out to gather his pack.  

Long ago, the other wolves had separated from Wolf. They were not cyborgs but once a 

pack forms, it is almost impossible to break. Wolf usually worked alone, but when he needed 

help they didn’t hesitate to join 

his side.  Then Wolf found the 

Three Bears and once they 

learned Goldilocks was against 

them, they happily joined the wolf 

pack in the battle.  

The battle time wasn’t 

predetermined but everyone was 

ready for the fight. Each side’s 

scouts had seen the other’s army 

across the plains. The Pigs 

commanded the villagers with 

torches and once the enemy was 

in range, they lit the other’s 

villagers’ arrows on fire. 100 

flaming arrows went soaring 

across the sky. Reload. 100 more 

followed. A squad of villagers with 

shields stationed themselves to 

protect the archers as they reloaded again and again. It only took six seconds before another 

round of flaming arrows would come soaring across the sky.  
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The wolf pack was split into two sections. They each dodged the arrows time and time 

again until the villagers were running out of ammunition. As soon as they got into close range 

of each other, wolves and villagers started falling down all around.  The Big Bad Wolf hung back, 

watching and waiting for strategic moments when he would fire pieces of his robotic fur into 

strategic places. All that could be heard across the battlefield were cries of pain, the yells of 

commands, and arrows whistling through the air.  

Little Red had positioned herself in a tree hidden from view. Whenever a wolf would 

break the line, she would continuously fire lasers at it until it dropped dead.  

After hours of fighting, only ten percent of the armies were left alive, and that was 

depleting fast. Red left her vantage point and stepped onto the battlefield. She motioned with 

her hands and a path cleared between her and the cyborg wolf.  

The wolf let out a howl and fires all of his remaining knife-like fur at her. She fires 

repeated lasers at the fur disintegrating nearly all of them into thin air. Before it is too late and 

the last knives reach her, she pulls her metal cloak over her shoulder and her hood over her 

face. She becomes surrounded by a shield of interlocking red-titanium plates. 

The wolf is stunned into inaction. Slowly she walks toward him. She lifts both her arms 

and points them into the air just above the battlefield. She fires her missiles and hunkers down 

with her cape in front of her. There is a gigantic explosion as the missiles arc up, then down, 

and collide with the earth. Everything is hurled backwards. At the bottom of the crater she has 

just created is the wolf, his systems trying to reboot but he has taken too much damage. In his 

final moments, he fires his paws at her, but his targeting sensors had shut down and so the 

paws helplessly miss Little Red and skid to a stop behind her. His body collapses. He takes in his 

last breath but he never exhales.  

Victorious and glad to be rid of the wolf, Little Red gathered the survivors, including two 

Little Pigs, Peter, and a couple dozen villagers. They turn and slowly begin to walk back to the 

village. The forest was safe again, but at a great cost.   
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The Merfolk 

By Carlo Grabiel Butler 

 

It was my first trip through the Bermuda Triangle, though I had crossed many seas in my 

42 years of sailin’. My ship, The Remembrance, has been a sea-worthy galleon that I loved with 

half of my heart (the other half belongs my wife and kids).  

The first sign of trouble was that the sea was 

strangely calm. “Cap’n,” said one of my cheery crew 

members, “it’s a fine day but the sea ain’t how it 

normally is and I got the feelin’ somethin’ gonna 

happen.”  

“I ain’t so sure about this either ‘cause the 

Bermuda Triangle ain’t got a good reputation,“ I 

replied, fiddling with the scraggly ends of my long 

gray beard.  

“There’s been rumors that mer-people live in 

this ocean.’’ he said. 

“Rumors are rumors, and I ain’t belive’n one 

till I get me some proof,” I said. 

Moments later one of my crew who was up in the crow’s nest shouted, “HUGE WAVE 

AHEAD! HAUL TO STARBOARD!”  And of course, we hauled to starboard. The wave was gigantic, 

wide and white at the top. It was so close, I realized we weren’t going to make it. “Grab on!” I 

yelled as the freak wave loomed over The Remembrance. We all lunged for something to hold 

onto: the floor, a rope, the mast, the railing, anything! The massive wave crashed in a violent 

burst knocking our ship to the dark depths of the ocean.  
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My mouth, nostrils, and ears filled with the rush of warm salty water. I tried to look 

around in the turbulent white froth and I saw there were broken and cracked pieces of wood 

floating about. Then it dawned on me, my beloved ship had splintered.  

I tried to kick myself upward but the wave had pushed me too deep and the pressure of 

the water above me was too severe. My ears seared with pain from the force of the crushin’ 

ocean. My lungs struggled to use the miniscule portion of oxygen I had left in them to keep me 

alive. I wanted to gasp for air but I knew if I did I would only inhale water. The last thing I 

remember before I blacked out was being pulled downwards by my legs.  

I ain’t know exactly what happened next, but here’s what I’ve been told.  

 

Sorada, a young man from the tribe of merfolk called the Shun’feyy, saw me strugglin’ 

amidst the wreckage of my ship. He pulled me away from the churnin’ froth to a calm and 

peaceful depth. He magically formed a circle of air around my head and like an astronaut’s 

helmet, the bubble gave me a stationary source of fresh oxygen. I was unconscious but able to 

breathe. He saved me from drownin’ and brought me to his underwater village. I have almost 

no recollection of this. I only recall a constant feeling of being safe and warm.  

Sorada and the elders of the tribe decided to return me to land as long as I vowed to 

talk nothin’ of their existin’. I was giv’n a cloak of the manta ray and taught how to swim with it. 

While wearin’ the cloak of the manta ray with the hood on, I was able to breath underwater, 

away from my bubble. All I had to do was think about going forward or turnin’ and the cloak 

would billow and propel me in that direction.  

The first thin’ I remember after regaining consciousness is swimmin’ in the open sea 

using the cloak. Sorada was at me’ side and he was the one who told me how I got here. 

Together we swam to the surface of da ocean. There was nothing but emptiness and open 

water, my favorite. My ship was gone. I saw no land in any direction. The merfolk were friendly, 



 

 9 

but I longed to be with my family once more. Sorada pointed me in the direction of the nearest 

land and I gratefully thanked him for saving my life.  

I am not supposed to tell of this encounter but people are findin’ out that merfolk live in 

these warm waters. We need to show them not to be afraid, that the merfolk are helpful, and 

we can live together in peace. I hope my story inspires people to protect d’ merfolk and all of 

our beautiful seas. 
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The Prophecy 

By Carlo Grabiel Butler 

 

I raised my shield just in time.  

“Justin Time! That was very good,” said Arjahan, smiling his toothy smile, “but I don't 

know what good it will do you against the sorcerer!” 

“Thanks,” I said, “I hope it is enough. “ 

I have known Arjahan since I was born, and he is not the kind of person to give smiles.  

He is a red dragonborn, a mix of red dragon and human with a reptilian-like head and 

scales. He can speak both as a human and in Draconic, the language of dragons. Thanks to his 

red dragon ancestry, he has the ability to breathe flame. As we stand in the battle training field, 

with the lodge to 

our West, he has 

a sword in one 

hand and a 

magic wand 

glowing in his 

other hand. The 

shield in my left 

hand is visibly 

dented and scorched by flame. I do not hold my weapon, a longsword that needs sharpening, 

because it is hovering mid-air. This is not as unusual as it may seem because I have telekinesis, 

or levitation powers. This is also why the chainmail suit I wear is spotless. I levitate the dust and 

grime off it every day. 
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My name is Justin Time. I am a human, like you. I am in a prophecy that will save the 

kingdom. The prophecy was given 20 years ago by the oldest mortal dragon ever known, a gold 

dragon known as Wan. My role is that I will defeat the evil sorcerer currently in power and 

return peace and prosperity to the kingdom. I am 18 years old so I have known about this 

prophecy my entire life. When I first learned about my role I was scared and didn’t think I could 

do it. Now, I’m more confident yet still uneasy. I am stronger, faster, and quicker on my feet. 

My powers have grown a lot. Arjahan was chosen by the gold dragon to be my mentor and fight 

by my side. Knowing I am not doing this alone I feel much more confident.  

 

We both knew today was the day that we were heading off to Macindaw, the sorcerer’s 

tower. I had read about the tower in scrolls kept in the study room of the old lodge at the side 

of the mountain where Arjahan and I trained. Macindaw seems like it is a terribly imposing 

place. It is always stormy. The fields, forest, plains, and especially swamps on the way to it are 

full of monsters. We’ll have to defeat all of these to get to the sorcerer.  

It is early morning and the sun is rising. Our first encounter was a couple of 

pickpocketing goblins. We got through that without losing anything. They were pretty bad at 

pickpocketing.  

By the end of the next day we had defeated not only the goblins but an owlbear and a 

young blue dragon, bargained with a river spirit, successfully killed a werewolf without getting 

bitten, and befriended a lost unicorn.  

We set-up camp for the night about a mile from the tower so our campfire cannot be 

seen and planned our attack.   

Our idea is to fashion grappling hooks and throw them onto the highest tower. Then 

climb up to the roof. Then we will make bestial sounds that would get the sorcerer onto the 

plateau below. When that happens, we will jump off the roof and take him by surprise. That’s 
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what we planned to have happen. But before we threw our grappling hooks to the roof, we 

realized that the sorcerer has gargoyle scouts defending his tower.  

We ask the unicorn to go to the other side of the tower and distract the gargoyles. It’s 

not a perfect plan, but it is all we have. It works better than we imagined. We successfully 

throw our grappling hooks onto the target. They grasp the iron spike on the tip of the dirty cold 

granite tower. Arjahan and I climb up the ropes and hide on the opposite side of the tower. We 

made just about every kind of sound you could imagine from piercing screams to tiny nibbles. 

The sorcerer runs out onto the plateau looking for whatever rudely interrupted him. Arjahan 

counted down and we leapt onto the plateau in a surprise ambush.  

The sorcerer blasts a fireball at us from his tall oak staff with a black gem at the top. I 

thrust my shield forward to block the blow. I draw my shield back 

and throw my sword forward just as Arjahan slides with his sword 

forward in an attempt to trip the sorcerer. Before our attacks hit him, 

he launches himself upward. Arjahan points his magic wand at the 

sorcerer and suddenly he is shrieking in pain as psychic blades sweep 

through his mind. Eventually, he puts up a magical shield of mental 

energy and the blades stop. He flies backward and throws his staff at 

us. As it is streaking toward us it transforms into a huge hulking 

meteor. Together, Arjahan and I focus our powers. Arjahan points his 

wand at it and I focus my telekinesis on the meteor. We pull it up and 

send it flying in the forest.  

