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Gretel	the	Evil	Sister	By	Navid	Hodjat	
 

 Everyone thinks that I should be the responsible one— Oh, I’m 
sorry, I forgot to introduce myself. My name is Hansel and I have a very 
annoying younger sister named Gretel. Gretel has bright green eyes and 
always messy, red hair. I look different with dull green eyes and blue hair 
that stands up in spikes.  OK, back to what I was saying. Sure, maybe I 
caused a fire or two, but that’s it! I did not deserve to be grounded, 
forced to stay in my room for a week. Meanwhile, Gretel set fire to five 
houses, makes the younger children in the village do whatever she 
wants and she does a whole lot of other bad stuff. She gets away with everything! She does not even get 
yelled at. My stepmother is supposed to take care of both of us, but I think that she really wants to get 
rid of me.  

“Hurry up and get down here you lazy worm!” Ugh, that’s Gretel. “You’ve got five seconds before I eat 
your breakfast.”  

“Coming!” I reply. 

Breakfast is oats soaked in milk. I do not enjoy it, but it tastes fine to Gretel. Our parents were once 
really rich and I was used to eating biscuits, fried boar strips, and steamed apples every morning. My 
mother died and my father remarried my stepmother. My stepmother is super hairy and wears nothing 
but raggedy clothes. Then my father died and Gretel and I live with her now.  

First thing my stepmother said to us was, “No more of those lavish meals.” 

After breakfast my stepmother says, “You two are going to collect some wood for my fire, understand?”   

“Of course, Mother,” says Gretel.  

Once we are in the woods, I begin to look for some dry wood. There are tons of trees with vines 
entwined in the branches. There are red and yellow leaves all over the ground, along with pine needles. 
It is fall and I feel a bit chilly. All I am wearing is a fleece jacket that is bright yellow. So, yellow that 
anyone ten miles away could see me.  

“You better get lots of wood for Mother, Hansel, or she is going to be very mad.”  

“I told you to stop calling her Mother. She is just an uncaring stepmother,” I say.  



 4 

“That’s just your opinion, got it?” says Gretel.  “Hey look, there is a house made of sticks up ahead. We 
could get tons of wood for Mother from there.”  

This time I do not even bother correcting her. She will just 
ignore me. 

As we walk towards this strange house, a green witch with 
warts covering her face pops out in front of us.  

“Who goes there?” barks the witch. 

“It’s me, Gretel. And I have brought you a tasty meal named 
Hansel!” 

As I suddenly realize what is going on, it is too late. They throw nets on me and drag me into the witch’s 
house.  

“You set me up, Gretel!” I shout.  

Gretel and I do have a difficult relationship, but I am still her brother. I am angry and shocked. 

“I am not the only one,” says Gretel. 

“That’s right.” My stepmother steps out from the shadows. 

“You are both traitors!” I scream. 

“Now we are going to fatten you up before eating,” cackles the witch. 

They throw me into a cage and walk away. I have to think of a way to get out of this mess. I should have 
never gone to get wood for the fire. Suddenly, I have a great idea. The witch’s house is made of sticks, 
making it completely flammable. Remember when I said I only set fire to two houses? Well, now my 
count will be three. I pick up a rock from the floor of the cage and start to rub it on the metal bars of the 
cage. After a couple of minutes a few sparks start to appear. I then pick up a stick and hold it near a 
spark. The stick suddenly bursts into flame and I reach through the bars and lean my makeshift torch 
against one of the walls of the witch’s house.  

“What’s going on in here?” 

Gretel bursts in and sees the wall on fire. 

“What the ----? Mother!” 

My stepmother rushes in and immediately calls the witch. 

“Everybody, get out of the house!” yells the witch. 

“What about Hansel?” asks Gretel. “We don’t want him overcooked!” 



 5 

“Forget about him!” screams my stepmother. 

Ignoring our stepmother, Gretel opens the cage and drags me out of the house. She probably feels a 
little guilty, locking me up so that a witch can eat me. As soon as we are far enough from the burning 
house, I kick Gretel, who still has me by the arm, in the shin. She lets go of me as she howls in pain. I 
take off running into the woods. After a couple of hours, breathing hard and feeling tired, I stop on the 
top of a hill. When I look down, I see a busy town. People are selling goods in the street and wagons are 
everywhere. I will blend in perfectly.  I decide this is where I will live out my happily ever after.  
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Welcome	to	Saffron	Falls	By	Navid	Hodjat	
 

I yawn and hop out of my bed. I look into the mirror to fix my hair. It is all matted down 
and lopsided on the top. After fixing my hair, I go downstairs to the kitchen to get something to 
eat. The kitchen looks way different than it did last night. Instead of the bright orange and yellow 
of my family’s kitchen, this room is painted in grayish brown. 

“Hey Mom!” I shout. “Can you come here for a second?” 

A woman comes down the hall. She resembles my mother, but in some ways, she looks 
different. 

“Uh, Mom?” I call out again. 

“Yes, honey?” the strange woman responds. Maybe she just got a new hairstyle. 

“Why did you paint the kitchen a different color? I liked it how it was?” 

“What are you talking about; it has been always gray.” 

“Stop joking,” I laugh. 

“I’m not joking. We even let you pick out the color, Dull Wood.” 

This is more than a little weird. I decide to ask another question. 

“Um, Mom, what’s your given name?” 

She gives me a strange look. “You seem out of sorts today. It’s Eileen, as you already 
know.” 

I nearly faint. Eileen is the name of my great-great grandmother. 

“Anyways, honey, it’s almost time for school!” 

“School? I’m home from college for spring break!” 

“Stop joking! Henry, you’re in 2nd grade.” 

I must be going bonkers, I think. 

“I’ll go upstairs and change,” I say hurriedly. 

I practically run upstairs in terror. “Mom” says I am seven, but I am thinking with an 
eighteen-year-old brain. I run to the bathroom, which is now at the end of the hall instead of at 
the top of the stairs, lock the door and look in the mirror again. I gasp! I am so short I can barely 
see myself. I have a round baby-face. 

“Noooooooooo!” 
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I am so short. I am so 
young. 

“School bus is almost 
here, Henry. Hurry up!” 

I run to my bedroom, 
with a twin bed and Legos 
and Tinker Toys. It is so 
messy, I have to go through 
an obstacle course to get to my closet. I jump on my bed and, from there, leap to the closet 
entryway. I slip on a pair of small blue jeans and a t-shirt that has a Sears label. I take the stairs 
two at a time. There is a box of doughnuts on the kitchen table. I grab one, the Flintstones 
backpack and metal lunchbox that is by the door, and run out to the yellow school bus. It is full 
of kids who are all talking. I find a seat and think about what happened so far this morning. I 
realize Eileen called me Henry. That is not my name. What is going on? I think. I wake up in a 
house I do not recognize, living with people I do not know. I am seven and my name is Henry. 
As I look outside, I see a sign saying, “Welcome to Saffron Falls.” What on Earth is going on!  
Saffron Falls is on another continent from where I really live. I live in Brazil and Saffron Falls, 
where my mom’s family is from, is in the U.S. The bus stops and kids start filing off. As I step 
off, the bus pulls away in a cloud of exhaust. I follow the other kids as they are walking into the 
building. There are teachers all around in the hallways calling,  

“Class B over here!” 

“Class A right over!” 

“Class C line up here!” 

I decide to head over to the line for Class C. We walk to a classroom that has Miss 
Monroe written on the door. We all take a seat while Miss Monroe stands at the chalkboard in 
the front of the classroom. 

“Okay class, today we are learning long division.” 

Long division will be easy as pie! The teacher starts talking again, but I’m not paying 
attention, thinking about the A’s I will get. If I have to be back in the 2nd grade, at least I will ace 
it. 

“Henry, please come to the board.” 

I stand and walk slowly to the front of the class, not sure what I’ve done. 

“Solve these ten problems here at the board, in front of the class, because you were 
daydreaming.” 

Miss Monroe hands me a piece of chalk. Oh boy. 
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Three hours later:  

I am on the bus headed back home. School could not end soon enough. It was so 
boring. Nothing exciting happened at all. It is 5:00 PM by the time the bus comes to my stop. I 
get off the bus and walk up brown wood steps and knock on the door. 

Eileen answers the door. 

“Hello Henry!” she says. “I have made pasta and meatballs for dinner, your favorite! Your 
dad will be home later, but you can eat now.” 