Arjahan says to me, “Fireball formation!” and he tucks his 

body into a streamline. I levitate his tight body and cast it flying at 

the sorcerer. The sorcerer dodges out of the way but as Arjahan 

passes him, he breathes a huge scorching flame. The sorcerer’s cloak catches fire. He 

immediately creates a tsunami that douses his flame and nearly knocks me off the plateau. I 



 

 13 

focus my telekinesis on Arjahan, drawing him closer after fireball formation. The sorcerer points 

his hand upward and a hail of arrows starts plummeting towards us. I levitate the arrows away 

from us like opening a curtain. The sorcerer takes off a large amulet he is wearing around his 

neck and places it on the rock ledge. He kneels down, raises his hands, and brings them down 

fiercely. A huge circle of fire opens up in the air above him. And a demon steps through.  

The demon is four times the size of Arjahan with gigantic wings and curved horns, 

armed with a barbed tail and a white-hot trident.  The demon looks at the sorcerer and the 

sorcerer points his finger at me. The demon nods, flies up, growls and throws his trident at me. 

I try to levitate and slow it down but it is going so fast. I put my shield up ready for the blow but 

it never comes. I lower my shield and see that Arjahan had jumped between me and the 

trident, taking his life to save mine.  

My body starts boiling with anger and a sense of needed revenge. I turn to the demon, 

pick up Arjahan’s magic wand and point it with all my might at the demon. It blasts a gigantic 

cone of black flame catching the vile thing in the heart, sending it sprawling off the edge of the 

tower. I hear his corpse thump to the ground below. I turn to the sorcerer. I point my magic 

wand at him with more might than when I had pointed it at the demon. The sorcerer reaches 

both his hands out focusing all his power on me. I do the same. As we cast our spells, there is a 

gigantic explosion as they collide and we both fly backwards. The tower lies in smoking ruins. 

And my leg is searing with pain. But I manage to stand up. I see a figure lying down on the other 

side of what was the tower. I fly over to it, trying not to be overcome by the pain in my leg. I 

pull the trident from Arjahan’s body and just as the sorcerer starts moving, I plunge the heavy 

trident into his heart.  

The battle was over. I had won. A partly singed, partly clawed, hobbling unicorn 

stumbles out of the forest and we walk together, carrying Arjahan’s body toward my village. 

The prophecy is complete. I feel sad, yet happy that I have done the right thing.  
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“Blade” 

By Oliver Celli 

 

PROLOGUE. The world is almost gone 

now. A deadly type of alien known as anaskazi 

has invaded the world as we know it. The last 

surviving humans have run off into a world of 

poverty. But one, our hero as well as the last 

hope for the human race, Blade, has trained 

himself with two steel daggers and now he is the 

only hope the world has left. He started in 

Greenland and he fought his way to Montreal 

and now he is in Saint Leonard’s Maine. The rest 

will be described in detail. 

Our hero ran into the dilapidated kitchen of an old shed to find a squad of deadly, 

seven-foot-tall, blood red skinned anaskazi. He took out his daggers and stabbed them into the 

wall holding him above the dusty floor just before it gives way into the basement below. He 

rebounds off the wall and kicks one anaskazi down. One takes out a blaster and fires, Blade 

ducks and the blast singes his brown hair.  He punches the one with the blaster and pushes it 

into the hole.  As it falls he feels something pounce on him. He grabs their wrist and flips an 

anaskazi over his shoulder.  He jumps out of the way as the floor gives way again. The rest of 

the anaksazi take firing positions.  A series of energy cells zoom at him. He ducks, dodges, and 

deflects with his daggers. He runs up the stairs they run outside and secure the perimeter. They 

throw grenades into the house. He jumps out a window as the abandoned house explodes 

behind him. He lands on the cold grassy field wet with dew and does a somersault and kicks 
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one anaskazi down. “3 

down 7 to go,” he thought 

as he punches two then 

bangs their heads together. 

One tries to punch him but 

he catches it.  Again, he 

catches it.  Suddenly he 

knees it in the chin and 

throws it over his shoulder. 

He trips one and then 

punches it in the mouth.  He 

kicks two down and 

suddenly there is only one 

left.  It runs to its hover pod but as it zooms away he throws a dagger at it. The dagger pierces 

the energy source and the hover pod blew up into tiny little pieces.  He walked the long 100 

meters that the hover pod and his dagger flew, and then back again. 

 He had to plan the anaskazis next move, he was in northern Maine. The anaskazi base 

was in the remains of Las Vegas that would be a 2-hour drive on hoverpod. As the crow flies but 

although he could cross water on his new hoverpod he could only hover five feet above the 

ground at most.  

At least he wouldn’t have to go around the great lakes.  He hops nimbly into one of the 

9 remaining hover pods. “Next stop, LAS VEGAS!!” he yells into nothingness.  

Hover pods are too fast to steer, so they are designed so that you only dial a location 

and then it will take you there and sensors in the front will steer out of the way of things. Our 

hero braces himself. He just realized that he would be going 1486 miles an hour. He hesitates, 

closes his eyes, and presses the green ignition button. 
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  It was quite the ride half of it he had to plug his ears because of the sonic boom he was 

creating.  He wasn’t sure what to make of it. All he knew was it beat walking 2971 miles.  Soon 

he saw a pillow pop up right under the windshield.  “That better not mean that this thing is 

going to stop and make me smash my –” SMACK well, at least the pillow was 2 feet thick and 

super soft. 

Our hero looks up. He was in Las Vegas. It looked like Las Vegas must have been quite an 

interesting place.  

Tiny multicolored 

lights weakly 

flickered 

everywhere. The 

only building left 

that wasn’t 

destroyed was the 

anaskazi base a few 

hundred feet ahead 

of him the street 

was littered with 

debris.  It looked 

like someone had 

built a giant block 

fortress and then 

someone else 

knocked it down.  

He walks 

towards the 
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anaskazi base suddenly he hears two voices -- the voices of anaskazi. He ducks behind a pile of 

rubble. 

“Did you hear that all the officials are having a meeting?” said one.   

“Yeah” said the other “they said they were gunna find a way to finish off the world.” 

“Except the meeting room should be in a more subtle place instead of in the very center 

of our base.” 

Two pebbles rolled down his little hill.  The two anaskazi look up, our ducks down they 

move forward, Blade thinks fast.  If they spot him, the alarm would sound and he would get 

caught! Suddenly, at the last moment he picks up a pebble and throws it at a piece of cement, 

the pebble hits the cement with a crack. 

“What was that?” 

 “I’ve got no idea.” 

 “Let’s check it out.” 

And they walked away. So did Blade.  Before he opened the heavy iron doors, he 

whispered to the two anaskazi blowing up the remains of buildings in search of him. “Thank 

you, good friends, for the valuable information.” Slam, he went in.  It was neat and tidy but it 

was not a good place.  The neat metals halls were dark and foreboding.  Dim lights flickered 

above our hero’s head and illuminated the hall he was walking in.  It was a cross between a 

bridge and a boardwalk. It was a raised steel path with railings above a very deep crevice. He 

didn’t want to know how deep it was, but it was deep.  Above that was a tunnel with steel walls 

he, was in the middle of the tunnel on his bridge-walk. It reminded Blade of an ant hill. This 

would not be an easy place to be stealthy in.  Security cameras stood on every corner.  He 

always felt as if he was being watched. Every step echoed into the next room.  As he walked he 

could hear the banging of iron below, but he couldn’t put his finger on it. He tried to keep a 

sense of where he was, but there was no sun. He didn’t have a compass so he kept going one 
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direction and eventually he reached a room that was as much in the middle as he could find. He 

walked in.  Luckily the meeting had not started yet he hid behind a desk.  Unlike the bridge-walk 

outside, the floor spread out to the walls. 

He hid just in time for anaskazi had entered they sat down and began to talk.   

One said, “We cannot leave Earth like this eventually they will grow strong again!” 

“Not at all!” said another.  “Look at them, if they could grow strong again they would be 

strong now!” 

 “Calm down my friends” said a third “I say we come back and destroy them if they 

thrive.” 

“That won’t work,” said another.  “There’s something very strange at work, there was a 

reconnaissance squad in Saint Leonard’s and they haven’t returned.” 

Pandemonium ensued. Anaskazi began yelling at different anaskazi until a smart one 

said “Enough!  We shall put it to a vote.  Who votes that we should leave and see what 

happens.”  Some anaskazi raised their hand. He counted.  “Good,” he said.  “Now, who wants to 

leave Earth and never come back.”  A few hands went up.  “Okay,” he said.  “Now who wants to 

destroy humanity once and for all!”  Many different hands shot up.  He counted, and then 

gasped. Destroying Earth had won by 20 anaskazi.  He inhaled deeply and then let it out in a 

deep sigh.  “So, it is decided, we shall hover to Florida and then drill to the center of this planet 

and destroy it by placing a plasma bomb there.” 

Blade gasped, that was the information he needed!  But how would he get out of here?!  

He would have to do things quick and obvious.  He leapt up and sprang for the door.  To his 

dismay, it was locked so with one hand he stuck his dagger in the key hole and began to pick 

the lock.  With his other hand, he spun is dagger so fast that whenever an energy cell hits the 

blur of steel they bounced and hit the floor, walls, and even anaskazi.  But finally, he felt a 

satisfying KA-LICK inside the door. He yanked it open and then ran through it into the barren 
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hallway.  He could hear anaskazi yelling behind him.  He rounded a corner and began hacking at 

the bridge-walk with both daggers.  The voices got closer, he could hear their footsteps. 

“Come on,” said our hero. They rounded the corner.  “There!”  As our hero leapt back, 

the anaskazi charged forward.  But as they did, there were so many of them the rest of the 

bridge-walk began to bend and break. 

You see, Blade had cut through the railing and bridge walk once, but as you know, to cut 

a segment out of something, you must cut through it twice.  Now that metal was strong and 

Blade alone would’ve walked across that part of the bridge-walk no problem, but anaskazi are 

large and there were at least 60 of them.  That would be over 12,000 pounds worth of angry 

anaskazi and as they crossed the bridge-walk, it broke and they careened into the whatever was 

down there.  But our hero didn’t have time to celebrate because soon after the rest of the 

bridge-walk began to fall too.  Blade had no choice but to run.  And boy did he run. He ran like 

the wind. It felt like he was flying and when he burst through the doors, he kept running. He 

jumped into his hover pod and zoomed away. 
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The Story of the Big Bad Wolf 

By Oliver Celli 

 

I like people.  They taste nice. One drizzly day I saw someone in red walk down my path 

and I thought that she would make a fine lunch. After all, humans barely ever walk in my 

woods. I went up to her and said, “Where are you going?” 

 “I’m going to my grama’s to give her these muffins.” 

 “They look delicious”  

 “They are” 
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 “Where does your grandmother live?” 

 “Just on the other side of these woods.” She wasn’t very smart to just talk to a stranger 

she finds in the woods who just happens to resemble a wolf, not to mention tell him exactly 

where she was going and what she was doing. But, I like it! Plus, raw grandmother sounds 

delicious 

“Well,” I said, “nice talking with you.  Good wbye little girl.” 

“Good bye wolf.” 

And I was off to her grandmother’s house. It was starting to rain. When I got there, I 

silently crept to the foot of her grandmother’s bed and then I saw her, asleep, vulnerable, tasty. 

It was the perfect lunch. And then I snuck up on her and ate her.  She could’ve used some steak 

sauce.  I got some steak sauce and put it under her dress and then the girl in red came in. 

 

“I brought you some muffins.” 

“Thank you honey,” I said. 

“My grama, what big ears you have.” 

“The better to hear you with my dear,” I said. 
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“My grama, what big eyes you have.” 

 “The better to see you with my dear,” I said. 

 “My grama, what big teeth you have.” 

 “You could use some steak sauce my dear.” 

 “What does that mean gra—” 

Chomp, I bit her, then I remembered, I doused her in steak sauce and then I ate her all 

in one gulp. CHOMP!!!!!!!!! Her long, black hair got in the way though.  

“I wonder,” I thought with a mischievous grin, “what’s in their food cabinet...” 

LATER... 
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Those brownies were delicious and the cookies, and the bread, and the muffins and the 

cake, and all those pies, it made a fine dessert. I was feeling quite satisfied until a strange man 

came by. When he saw me, thunder cracked. He took out his gun. There was a loud bang and 

everything went black. I don’t know if anyone lived happily ever after, because I am dead. But I 

would guess that the brave hunter shot me.  The next part of the story is so revolting, that I’m 

not going to tell you, so I hope you already know. I don’t think the this was a very fair story, 

because how could the hunter even find me and why would he just walk into someone’s house 

without permission? That’s the problem with being the antagonist in a children’s book. The bad 

guys always lose. Next time, I’m going to be the antagonist in some dark, gloomy grownup 

book. 

 

THE END. 

 

And that my friends, is the classic children’s story Little Red Riding Hood told from the 

wolf’s perspective.  Thanks very much for listening and goodbye. 
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The Emperor’s New Clothes on Hoth  

By Simon Hay-Sutton 

 

Sssshhhooom! The Emperor watched as a 

sheet of ice slid down the roof, almost hitting him, 

but falling just ahead. His heart skipped as he 

stepped down the stairs and kept walking on the 

cobblestones, towards a gold building for guests 

in the middle of the palace’s square courtyard. His 

warm, golden boots crunched on ice. His gold 

robes swept the foot-high snow and his hood 

threatened to blow off of his head. The Emperor 

almost had to dodge another icicle falling off of 

the hut. As The Emperor walked into a gold hut, 

he looked around and saw a fire pit, a bunk, a 

window opposite the door, and Donbran, a weak wizard who was also the newly arrived palace 

tailor. Donbran had offered to work for The Emperor for two weeks, but otherwise was just 

passing through on his way to a Rebel base. The entire ice planet of Hoth had never had a 

permanent tailor working there before. 

 “Hello, my Emperor,” the wizard greeted him, in a gruff voice. 

“Greetings, my new and loyal tailor,” said The Emperor with a humongous grin. The 

Emperor was thinking of showing off the new suit that he was about to ask for to the whole 

town. “I would like you to make me the warmest suit ever. I want this, because living on Hoth is 

not an easy thing, for commoners or even royal people like myself.” 

“Hmm,” the wizard thought, while his long silver robes sparkled and swayed back and 

forth. He was thinking about tricking The Emperor, even though The Emperor seemed to trust 
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him with making a 

warmth suit, which 

is a valuable thing 

on Hoth. “Very well 

then, it will be 

ready by tomorrow, 

on Friday,” 

mumbled Donbran 

the wizard. 

Donbran’s facial 

expression had 

changed into a 

thinking face with 

his knuckles 

supporting his head. 

 “Make sure it is the warmest suit you have ever made!” growled The Emperor. The 

Emperor bounded off. The Emperor looked up and around counting the four towers at the 

corners. He bent down chuckling and started to pack some snow into his hand. He came up 

with a heavy snowball, and chucked it at The Guard who was standing by the entrance to the 

palace. The Guard flinched, but knew he couldn’t say anything in his defense. He knew this 

because The Guard’s best friend had been fired for yelling an angry retort at The Emperor after 

he threw a snowball at his friend. 

Meanwhile, Donbran was mulling over how he would trick that obnoxious, spoiled 

Emperor. He thought of giving The Emperor a cooling suit, which would keep a person cool in 

the summer on other planets, but on the ice planet Hoth, it would freeze a person to death. 

But, the wizard thought, he deserved something even more brutal and humiliating. Something 

that would give him so much shame, nobody would honor such an Emperor ever again.  
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Donbran was thinking that because he had watched The Emperor for a week and he had 

witnessed him yelling at his servants and firing guards for no reason.  

Donbran could remember that The Emperor had done something inhumane only one 

week ago. Last week Dobran was taking a stroll in the village when, out of the corner of his eye 

he saw The Emperor. The Emperor was storming over to three children wearing warm, brown, 

fur lined coats. A most comfortable and normal jacket he thought, but that’s not the point! The 

point is that The Emperor is being mean and very rude to those poor children and their families. 

Donbran paused to watch. 

 “Kids, wretched kids. You know you kids better stay out of my life after this? OK! 

Younglings?” The Emperor’s face had calmed down and he was starting to cool off. If Empress 

Nainssi knew about this she would freak out thought Donbran, unless she already knows and 

that’s why she looks so glum all the time. The Kids burst into tears and ran into a house nearby. 

The Emperor had his favorite golden robes on. Donbran knew that because The Emperor told 

him all about his clothes and how much he liked them, since he was the royal tailor and all he 

had to remember that stuff. 

If the wizard could get The Emperor’s wife on the throne to be Empress, he knew she 

would not abuse power like her husband. His abuse had made it so every time someone earned 

money he would get 50% of it to make himself rich. If anyone disobeyed his proclamation, they 

would be sent to the dungeon without even thinking about the jail or money and he would get 

the pay. Donbran knew that Nainssi would not be like her husband because of all the care she 

gave to her servants. 

Icicles hung everywhere from buildings in town, and The Emperor had to duck down to 

walk under them. He was taking a stroll to stretch his legs. Kids threw ice balls at The Emperor 

and shouted, “You’re the worst Emperor!” The Emperor yelled at them, “You’re just kids! Your 

opinion doesn’t matter!” Enraged, The Emperor gritted his teeth and walked over to a group of 
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children, and pushed one of them over. When he had pushed the kid over, the child scarcely 

missed banging his head into one of the white houses with wooden beams decorating it. The 

child burst out crying and ran back toward his friends. What The Emperor didn’t know is that 

Donbran was watching from some one hundred feet back. “He must do this every day if it’s 

already the second time I’ve seen him do this” Donbran thought, as he pitied the children. 

Donbran couldn’t stop The Emperor because he might get thrown into the dungeon or hanged 

in the middle of the village. 

The road was made of ice, and the people in town used ice skates to get around. A 

mother skated out of a small house nearby, and moved the children to safety. She glared at The 

Emperor but didn’t say anything, because she didn’t want to be put into a freezing dungeon. 

The Emperor didn’t know that his grandchild was among this group of kids. His grandson 

Jeremy ran over to The Emperor, with his brown fur animal skin coat trailing behind him. 

Jeremy looked his grandfather straight in the eye, and slugged The Emperor in his arm as if his 

grandfather was a monster! The Emperor’s mouth opened wide in surprise. It had hurt The 

Emperor so much that the pain numbed his senses, and he stumbled around, unable to see. A 

palace guard came over and started to lead The Emperor back to the palace. 

The Emperor was a mean person because when he was young his father, The Emperor 

at the time, was a man of severity. His father liked to boss people around and be rich. That is 

why he is a man of severity himself.  

As soon as The Emperor set foot back in the palace, a servant ran over with an icicle to 

help his hurt arm. Another servant brought The Emperor directly to his bedchamber where he 

lay down to rest. He lay on his bed that had a golden frame and golden covers. Later on, The 

Emperor called for his messenger. 

 “Something terrible has happened,” The Emperor said. “And I request my first son, 

Stephan’s, presence immediately.” 
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The messenger, named Hawkes, rushed away to ready his Tauntaun to deliver the 

message. Hawkes mounted his Tauntaun. The large, white, two-legged creature rushed away 

from the palace. As soon as the messenger reached Stephan, he told him that The Emperor 

requested his presence. He told Stephan to mount the Tauntaun and they rode back to the 

palace. Stephan wore a green shirt under the chainmail and it swung everywhere during the 

bumpy ride. Stephan had light brown skin and eyes as blue as the sky. His black shaggy hair 

made him look like a valiant fighter with dreamy eyes.  

When they got back to the palace, two guards rushed over. The Guards head barely 

reached up to Stephan’s broad athletic shoulders. They put a bag over Stephan’s head to 

blindfold him, and they roped his arms together. The Guards rushed Stephan away to the 

throne room. Before he knew it, Stephan was thrown to the ground. His legs hurt because 

being thrown to the ground when you’re wearing Red Dragonhide isn’t a good combination. His 

blindfold was taken off. He recognized the throne room with doors on all sides and two golden 

chairs in the center for his parents. His father was tapping his gold coated slippers on the floor 

impatiently. Being in the throne room reminded him of the time when he was seventeen and 

his father falsely accused him of stealing his favorite golden robe. But he was released from the 

jail when his father learned that the robe was in the laundry. 

Empress Nainssi’s threw her slick long black hair towards the back of her head to get a 

better look at her son. Her eyes were blue like violets and she smiled as they shone down onto 

Stephan with comfort and love. “Ah, my son. It’s so good to have you here,” The Emperor said 

sarcastically. The Empress’s smile faded as she turned to face The Emperor. The Emperor told 

The Guards to take the ropes off of Stephan’s arms. Stephan massaged his wrists and sneered, 

“Hello, father.” 

 “First, I banished you from the palace. Then, you raise your child like this?” 

 “For the last time, I didn’t lead the rebellion against you!” Stephan's face was red and 

his strong adventures smile had turned into hatred. 
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 “I never want to see your face again, if you keep acting this way!” The Emperor told his 

guards to lock Stephan in jail. 

“NO! NO!” Shouted the Empress Nainssi. 

 “Too bad!” The Emperor jeered at his wife. “I’m The Emperor and it’s my choice. Are 

you asking to go to jail, too?” The Emperor put his hand to his ear. The Guards grabbed Stephan 

and led him away. The Emperor and the Empress stood up and walked away from each other, 

through different doors. 

Later that night, in Donbran the wizard’s hut, he spent hours thinking of ideas and 

throwing them away. Around midnight, he thought of the best way to trick The Emperor, and 

he shouted out excitedly. He knew what to do! Just then he heard a door opening and assumed 

it was a servant come to check on his progress. He started mumbling fake instructions to 

himself, like, “Time to cut the cloth! Then I need to...measure The Emperor...need to buy some 

scissors and make sure I have enough thread...” 

At that exact moment, a servant opened the door to see the wizard mumbling the steps 

and instructions. The servant backed out immediately. The wizard relaxed. He climbed into his 

bunk to get a good night’s sleep. 

The next morning, The Emperor burst into Donbran’s hut, waking the wizard. “Where is 

my suit?” The Emperor demanded. 