“Sorry, I am really tired. We learned 
long division in school today. I need to take 
a rest.” 

I really want to tell her, No, I didn’t 
learn one thing in school today. It was 
boring and I never want to go back again! I 
decide not to say that since it would be 

super weird. 

“Ok, honey, you can go upstairs and sleep if you like.” She pats me on the top of my 
head. 

I trudge up to my bedroom and flop on the bed. When I wake up, my mouth is dry and I 
am really hungry. I could use Eileen’s pasta and meatballs now. I walk to the bathroom to wash 
up and I notice something. A round face is not looking back at me. I can easily see above the 
sink. I run back to my room, with my full-size bed and Avengers: Age of Ultron poster on the 
wall. I grab a tape measure from my desk and measure myself. I am five feet ten inches tall. I 
jump with joy. I run downstairs and am greeted by orange and yellow walls. My mom comes out 
into the hall, wearing a red dress, and my father is behind her in a suit. 

“Good morning Josh. How did you sleep?” asks my mom. 

She is looking in the mirror trying to fix her wavy hair when she says this. 

“I had the worst night ever,” I say, “but boy am I glad to see you two.” 

I run over to them and give them both a hug. They exchange looks, confused. Never 
again do I want to return to Saffron Falls, unless I take a plane.  
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The	Beach	By	Carolina	Lopez-Doherty	
 

Hi, my name, is Sandy. I live in Miami Florida with my mom, 
Abby, my dad Brent, my brother, Ollie, and my identical twin sister, 
Susan. Right now, we are at the beach. I don’t really like the water, 
but I love to play in the sand.  

My brother, Ollie yells from the water, “Hey - why don’t you 
come in?” 

“Because I don’t like the water, you know that,” I say. 

“Just come in!” he says, and swims away. 

“I can do this,” I thought to myself. I got up, wiped off some sand from my legs and 
slowly walked until I was one inch from the water. Even though I was afraid, I took a few steps 
back and ran into the water. I can actually swim. When I was in first grade, I took swimming 
lessons, but that’s before I got afraid of the water. 

I can feel the water surrounding me. It feels amazing. I dip under the cool water. I hear 
yelling and screaming, but I thought it was just kids playing on shore. Then I heard Sue scream. I 
looked up and there was a huge wave coming. Before I could even stand up, it hit me. Weakly, I 
opened my dark, green eyes. The last thing I see is blood and my dirty blond hair floating in the 
water. The last sound I hear is screaming and crying.   

 One week later 

I wake up in the hospital. My eyes are barely open. I see Sue. She gasps and screams and 
jumps out of excitement that I am awake. I tell her to be quiet, then I fall back to sleep. The 
next morning, I woke up in my bed at home a little confused. Shouldn’t the doctors have 
checked in on me before I left the hospital? How did I get home? I get up to walk around and 
find my mom. In my room, it was dark but I could tell it’s day, because there is a very faint glow 
around my blinds. I walk out and I instantly tear up. This is not my house! I first think that I am 
dreaming but I am not. “Ok, keep calm,” I thought to myself. I decided to look around. 
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This house was big and very colorful. 
For example, there was one room with 
orange walls, a white sofa and a brown 
coffee table that had different color 
handprints on it. But my house is more 
modern and this house was more colorful 
and creative. I decided to check out the 
upstairs.  The upstairs was just a hall of 
mirrors. The only thing that was not mirrors 
was two doors on either side of the hall.  

 

I was a little freaked out, so I decided to go up the stairs to the third floor. The third 
floor was just an attic full of boxes. I went back to the second floor and went through the first 
door in the hallway. It was just a big bedroom, so I decided to open the other door. I thought it 
would be another bedroom, so I didn’t hesitate. I went right in. I stopped dead in my tracks. “I 
need to get out of here,” I thought. I looked around me, and I saw a small door that was only up 
to my knee - about two feet high. I walked over to the door and slowly twisted the doorknob 
and lightly tapped the door - hard enough so it will open, but soft enough that it wouldn’t make 
any noise. I got on all fours and crawl in. It was a bedroom - a huge bedroom with white 
crumbling walls and six people sleeping in it. I gasped and stepped backwards and tripped. As I 
fell backwards, so many questions went through my head. Who are they? Why are they here? 
Why are they all sleeping in one bedroom? And why am I here? 