 “First, I have to measure you,” the wizard replied and started waving his wand around 

The Emperor, as if his wand would tell him the height and width. Donbran walked over to The 

Emperor and said, “First you need to undress, then I will finally dress you in this fabulous 

warming suit. It will be the warmest suit on all of Hoth. With the best decorations and the 

newest heat technology. But!” then the wizard started whispering, “Only the smartest people 

on Hoth are able to see...and appreciate...the suit and all of its warming details.” 
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The Emperor knew that he was the smartest person on Hoth! He went behind a 

changing screen and undressed. The cold hurt his body, so he moved closer to the fire. He came 

out, and Donbran did one wave of his wand, saying that the magical heat suit will just appear 

on The Emperor’s body. Donbran brought over a mirror, and The Emperor looked at himself. He 

saw himself naked! 

 “What do you think of your warming suit? Isn’t it amazing?” 

The Emperor stammered, “Um, I love it! This is a suit that only the smartest person on 

Hoth can see and appreciate, right?” 

Donbran said, “Yes, and it looks very nice and unique on you. Don’t you think? 

Unless...you can’t see it?” 

 “Oh no, I can see it!” The Emperor said immediately. 

 “What do you think about the newest heating technology?” 

The Emperor was shivering, but he said, “It’s the best and warmest suit I have 

ever worn! I am so warm right now!” 

 “I am so glad. You should wear it now, and display it to the village. I would be 

grateful, because it would honor me, as well.” 

The Emperor stumbled over his words. And said, “Ok...” 

Donbran said, “I will tell your servant to assemble the largest crowd ever seen in front of 

the palace courtyard, so you can show the suit off to everyone on Hoth.” 

The Emperor tried to say no, but Donbran called the servant over, and said, “Please call 

everyone in these town gates over to the palace courtyard.” 

Within five minutes, The Emperor could hear a large crowd outside. 

Donbran said, “It’s time to display the most impressive warming suit.” 
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The Emperor stepped outside of the warm hut. He took two steps further and felt 

his body numbing all over. He heard mumbling in the crowd, people were saying “He’s 

naked!” A split second later, his body froze into a solid brick of ice! 

Donbran swung his wand all around him, mumbled a few words, and transported 

himself in front of the jail where Stephan was being held. The Empress Nainssi was on the 

ground, crying in front of the cell. Her red robes were on the floor soaked with tears and the 

golden stitches were glowing in the dark environment. 

Donbran said, “The Emperor has frozen, I’m afraid. His extra warm suit must have 

slipped off.” 
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He waved his wand again, and freed Stephan from jail. Stephan emptied his pockets and 

pulled out some coins. He handed them to Donbran. He said, “Thank you for getting rid of my 

father.” 

Donbran said, “I didn’t do anything! Your father was the smartest man on Hoth.” 

And with that, Donbran disappeared. The Empress became the new ruler of Hoth. The 

planet became a place where servants were freed and guards weren’t needed. Hoth became 

the best planet in the Galaxy. 

THE END 
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The Royal Rangers Defeat the Tarrasque 

By Simon Hay-Sutton  

 

The damp fog encircled me and I felt my chainmail grow cold and damp. The fog hid an arrow 

flying past my ear, but I heard the fsseeww sound it made, and felt the air rush by my face. The 

Tarrasque was approaching in the distance. Its long spikes could be seen over the trees. The ground 

rumbled and I felt the planet vibrating through my thick, heavy boots with every stomp of the Tarrasque 

coming closer. I could see red flames quickly burning trees and other trees disappeared below the giant 

reptile’s foot. My pointed ears pricked as my wolf Rufus came running out of the trees towards me. My 

chain mail bounced and swayed. I trusted Rufus to follow me and ran away into the distance. I assumed 

my friends would follow me away from the fight because it looked like we had no chance of winning. 
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I was only running because when I was eleven, my parents were the best fighters in the world, 

and they lost to the Tarrasque even with half of the royal army on their side. For six year years, I wanted 

to stay and avenge my parents’ death, but if they couldn’t kill it, no one could. My parents were the 

leaders of the royal army. I snapped back to the present and my heart was racing not only because I was 

running, but because I couldn’t see my friends. I glanced over my shoulder and only saw Rufus through 

the trees. I had been running for a very long time and the heavy axe in my sack was starting to tire me 

out. I kept weaving in and out of the trees through a forested area that would soon be destroyed by 

wildfire caused by the Tarrasque’s flaming breath. 

I couldn’t see the sun, but I guessed that night was falling because of the dramatic temperature 

drop. The crisp spring air cooled me off as I slowed down after my run from my friends and my greatest 

fear. The Tarrasque was no longer in sight. I needed to find a place to sleep. I looked around at all the 

greenery to find trees and shrubs. I looked around at my surroundings until I spotted a slight clearing. I 

started to pitch my tent on the green grass with the pole supporting it from the middle. I slumped down 

next to the cloth of my white tent and started to cry. I had known these friends for my whole life, and 

yet I ran away when I was most needed! I’m a coward, and afraid, but nobody else’s parents were killed 

by a Tarrasque! My only instinct was to run away. I stood up and kicked a tree. 

Rufus curled up to sleep. I carried him into the tent. Rufus was a pretty light wolf, he weighed 

twenty-seven pounds and it was easy for me to carry him if I needed to. His gray fur rustled as I set him 

down into the white, cone shaped tent. 

Before I fell asleep, I couldn’t stop thinking about how I was betraying my friends by running 

away. I could remember when I met the other royal parents. My friends Jemere and Andon were the 

sons of the head of the royal armory. I grew up playing with the king’s children. The king had three 

children, Keanan, Cofor, and their daughter, Ganem. And I was the son of the heads of the royal army. 

All of the head families lived together in a palace. Every child was like a sibling to each other. That’s why 

it hurt so much worse that I abandoned them to the Tarrasque. 

That night I dreamt I was in charge of the wolves of Wolfland. Rufus was so happy for me and he 

kept licking my face. I woke with a start. Rufus’s rough tongue ran across my face surprisingly quick, but 

that could only mean one thing, it was his warning lick. I sat up. The tent let a sliver of light through, 

judging by how red and tall the sliver of light was, the Tarrasque had found me. 
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I couldn’t believe it I had probably only been asleep for two hours because I was super tired, but 
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I didn’t let that stop me from jumping into action. I leapt up throwing my blanket into my sack and I ran 

outside. On my way out, I nudged the side of the tent and it quickly fell into a heap that I hastily stuffed 

into my sack. It was so frigid outside that my first instinct was to run away to find someplace warmer 

and safer to sleep. Not this time I thought. I would face my fear and help my friends. 

I ran through the woods towards the flaming trees. The enormous scales of the Tarrasque 

looked even bigger than when I was running from it. I found my friends continuing the fight. They were 

using everything they had! Spells, armor, weapons like swords and bows and arrows, crossbows, and 

axes. It was amazing that they were even still alive. I was afraid to confront them because I had run 

away. I abandoned my best friends. What if they wouldn’t take me back as a friend? But, they were in 

dire need. Maybe even a coward like me could help them. The Tarrasque was larger than the palace we 

had called home. It was in a clearing that smelled like fire and the beautiful green grass was scorched 

and there was a broken sword next to the Tarrasque. I guessed that the sword was Jemere’s because 

he’s the only one brave enough to fight a Tarrasque with a shortsword. A Tarrasque’s scales can’t be 

broken by a sword unless someone has a mighty lot of strength. 

 “Percy!” Cofor yelled, “You came back.” 

Ganem screamed at me, “How dare you leave! We were about to die!” 

Andon said, “Why did you come back if you are so cowardly?” 

“It doesn’t matter now! We need all the help we can get,” Jemere cried. 

I decided to cast a spell to help my friends. “Swarm Tormento!” I yelled and four blazing hot 

flaming meteors flew from the sky pelting down onto the Tarrasque. I pointed my left hand at the beast 

and directed more meteors into its face. Luckily, the meteors found their way between the overlapping 

scales. Judging by the Tarrasque’s wail of pain, it took a severe hit, and was now oppressively injured. 

That would teach it not to mess with six highly experienced Rangers. 

My friends kept up the fight with their weapons. Keanan screamed, “Keep it up!” I could hardly 

hear him with the blasts of fire hitting the trees. It was time for my strongest spell. I concentrated all of 

my thoughts into one spell. I looked right at the Tarrasque’s eyes and thought about my parents and 

what they saw the night they died. That gave me the power to kill the Tarrasque and I directed more 
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meteor’s right into the Tarrasque’s eyes. It fell over with a mighty BOOM! The ground shook really hard, 

and the burnt earth clouded up around us. We all collapsed in exhaustion. 

The next thing I remember was waking up to a blast of sun scorching my face. Somehow the 

grass had regrown overnight and there was no sign that a Tarrasque had ever existed on except there 

was an immense strip burnt trees leading into the distance. 

I decided to make breakfast for all of us as a way to say that I was sorry. I took out my mess kit 

and rations from each of my friend’s packs. Just as I went into the woods Rufus started to stir. “Rufus,” I 

called. He is a very intelligent wolf and he came right over to me. “I need you to get some kindling for 

me.” 

 “Woof,” he barked and nodded as he bounded away. I grabbed my axe from the ground and 

started to hack at the closest tree. The young tree started falling. I ran out of the way to the left. The 

bark had smashed and there was tons of kindling. I started to chop the tree into sections to make 

firewood. Bugs started spilling out as I chopped the logs. “Yum,” I thought. “A snack for later.” 

I finally started to make a pile of logs for a fire. The wood had a small rotting smell to it, but 

whatever burns, burns. I couldn’t wait to surprise my friends. I hoped that they would forgive me. I 

grabbed the first stick I saw and started to rub the wood my hand until it started smoking. Then I tossed 

the smoking stick onto the logs. 

Once everyone was up, I fed my friends bacon and eggs. Today our morning talk wasn’t like 

normal. 

 “I can’t believe your spells worked” Cofor said gruffly. “But you should have stayed and helped 

from the start.” 

 “Cofor,” I said sadly, “All I could think about was how my parents died. Maybe you don’t 

remember that happening six years ago, but that’s the worst thing that ever happened to me.” 

 “Percy, we know you lost them, and we are sad too.” Keanan said. “But that doesn’t give you an 

excuse to run away.” 

Ganem brushed her long, brown, wavy hair. She said, “You should try to stay with us, because 

Rangers stick together. We don’t let anyone fight alone.” 
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 “You’re right, and I have learned a great deal from this experience. I will never let you guys 

down again.” 

It was time to return to the palace. I hadn’t been there in four years. 

 “So, it’s back to the city of Everwinter?” asked Keanan. 

 “Sure, I’m down with that,” Cofor said cheekily. We all knew he was thinking about the fancy 

bars and the casino where he tried to win money. 

 “I’ll go,” I said rolling my eyes at the thought of Cofor gambling again. We turned to look at 

Jemere and Andon. “Why are you looking at us, of course we’ll go?” Jemere announced. Andon was a 

pretty quiet person and usually stuck with Jemere because Jemere was his brother and Jemere also 

could kind of read his mind and answer for him. 

Andon mumbled under his breath, “We stick together because we’re family.”  

 “Hey! Nobody ever asked me what I wanted to do!” shouted Ganem. 

 “Well then what do you want to do?” I asked. 

 “Ahh, whatever, we can go.” said Ganem laughing. We all burst out laughing because that’s 

classic Ganem for you. She just tries to make us laugh. 

The sun warmed and penetrated our skin as we walked down the grass and headed north to the 

city of Everwinter, the city of my childhood. 
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Spid-Visible and Jump-Pider 

By Simon Hay-Sutton  

“Oh my…” I shouted, feeling amazed and unable to speak more. My friend Rolo had just 

jumped over a school bus without touching it! I couldn’t believe it. We’re spiders and we are 

smaller than the size of a bolt on the wheel of a school bus.  

“I did it, Rocky!” Rolo yelled.  

“That’s amazing!” I shouted because even though we were both near the tires on the 

bottom on the school bus, it felt like we were a mile apart. What’s amazing is that he’s only 

3/4th of an inch tall and I am one inch exactly. I crawled as fast as I could toward Rolo. 

“Wait! Where are you?” Rolo yelled. 

“I’m right in front of you!” I crawled closer to Rolo. 

“But I don’t see you,” Rolo said. 

“How do you not see me?” I said. “I am right in front of you.” I reached out and tapped 

Rolo on the shoulder. 

“Whoa! What is that?” Rolo asked. He put one leg in the air, and touched one of my 

own legs.  

“Ouch! That’s me! Stop it!” 

“Rocky, I think you’re invisible! I can’t see you, but I’m touching you at the same time!” 

“Wait, I’m thinking about being invisible right now!” I couldn’t believe it. 

“Rocky, I think we have super powers! Because I can jump super high, and you can turn 

invisible!” Rolo was so happy and excited. I had to agree with him.  

“Rolo,” I said, “I can almost see the headlines! Spid-Visible and his valiant sidekick, 

Jump-Pider!” 
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Rolo said, “Wait, hold on! You can’t undermine me like that, and make me just a sidekick 

of yours, just because you can turn invisible!” 

I suggested that we be sidekicks to each other, so we could work together. “Yes,” Rolo 

reluctantly agreed. We started to crawl back to the manhole we had come out of in order to get 

back to our cluster. It was our home. 

We were part of the Black Rocky Cluster, which I was named after. That is the name of 

our spider clan family. Black is in the name because we are black spiders.  There are also red 

spiders across town.  But in our neighborhood, there is a small tunnel off of the manhole cover, 

only big enough for spiders. That’s where we live. When we got back in the tunnel, we headed 

to the Rocky Cluster gathering place. We knew our way around so well because we had lived 

there our whole lives, and there aren’t many other tunnels to get lost in. Quickly, I made a 

megaphone out of leaves, and yelled at the other spiders in the Rocky Cluster that it was time 

for a gathering. 

At once, the fifty other spiders in the Rocky Cluster scurried in to the gathering place. 

Rolo and I said that we had an announcement to make. At the same time, we shouted in 

unison, “WE HAVE SUPERPOWERS!”  

From the crowd, someone yelled, “I don’t believe it.” 

“Show us!” another person said. 

Rolo responded to those by saying simply, “Okay, we’ll show you.” He looked at me and 

said, “Now is the time to think about turning invisible!” 

I focused all my thoughts and regarded them, thinking only about being invisible, how 

nobody could see me, and how awesome it is to have a super power. Gasps came up from the 

crowd. I let go of my thoughts, and turned visible again. I asked, “Now do you believe me?” 

Someone yelled, “What about Rolo? Does he have a super power?” 
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Rolo responded by saying yes very strongly, and immediately jumped the length of the 

three-foot-long tunnel. Everyone turned to watch.  It felt again like he was a mile away. I had to 

crawl along the ceiling to get back to where he was. Rolo and I hurriedly went away to our web 

room. We had shown everyone else in Rocky Cluster what we could do, and now it was time to 

take a rest. 

In our web room, two webs with very little space in between the webbing hung from the 

walls of the tunnels. The webs were white and there was a pile of Spider-Made comic books 

underneath. The comic books were made from leaves, and they were by the most famous 

spider author in all of the Spider Clusters.  

Rolo and I climbed up into our white webs to sleep. Before I fell asleep, I kept thinking 

about how awesome it would be to have our own Spider-Made comic book, and to be famous 

superheroes. I said to Rolo, “If we were superheroes, we could be famous, and have our own 

books that other spiders would read.”  

And Rolo responded, “That would be really cool, and fun to be some of the most famous 

spiders of all time.” We both fell asleep. 

The next morning, Rolo got an early start, and woke me up. He gave me some flies to 

munch on. A second later, a spider hurried towards us with an urgent message. She told us that 

someone had kidnapped three baby spiders from the tunnel, and this person needed to be 

caught. We answered the message, and said that we’d take the job. I was really excited for our 

first mission. We had our first crime to solve! 

We decided to set out right away. But first, I spun some of my webbing out to write a 

note in my web.  Rolo And I Are Out On A Case. We had to explore each and every tunnel in the 

Rocky Cluster in order to find the missing children. I turned invisible and walked on the ceiling 

so I wouldn’t bump into Rolo. Turning invisible got easier and easier the more I did it.  Rolo 

pretended to be alone and just taking a stroll through the tunnels, so nobody would be 
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suspicious. I followed Rolo since he couldn’t see me, and couldn’t follow me. We turned a 

corner, and heard some talking.  

I stole on, hoping that it was someone talking about the missing children, and maybe I 

could secretly overhear some information, but it was just Mister Brownspider, and Mister 

Eakerspider talking about politics. 

I heard Mister Brownspider say, “I don’t like the Henry guy who’s running for Cluster 

leader! I refuse to vote for him.” 

Mister Eakerspider agreed, and said “The Bill guy is better!  My vote, and my money, is 

on him.” 

Rolo caught up to me, and accidentally shoved me over, because he couldn’t see that I 

had moved to the floor. “Learn anything new?” he whispered. 

“No, just a bunch of boring politics. We need to go faster if we’re going to find the 

babies, because they could be leaving Rocky Cluster and going out of the manhole!” 

Rolo said, “Jump on my back! I can cover larger distances, and I’m stronger!” 

I jumped on to Rolo and held on with my eight legs. He took off like a jet! We flew down 

another tunnel and past a wide corridor. We turned a corner, and continued flying until we 

heard many small voices screaming, “Help!” 

We had to double back the way we came, and I tugged on Rolo to get him to stop flying 

so fast. 

As soon as we reached the source of the sound, the screaming stopped. There was a 

piece of bark blocking the tunnel, with a little opening. Rolo used his fast powers to move the 

bark completely out of the way. I made sure to keep thinking invisible thoughts. Rolo hid behind 

the bark, and I went into this part of the tunnel undetected. There was another piece of bark 

ahead, and I creeped it open very slowly and cautiously. Inside, were the three baby spiders! 
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They were huddling together, very scared, because there was nobody in the doorway. I let go of 

my invisible thoughts, and revealed myself. 

The baby spiders relaxed. They recognized me. “Are you Rocky? We know who you are! 

We saw you at the Rocky Cluster gathering,” one said. 

“Can you take us back to our Mamaspider?” another one asked. 

“Yes, that’s what I’m here to do!” At that point, Rolo realized that it was safe to come in. 

“Is this is the famous fast jumping spider?” another baby asked me. 

We all piled on to Rolo’s back. We rushed to the Rocky Cluster gathering place, and 

stood on a high ledge. With all the commotion, every spider in the cluster knew something was 

happening. The mamaspider rushed to the ledge and to her babies. She thanked us. “Rocky and 

Rolo, you found, and saved, my babies!” 

I looked around with joy. Even though we couldn’t catch the kidnapper, we had still 

rescued the babies and that was something to be proud of. I scanned all the spiders from the 

cluster. I spotted Mister Brownspider. He did not look happy. But he was the only one who did 

not look happy! I knew something was up. I called for the Spiderpolice, and they guarded the 

doors to the gathering place, so nobody could leave. The police poured a bucket of water on 

the doorframe, because use spiders can’t walk on wet surfaces.  They came over to the ledge. I 

told them my suspicions about Mister Brownspider. They agreed to watch him over the course 

of the next couple of days.  

After that, a Spiderpolice spit some web to make a bridge over the doorframe, so 

everyone gathered could leave. 

The Spiderpolice scheduled a trial, and Mister Brownspider was to be put on trial in 

three days, so we had two days to gather evidence and lawyers. A trial was scheduled because 

our cluster is a democracy.  On the 3rd day we were ready. On Mister Brownspider’s side was 

the lawyer Ms. Greenspider and the witness was his wife. On our side was the lawyer Mr. 
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Burgussonspider and the witnesses us. In the jury was Mr. and Mrs. Jeffersonspider, Mr. and 

Mrs. Wonderspider, Mr. and Mrs. Cooperspider, and Ms. Winn. The judge was Judge 

Hancockspider. 

“Silence!” The Judge yelled for order. 

“We will commence. We have been called here to find out if Mr. Brownspider is the 

kidnapper of three children.” he said a little quieter. 

“Mr. Brownspider, what can you say to prove you are innocent?” Ms. Greenspider stood 

up. 

“Sir, Mr. Brownspider was with Mr. Eakerspider across the hall a minute before the 

crime and with his wife less than a minute after the children were found. Even Rocky and Rolo 

will admit that.” 

“We do sir bu…” I started but got interrupted. 

“Silence!  Wait for your turn,” said The Judge. 

“No let them speak sir,” said Ms. Greenspider 

“Do you promise to tell the truth and nothing but the truth?” asked a Spiderpoliceman. 

“We do,” we answered at the same time. 

“If Mr. Brownspider was across the hall then he could’ve sneakily hid the children in 

there then run away as fast as he could.” 

“I think this would be a good time to prove that he is guilty.” Mr. Burgussonspider 

butted in. 

“Mr. Jonesspider show them what you’ve got.” Mr. Jonesspider is the police’s chief 

inspector so this was a big surprise. 

“Excuse me Mr. Hancock, but we found some evidence that is in Rocky and Rolo’s 

favor.” Rolo and I shared a questioning glance. 
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“We dusted the bark with our special web dusters and found no one’s but Mr. 

Brownspider’s footprints and one set each of Rocky and Rolo’s. The evidence is against Mr. 

Brownspider.” said the Chief inspector. 

“I think this just about settles it, but the jury decides so you have five minutes, jury,” the 

Judge said neutrally. 

After only four minutes, the jury came to the judge and told him their decision. 

“It has been decided. Mr. Brownspider has been proven guilty and it is my job to give 

the punishment so it will be one year in jail.” Mr. Hancock concluded. Four spiderpolicemen 

shot out webs from where they were standing in each corner towards the direction of Mr. 

Brownspider, who didn’t have a chance to get up or get away. In my mind I wanted to shout out 

“YES!” but I had to keep quiet until we left the courtroom, so Rolo and I just exchanged high 

fives. We all stood up while Mrs. Brownspider shrieked in protest. Mr. Brownspider was led 

away with the spiderpolice toward a tunnel to the underground cells. 

Rolo and I raced back to our webs and we finally got to shout out “YES!” We were 

celebrating our first solved crime case so we treated ourselves to a rare treat, fruit flies. We 

rarely got to eat fruit flies because they like the fruit in the twoleg world of men. It was hard to 

get because we only traveled to the surface once in a while. We decided to hang low and just 

read comics and eat fruit flies until webtime. 

Just before I fell asleep, I thought about how awesome it was to solve our first crime.  

But I knew it wouldn’t be our last! 
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Beast and Rapunzel 
By Katherine A. Tong 

I am in trouble again.  I am a beast 

again.  But why, why does it have to be me?  I 

pound my bearish paws on a table.  There is 

no hope left.  Who would want to be friends 

with a beast?  My blue eyes gaze at the new 

case in my room with a banana inside.  The 

banana peels. By the time all of the peels are 

gone, I must learn to be friendly. 

I think back to the stormy night I had a 

chance to stay human.  An ugly sorceress had 

come to my castle and asked me if I would let 

her stay in my castle in return for a banana.  I 

should have realized this was very similar to the time with the rose.  Unfortunately, I was rude 

and rejected her twice, despite her warnings.  She was disappointed in me for not learning my 

lesson and turned me into a beast.  I wish I had only agreed to let her stay in my castle. 

But how can I be friendly? Everyone thinks I look so wretched.  What am I to do?  I am 

exasperated and bored.  I shake my shaggy brown mane and let out a nerve-racking:

One day, I go walking. I walk until I find a new road I never noticed.  I am curious.  

I start down the path. I crunch for a while through an orangey yellow maple forest.  I see a 

tower and stop.  I do wonder what is inside such a big tower.   Maybe it is a watchtower. The 

thought of war makes me scared.  I stumble back, back, back-OOOMPH   I run 
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into a tree.  Suddenly, a handsome prince struts, nose high in the air, around bend in the road.  

I dive behind the tree with a rustle.  The prince frowns and looks around, but luckily does not 

see me.  I sigh in relief.  The prince calls up to the tower, “Rapunzel, Rapunzel let down your 

hair.”  Suddenly a coil of –what’s that?  Gold? Comes flying down.  I thought he said it was hair.  

I am sooooooo confused.  I 

watch the prince climb the 

tower.  Since it takes a long time 

for the prince to climb the tower, 

the prince begins talking, “I’m 

sorry I only see you twice a year 

Rapunzel, but you know it takes 

one WHOLE WEEK to get 

here, Camelot from Cair Paravel. 

I am apologetic, but due to issues 

at home, I am leaving before 

sundown and won’t see you for 

another year.  As I said the last 

time I saw you, my parents hate 

me spending time with their 

prisoner.” His strong voice 

echoed through the woods as he 

pulled himself into the tower.  

Once in the tower, he lowered his voice so I could not hear him.  How can he climb the 5,000 ft. 

to the tower without stopping?  I wonder.  I jog home thinking about what they said.  I write 

down ‘Rapunzel, Rapunzel let down your hair.’ Then it strikes me.  The person in the tower is 

called Rapunzel.  I still ponder over the conversation though. 
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Suddenly I had an idea.  

The next morning when I wake up, I grab a knife, and a bow and some arrows because I 

am afraid guards are protecting Rapunzel.  I run to the castle and roar, “Rapunzel, Rapunzel, let 

down your hair.”  The hair comes flowing down.  I begin to climb.  Halfway up my poor paws 

ache.  I rest for a while, and then continue climbing.  Just before she can see me, I stop.  I ask 

her, “Do you have a problem up there?”  

“Rescue me,” she pleaded.   

“Then don’t be afraid of my looks.”  

“I won’t,” she promised.  

I don’t think she realizes how hideous I look with my sharp canines, claws, and jet-black 

eyes.  Cautiously, I step into the castle.  As soon as Rapunzel sees me, she backs towards the 

wall and lets out a shriek that almost pops my ears off.  I try to stay calm.  I feel tears coming as 

the blood rushes to my face.  I turn away and squeeze my eyes shut, but a tear escapes anyway.  

I swallow at the lump forming in my throat.  Before Rapunzel can move, I cut her hair telling her 

I can rescue her.  She allows me to.  With one end of her hair I tie it onto an arrow, and the 

other end onto a loop near the window.  I shoot the arrow to the ground.  I tell her to slide 

down.  She says, “What if I fall? I would probably die.”  I decide to slide down first.  Then she 

follows.  I take her back to my castle and I make her some hot tea. We sit and sip the tea 

silently.  Soon it begins to snow.  I feel a friendship bonding between us because she looks at 

me and smiles warmly.  Then it begins to hail.  Huge hail balls come down.  It is too dangerous 

for Rapunzel to go where I assume she wants to go: home.  I tell her to stay for the night.  I felt 

our friendship was nearly bonded when she winked cleverly, and sure enough, it was confirmed 
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when Rapunzel said, “Due to your kindness I give you this friendship bracelet to remember our 
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friendship.” 

 POOOOOOOOFFFFFF!  A blinding flash of light sent Rapunzel running toward the 

door like a cheetah hunting its prey.  “IAMHUMANAGAIN!?”  I kind of blurted it out as a one-

word question.  Then I see Rapunzel running out the door.  I say, “It’s only me in human form so 

don’t be afraid.”  She eyes me suspiciously but believes me.  I am overjoyed to be human again.  

I ask her blushing, “Would you like to retrieve your hair tomorrow?”   

She says laughing, “No.” 

 Soon the snow ceases and I prepare my best horse and some food for her trip home.  

Just before she leaves, she answers my final question, why were you a prisoner.  She claimed 

she had stolen a prized hen and sold it for 12,000£.  One goodbye and she is off. 

I am glad to be human but I really hope I learned my lesson. What is the good of being 

human if you are going to be a beast again because you never learned your lesson? I would 

rather be a beast longer but learn my lesson and be human forever. 

~Epilogue~ 

 

Rapunzel retuned home safely and visited the beast every two months.  The beast was 

always happy to see her.  Despite Rapunzel’s efforts to keep the beast happy, He was still 

lonely.  He felt full although he was still lonely. 

~THE END ~ 
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My Absolutely Crazy Vacation 

By Katherine A. Tong 

 

This is the sixth and last time I am getting in the car.  My seven-year-old sister Jamie is 

always complaining about any little detail like she is trying to exasperate me. Jamie, Percy, mom, 

dad and I are going on a trip to Washington D.C.  We had been ready six times-well almost ready, 

and gotten in the car six times until Jamie cried, “I forgot my…” Finally, she decided to stop 

forgetting things and just get in the car. I was so relieved.  

We were going to the National Air and Space Museum.  Jamie said she wanted to see Donald 

Trump although she hated him.  She even made up three silly songs about just how stupid Trump 

was.  The first poem was called Trump: 

Donald Trump, 

He lives in the dump, 

And he tries to lump 

Amendments onto the Constitution.   

 

The next poem was called Dumb.  

(If you read it down the left side it spells dumb): 

 

Donald trump, 

Under the dump, 
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Making 

Bad decisions. 

 

Her final poem was called TRUMPET: 

Donald thinks he’s so smart 

But he’s no work of art 

He loves the fame 

But’s got no brains 

If anything, he has the brains 

Of a trumpet (none)! 

 

She was obsessed with those poems.  I told her not to sing it outside because it would be 

disrespectful to our uneducated Trump-supporting neighbors, but she yelled it anyway.    

“Hurry up and get in the car,” cried my exasperated brother Percy.   

“She’s just stalling because she does not want to sit in the uncomfortable middle seat 

for five and a half hours,” I accused.   

“Just get in the car,” said my mother and father not wanting an argument.  It’s bad 

enough having to sit next to a noisy little sister but it’s worse having her complain about your 

brown eyes ruining her blue eyes. 

Suddenly a feeling of sympathy washes over me.  She hates being in the car because 

once she was driving for two hours to a party and she was in the hard middle seat going over 
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large bumps in the road and when she got out, she got car sick because she could not see out 

the window.  She had only been three at the time.  Ever since then, she hated all cars. 

Our mother is a blue-eyed blonde and our dad is brown-eyed redhead. So how exactly 

Percy and I ended up with brown eyes and brown hair makes no sense.  I am the opposite of my 

dad.  I am messy and short.  I am five years older than my seven-year-old sister and only six 

inches taller.  Percy is the exact copy of me, except he is tall for his fifteen years.  Jamie is 

average and is crazy about being neat.   

Eventually, Jamie got in the car.  My dad sped off.  Soon Jamie was saying good b to the 

Empire State Building that our city took pride in.  We drove for a few hours until Jamie cried, “I 

need to go pee!”  Dad stopped at a rest station, and Jamie relieved herself.  Percy and I got out 

of the scorching car.  There was no way out of the hot July sun.  Soon we got back in the car.  I 

begged dad to turn up the AC.   

After a few more hours of, thankfully, complaint-free driving, we arrived at our hotel.  I 

was furious when dad realized he had reserved a room with no air conditioning.  Luckily, 

someone had canceled their reservation at the last minute so we could stay in their room.  This 

new room was actually three rooms.  It had 1.5 bathrooms, four beds, one laundry machine, 

two closets, and one mysterious door. We had been told the door led to an empty soundproof 

room.  We had been asked not to open it.  Well, that’s a good way to get sometimes-naughty 

Percy interested and slightly naughty. 

Anyway, we settled in.  Mom told me to share a queen bed with Jamie.  I refused.  I 

made the excuse that Jamie kicks.  I was allowed to share a bed with Percy. 

That night after everyone else was asleep, Percy asked me if we wanted to check out 

the forbidden soundproof room.  I was feeling naughty just like Percy that night so I agreed to 

join him.  I grabbed a flashlight for Percy and me, and we silently and cautiously crept over to 

the room.  We turned the knob to the room and-CREAKKKKKKKKK!  We ran to the bed and 
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threw the covers over ourselves and pretended we were asleep, waiting for our parents to kill 

us for sneaking around the place.  After checking to make sure that our parents were asleep 

and gathering our wits, we crept back to the door and we opened the door more carefully that 

time and held our flashlights steady.   

“AHHHHHHHHHH!” I screamed as Percy tackled me and clapped his hands over my 

mouth and buried my head in the pile of clothes on the floor.  IT WAS A POISONOUS, HUGE, 

AND HAIRY SPIDER WE SAW!  Percy got up and said, “I bet you ten dollars to touch that spider 

with me.”  I agreed.  We walked in there together and we touched it.  We burst out laughing 

and fell to the ground because the spider was not real.  Thanks to Percy’s quick thinking we did 

not get in trouble.  Percy ran to the soundproof room’s door and swiftly closed it.  For ten 

minutes, we could not stop laughing.  I thought we were going to suffocate.  After we stopped 

laughing due to hiccupping, our stomachs hurt so badly.  I was glad we were in a soundproof 

room. 

Suddenly, Percy spotted a door in the wall, opened the door, and he said, pointing to 

the room, “Let’s go find out what’s in there.”  I went along with that idea.  Like, what could go 

wrong in a perfectly lit room?  Once we were in the room, we saw a huge computer in front of 

us.  We walked up to the computer that took up almost the whole room and picked up the 

human-sized remote control next to it.  Soon we realized there were only video games on that 

computer.  There were also video games on the phones next to the computer.  We played for a 

while until Percy said because I yawned, “time to go to bed sleepy head.”  I refused until Percy 

reminded me it was three A.M.  I freaked out. I threw open the first door, which was partially 

open and stumbled out.  Then a feeling of dread flooded through me.  I remembered C.S. 

Lewis’s advice: “Never close a wardrobe door, if you don’t know that you can open it again.” 

I said, “Let us play five more rounds of Elf Ski first before we leave.”   

 “Fine,” Percy said.  We played for forty minutes!  I had the best score ever!  In thirteen 

seconds, I had six hundred and seventy-eight points! Percy walked over to the door leading 
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over to the hotel.  Percy was very impatient so he swiftly attempted to open it.  He cried 

instantly, “It is locked!”  We looked around for a way out:  our parents always woke up at six 

o’clock.  We had three hours to find our way out.  Luckily, I still had my flashlight. I saw the wall 

with the spider looked different.  I could not tell if it was because I had been playing video 

games for six hours or if the wall was actually different.  I said to Percy, “Is that really a sphinx 

or am I imagining it.”   

 “Yes, yyess.  Bbbbbutt bbuttt,” he stammered.  Percy fell to his knees and prayed his 

eyes were deceiving him.  The sphinx that had appeared on the wall was starting to stir.  

Luckily, it could not come off the wall.  It said, “I know you wish to return to your home or hotel 

but you must be smart and clever to escape my imprisonment.  You must solve this riddle.  

What has four ‘legs’, then two ‘legs’, and then three ‘legs’? You have five minutes.”  After five 

tense minutes, Percy and I said in unison, “A human.”  I remembered that answer from the 

riddle game we were playing on the hotel computer. “That’s right,” replied the sphinx. “You 

must go through a room and decide whether to explore or leave the room once you enter.  

Only you, younger one, shall go in.   

“Thank you, mighty sphinx,” I said.  The sphinx opened a hole in the wall and shoved me 

in.  

I wondered why the room smelled like garlic and onions. The room was small but for 

some reason bright and sparkly.  It had gold. Everything was gold except for one thing.  A lone 

piece of soft parchment. Ancient parchment. It had mysterious writing on 

it:�������������������������������������������� 

There were the same symbols on the wall. There was a hole in the wall. The smell of 

garlic stench was so overwhelming.  I crawled through the hole leading to a different room next 

door. The hole was scratchy.  The decaying smell in the room was overwhelming. I could not 

bear it.  I ran away from the spooky room past the sphinx who let me in.  
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“Since you were so smart as to leave the room, I allow you back into your hotel.  By the way, 

the room you were in was inside of the Great Pyramid.” 

When we opened the now-unlocked door to the hotel, the sun was rising. It appeared 

we had just walked in the front door.  I grabbed Percy’s hand and pointed.  Our parents were 

up but apparently weren’t worrying. They had even set our places at the table.  We walked up 

to our parents and they said, “Where have you been?”  Guess they were worried. We lied, “We 

went to the basement of the hotel and slept in the replica space ship.”  There was the space 

ship because this was the air and Space Museum’s hotel.  I told mom that she said if we wanted 

to, we could sleep in the replica ship. She said, “I didn’t mean sneaking off after I was asleep!”  

 “Anyway,” I said while Percy wrote the note, “We left you a note saying, ‘Dear Mom 

and Dad, uh, uh…um…what did Percy write? Oh yeah, we are going to sleep in the basement 

model of a space ship.  Love, Percy, Jackson, and Jamie.’ ” 

 “Percy Edwin Junior!” exclaimed my mother, “That’s where my family went.  But where 

is the note you left me?  We looked all over the place for a note and we found no notes. “Percy 

had snuck over to the kitchen counter with his water cup trying to pretend he was getting a cup 

of water and was not noticed by my mother while he snuck over.  I made eye contact with 

Percy and then I looked at the kitchen counter.  Percy placed the note on the counter and then 

he joined me by my side after filling his water cup too.   

My mother looked on the counter and said that she already looked there but maybe not 

carefully enough.  “I am so disappointed in you Jackson Etwick Edwin for sneaking off. I must go 

find Jamie.”   

She would be in the replica space ship, Mom!” shouted Percy as my mom rushed out 

the door.  Then our dad rushed in with Jamie. He frowned and said, “Percy Junior, Jackson.  

Don’t do that again.” 

 “We won’t,” we promised.  Soon Mom burst into the room and said,” Jamie isn’t in the 

replica rocket ship!”  Percy said, “She is right here, Mom.” 
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That morning Percy and I hurt too much to eat from laughing so much earlier.  After 
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breakfast, our family changed into our astronaut outfits to celebrate the Air and Space Museum 

and we got in the car.  For some reason, Jamie was not feeling like being annoying. I was soo 

happy when Jamie said, “I actually will stop being annoying for the rest of my life...” I actually 

heard nothing else she said until, “…I will not be annoying unless you are annoying to me.”  This 

was infuriating to me because she called everything I did annoying.   

We went to the Air and Space Museum.  As soon as we walked in the building, a whole 

mob of people crowded around us asking for our picture.  The security guards told everybody to 

leave us alone.  We were searched for weapons.  The guards released us after being searched.    

By 11:00, we were getting hungry.  We went to the cafeteria.  Percy’s stomach still hurt 

a lot from last night but he forced himself to eat a full pizza.  When a surprise cake was served, 

Percy let me eat his piece of cake for him.  I really enjoyed all of the frosting.  I think I ate too 

much cake though.  I had a terrible stomachache afterwards.  It seemed we would never go 

home.  First, Jamie insisted on buying cotton candy. Second, she insisted on playing a 

programming video game on the museum computer.  Third, she watched a three-hour movie.  

All the while, Percy and I stood over the toilet hoping we would not barf.   Soon we went back 

to the hotel to rest.  Percy and I were holding our stomachs and groaning all the way to the 

hotel.  The next day we packed up and headed home. Fortunately for me, we did not buy any 

souvenirs for Jamie and me to argue over.  We were ready six times to go home until I cried six 

times, “I forgot my…” This time it was Jamie’s turn to exclaim, “This is the sixth and last time I 

am getting in the car!” 

We arrived home at 6 p.m., exhausted.   Three hours later, Percy’s stomach still hurt 

from the pizza, and mine from the cake. 

The End. 
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A Yellowstone Rescue 

By Katherine Tong  
 

The cars pulled over left and right as Jake whizzed by in his huge rescue van.  Jake 

turned up his radio and said into the radio, “Captain, where did you say the animal was?”  

“Near Old Faithful” replied the captain at the headquarters of the EPA.  Jake drove for another 

six hours until midnight through sparsely settled areas on dirt roads.  He drove into the National 

Park’s lot and parked.  He got out and climbed into a snowmobile, the only way to enter the 

national park. Under the snowmobile’s seat, there was a big hallow pocket.  In the pocket, he 

packed supplies.  He also wore a headlight so he could see.  Then, he entered the park.  He 

called the EPA headquarters to send a helicopter to rescue the animal once it was found.  Then 

Jake crashed blindly through the trees heading toward the geyser. 

Soon, Jake reached Old Faithful.  He looked around for animals using a red flashlight.   

Then he saw the animal.  It was a mother bear that appeared to be unconscious.  

Suddenly, it looked around and groaned.  Not the kind of groan you would expect a bear to 

make but a human kind of groan. Suddenly, she mumbled, “Where is my cub?”   

Jake’s droopy eyelids flew open and exclaimed, “EXCUSE ME!????????”  

 “I am a special species of bear, but please just find my cub!?”  Pleaded the exasperated 

bear mother. 

 “Yes,” said Jake hopping onto his snowmobile.  He was so nervous that he would 

squash the cub he went very slowly searching with a red flashlight.   Jake looked until he was 

almost lost.  He wanted to give up.   

Suddenly, Jake saw two glowing circles on a tree move. “Am I dreaming?” 

wondered Jake aloud.  He peered more closely at the tree.  It was the cub.  Jake 
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said to the cub 

assuming it 

spoke English, 

“Don’t be 

afraid, I am 

here to bring 

you to your 

mother.  I won’t 

harm you.  I 

can’t see so well 

in the dark you 

know.  Of 

course, you can 

see me.  Can’t 

you tell I am 

only here to 

help?  You can 

ride with me to 

the EPA center 

where your 

mother will be helped.  See now cub, I know your mother probably told you to be 

afraid of humans, but I don’t have a gun or rifle, that long stick held over your 

shoulder.  I am here to prevent illegal hunters from hurting y-.” Jake was cut off 
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by Old Faithful going off.  “Oh no,” moaned Jake.  “I left the bear mother 

dangerously close the geyser.”  He dashed to his snowmobile.  He shouted to the 

cub, “If you wish to come see your mother come quickly!”  The cub scampered 

over and hastily jumped onto the snowmobile, and started to whimper. 

Jake jabbed the key into the ignition hole and he drove off.  He did not wait 

one second of the full sixty seconds or more he was supposed to wait before 

driving to let the engine warm up during the winter, and risked having his 

snowmobile blow up. Suddenly Jake felt a vibration in his snowmobile.  Then he 

heard an alarming noise:  CRASH!! BANGG!  An alarm went off.  Despite the 

alarm, Jake rushed to the still spouting geyser.  He grabbed the bear mother and 

dragged her away from the geyser; relieved she was not hurt any more than she 

already was.  “Strange.  Just strange,” mumbled Jake realizing that no alarm in his 

snowmobile was going off.   

Then he remembered his radio.  He pulled it out of his pocket and as soon 

as he heard, “Fix that window fast,” he panicked.  The helicopter was his only way 

to rescue the bears and it was gone!  His mind was spinning. He ran in circles 

around a tree and eventually began banging his head in frustration until it hurt so 

badly he almost fell over in pain and finally collapsed on the ground. 

After he calmed down, Jake began hatching a plan.  He went to his 

snowmobile and grabbed the tent, a stargazer’s map, and several other things.  

He pitched the tent and lugged the bears in.  Then he began stargazing to find the 
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distance to the safest place to camp long term.  He was about to calculate the 

distance when a bright light blinded him.   
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He realized it was his helicopter.  Although he did not know whether or not 

they were searching for him of for a spot to land, he cracked his glow sticks and 

he began waving them.  Soon he heard his radio saying it had 1% battery left. He 

knew he would need his radio for the rescuing so he told the men in the 

helicopter not to attempt to communicate until he could replace the old battery 

for a new one he always kept with him.   

After he replaced the battery and went over the rescue procedure with the 

helicopter crew, a man roped to a stretcher descended from the helicopter.  The 

man reached the ground and sauntered over which angered Jake because it 

looked to Jake as if the rescuer did not care if the bears were injured or not.  

The high-ranking man told Jake to, “Carefully lift the injured bear mother 

and the cub on the count of three onto the padded stretcher.” 

EPILOGUE: 

The bears arrived safely at the EPA animal care center and they were 

treated. The cub was not injured, only the mother.  A hunter had injured the 

mother bear.  The mother required focused care for a few months. The cub was 

allowed to visit the mother quite often after she healed a little bit. The cub was 

quite happy at the EPA center with other orphaned cubs. Soon they were released 

into the wild again.  They had tags put on them before the returned to the wild.� 

The End� 

 

  



 

 65 

LR Hoodie: A fractured fairy-tale 

By Neela Willeke 

 

“Honey, I’m really sick, so I need you to 

go to Grandma’s by yourself.” 

“Ok, Mom,” said Rose.  

“I’ll text you the directions in a 

moment,” said her mom. 

“All right!” 

Rose put on her favorite sneakers and 

zipped up the red hooded sweatshirt she always 

wore.  

“Woops!” she thought to herself as she 

untangled her short brown hair from the zipper. 

“Pling!” rang her phone and she was ready to go.  All she needed to do was get her 

Grandma’s medicine. 

“Here you go,” said her mom as she handed over the meds.  “And remember not to talk 

to strangers and go straight to Grandma’s apartment.  Tell her I love her!” 

“Ok, mom!” Rose said as she put her Grandma’s medicine into her backpack. 

Rose stopped to smell the sweet smell of the flowers in her neighbor’s window box.  

They almost smelled like candy and Rose liked candy a lot!  She heard a loud deep growl from 

behind Mr. Pinkskey’s fence.  She knew it was just his seven-pound terrier, Libby.  She was very 

sweet once you got to know her, but Rose still shivered like she always did when the dog 

growled.   A half block later Rose stumbled over Benny and Benjamin’s Nerf gun darts.  They 
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loved to terrorize the neighborhood with their toy guns, and Rose was always finding their darts 

on the sidewalk.  Rose passed James Park, but decided she didn’t have time to swing.  Usually 

she loved to pump the swing until she could feel her stomach drop, but no so high that she got 

scared.  Rose had never gone past James Park before, so this neighborhood was unfamiliar, but 

she was still in Boston and she had the directions her mom sent her so she would be fine.   

“Right?” she 

thought to herself. 

“Pling!”  Rose 

checked her phone.  

Her mother had texted 

her to hurry back as 

soon as she gave 

Grandma her 

medicine, as she 

hadn’t realized how 

fast it was getting 

dark. 

The streets 

were less familiar, so 

Rose started to walk 

faster, as was her 

nervous habit.  

Suddenly, she smelled 

her favorite smell, 

candy.   
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“Umm!” she took a big whiff of the sweet smell that seemed to be coming from the dark 

alleyway off to her right.  

“I know I should be going straight to Grammie’s apartment, but she likes candy too!  

Maybe there will be gumdrops as those are her favorite,” thought Rose. 

As she turned the corner into the alley, the air started to feel cold, damp, and heavy.  

Rose almost turned back, but the urge was too strong.  A man wearing a Michigan Wolverines 

basketball shirt stepped out of the shadows.  He looked like he probably was living on the 

streets due to how thin he was and his matted hair.  Actually, he was almost hairy, and the long 

hairs on his knuckles reminded Rose of a wolf. 

“What’s in your backpack, little girl?” the man asked. 

“I know my mom said not to talk to strangers, but she also said to answer adults when 

they talk to you and he wouldn’t take anything that didn’t belong to him, would he?”, thought 

Rose before answering the man. 

“Oh, just some medicine for my Grammie” 

“Interesting… Where does your Grandma live?” 

“On River View Ave., number twenty-two, 5th floor, in an apartment with a bright red 

door, but she leaves her window open so I can call up to her to let me in.  She calls me Little 

Rose, or LR for short, since I am named after her!  She didn’t like it when I called her Big Rose, 

so I call her Grammie instead, and I’m the only one in the word who can!” 
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“Humm, what did you say your Grandma’s name is? I am pretty sure we’re friends…” 

“Grammie.” 

“Yes, yes, I know someone who goes by Grammie, little old lady with big white curly 

hair? Wears too much bright red lipstick?  She just went to that park over there, and she told 

me if I ever saw a little girl with a red hoodie to tell her where she went.” 

“Oh, how lucky you found me! I’m her Grandchild!  Where did she go?” 

“Just over there,” and he pointed vaguely to the right. 

“Thank you!” said Little Red Hoodie, and she skipped off in the direction the man had 

pointed. Meanwhile, the homeless man went to Grandma’s red door and said, in his best 
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impression of Rose’s voice, “Hello Grammie, I can’t seem to get the door open.  Can you help 

me?” 

“Sure, Honey” said Rose’s Grandma as she walked outside. 

“Bang!” The door to her house closed and locked, leaving poor Grammie outside with 

nothing to wear but her pink flowered night gown. The last thing Rose’s Grandma saw was hairy 

knuckles slip over the edge of the door. 

“Help, oh Help!” screamed Rose’s Grandma. 

Rose, who already was at the end of the street, turned when she heard her Grammie’s 

cries.  She quickly followed the voice while calling 911.   

When the Police came, they barged through the door and found the homeless man in 

the kitchen making eggs in Grandma’s best apron.  Although everyone was a bit flustered, they 

decided not to waste the eggs (which smelled delicious), and all sat down to eat.  The meal was 

scrumptious enough that Grandma begged the Police to let the homeless man go with only a 

warning, since after-all he was only hungry.  

Grammie’s husband had died long ago, and Grammie liked the eggs so much that she 

decided to marry the homeless man, and they lived happily ever after.  Rose did not, because 

her mom got mad at her for not listening, so she was grounded for a week, but after that they 

ALL lived happily ever after!  Well, mostly. 
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Bekka’s Skirt  

By Neela Willeke 

 

This fabric is so soft, I thought, as I rubbed the fringe on my brown skirt through my 

fingers.  I had always admired this skirt swaying from side to side as Bekka taught violin to me.  

Wait!  What!  I’m in her skirt!  Oh my gosh!  I’m wearing it, but why? 

 

Ding, dong!  Yay! Maybe it’s Bekka coming to explain why I’m wearing her clothes!  

Ding, dong!  I sprinted down the hallway as fast as I could.  Was something jingling in my ears?  

It couldn’t be earrings, I don’t have pierced ears, but I felt the cool metal brush my cheeks as I 
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ran. Three long flights of stairs.  I frowned, confused.   But wait, my family lives on the first 

floor?  The stairs were very familiar, however, as I’ve been climbing them once a week for the 

last four years on my way to and from my violin lesson in Bekka’s apartment.  I finally reached 

the heavy wooden front door and opened it to find Joy, one of Bekka’s other students. 

“Oh, hi,” I said, wondering if Joy would think it as strange as I did that I was wearing 

Bekka’s skirt and answering her door. 

“Hi, Bekka!” said Joy cheerfully.  I spun around to see if Bekka was behind me, but just 

the dark cluttered entryway.  Why would she call me Bekka?  What, am I now Bekka?  That sure 

would be great for recital next week!  No more practicing, I’d just sound amazing!  Ooh and I’d 

get to wear her clothes, I said thinking especially about her long green satin dress and leather 

very high heeled sandals that my mom says are impractical for 10-year-old girls.  Oh, but my 

mom, what about my own family?  Are they missing me down the street?  Suddenly I’m aware 

of Joy speaking. 

“I finished Seitz concerto number 5, orchestra number 6!” Joy said while pulling back 

her orange curls into a messy ponytail.  Her freckled cheeks raised with her beaming smile. 

“Ummm … what?” I responded still lost in thought. 

“What song do I get to learn next Bekka?” asked Joy eagerly looking up at me. 

Ummm … why is she asking me this and why is she shorter than I am?  When we line up 

in group violin by height Joy is usually right next to me!  I shake my head and try to think of the 

most advanced piece I know.  “Umm, Waltz by Brahms?” 

“Ha, ha!  But seriously, what do you want me to learn?” 

“Waltz by Brahms!” I responded a little bit more uncomfortable. 

“Is there one in book 8?” asked Joy.  Book 8?  Holy smokes!  She’s in book 8?  I’m only in 

book 4!   I’m not even listening to book 8 yet!    
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“Are you okay, Bekka?”  Why does she keep calling me Bekka?  “You seem to be lost in 

thought.” 

“What?  Oh ya, I’m just thinking.”  I was thinking about my family again and where my 

dog Gretel was.  She’s usually barking when someone comes to the door, but then again this 

isn’t my door.  Joy’s smile faded.   

“Should I come back at a different time?  You don’t look too good,” said Joy with 

concern. 

“I’m free tomorrow,” I mumbled, having no clue what would happen tomorrow since I 

don’t even know what’s happening today. 

“Oh, actually I have Sunday school.  Sorry, but maybe my mom can email you to 

reschedule?” 

“Yeah okay …” I said as Joy pulled closed the large oak door. Thud! 

“Neela!  Neela!  Neela!”  Humm?  My eyelids slowly blink open.  

Joy is still here, but something feels different.  I look around and see the clear plastic tub 

of my outdoor toys beside me.  My metal scooter is resting on my cheek and my parents’ 

jackets are hanging from the rack above me, so I must be in my own front hallway.  I stand up 

and look in the mirror.  I’m me but with a big goose egg on my forehead.  I reach up and touch 

it.  Zowie, it hurts a lot. 

“Are you okay?” asks Joy.  “I think we should tell your mom about this.”  Actually, I am 

not ok, I’m confused. 

“Umm, did I hit my head?”  
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“Yes, you’ve been 

out for a while.  I was 

gonna get your mom, but 

I didn’t want to leave you.  

Don’t you remember?”  I 

look down at my legs and 

I’m no longer wearing 

Bekka’s fringed skirt, just 

my jeans like usual. 

“Umm, not really, 

sorry.  Why are you 

here?” I ask quietly.  Now 

Joy looks a little hurt. 

“I thought you 

asked me if I could play at 

your house today?” 

“Ya,” I say.  “Now I 

remember.”  I didn’t 

remember at all, but I 

didn’t want to make Joy 

sad again as she’s usually 

so upbeat. 

“After you put some ice on that, do you want to still play?” asks Joy. 

“Maybe, I’ll have to ask my mom if she thinks it’s ok” I say as I head upstairs to the 

kitchen where my mom is making dinner.  “Anything but dress-up or violin!” 