At the last second, I tried to grab on to something and I knocked over a flower pot.  The 
flower pot shattered. I cut my hand on one of the shards of glass, as I slowly got up, blood 
dripped on the floor. I fought back the tears and ripped part of my sleeve to rap my hand in. 
One of the six people woke up. As she walks over to me, her short, red, curly hair stays behind 
her. I have to look up to see her. She’s very tall. She was all the way one the other side of the 
room. When she got over to me, my head came up to her stomach. I looked at her dark, red, 
long sleeve shirt and then down at her dark blue jeans. Then finally she said in a concerned 
voice, “Carolina, where have you been?” 
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“I was sick,” I said. 

“Well how are you feeling?” She 
said. 

“Hi Carolina,” another girl said. 

Then right after she raised her hand 
and said, “Linda?” The tall woman looked 
over at her and said, “Yes Caitlyn?” 

Caitlyn said, “Can I go first?”  

“Yes,” Linda said. There were three 
other boys, but I had no idea who they were. I didn’t read a story aloud, because I did not have 
one. I figured out the other boys’ names. They were Naveed, George and Jimmy.   

I told Linda that I could walk home, so I walked down Linda’s street and took a right. I 
walked and walked, until I found a purple portal with a black outline. I thought to myself maybe 
this will get me back to my family, but it might bring me to someplace else. I decided to take 
the risk. I walked through the portal.  

 

I woke up the next day in my room. I walked to open my door. I walked out of my room 
and I saw my dad. I said hi, but he did not say hi back. I thought that was weird, but I went to 
see Sue. She gave me a hug and we talked for hours. Ollie came in. I said hi, he did not even 

look up. Then he said to Sue, “Who are you talking to?”  She said, “Sandy.”  But he said, “Sandy 
is still in the hospital.” At dinner, I stayed in our room and Sue brought me some leftovers. I 

stayed in her room because we thought it was weird that no one could see me. Then we went 
to bed. I slept in Sue’s room that night. The next day Ollie could see me, and the next day my 
dad could see me.  Sue, Ollie and I were confused. Why everyday a new person could see me? 
And the next day, mom could see me. After that, the rest of the world could see me. We told 
mom and dad that the hospital dropped me off at home. Now everything is back to normal. 
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The	Toy	Soldiers	By	Carolina	Lopez-Doherty	
 

Hi, my name is Kyle. I live on 123 Roxbury Lane in MA. I have a mom and a dad 
and I am an only child, but I like it that way. Tonight, my mom and dad are going 
out. I hear the doorbell ring. I run to go get it. It’s a package. I open it. It is some 
toy soldiers my mom ordered for me to play with when they were gone on their 

date. I was excited to play with 
them. 
 

My mom comes out of her 
room wearing a long, straight 
dress that matches beautifully 
with her pale skin, dark brown hair 
and magnificent hazel eyes! My 
dad walks in to get my mom. He is 
wearing a business suit. My dad 
has brown hair and blue eyes. He’s 
also a little tall. My mom ruffled 
my wavy, brown hair as she was 

heading for the door. They said goodbye and left. 
I started to play with my soldiers, but then got bored. So, I got up and 

knocked them over a little disappointed. I thought they would be more fun. I went 
to my room and got some pictures to look through. I found two pictures of me in 
the fifth grade. I’m still in the fifth grade, but picture day was a long time ago. In 
the fifth grade picture, I was wearing a red sox baseball hat, blue jeans, and a 
black t-shirt. My big brown eyes looked shiny and my pale skin had a lot of 
freckles. I don’t really like picture day. 

Then I got hungry. So, I got my wallet and put on my coat and shoes. As I 
walked out the door, I thought to myself, “They will never know that I left the 
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house.” I walked down the street. 
Lucky for me, the convenience store 
was not far. I walked into the store 
and it was the creepiest thing I had 
ever seen. There were spider webs 
bigger than my dad. I Don’t like 
spiders or spider webs in the first 
place so that made me terrified. The 
walls were oozing with bright green 
and light brown slime.  Some bright 
green slime dripped on my black t-
shirt. I shivered in disgust. 

I had been here before and it 
was very nice and clean. This is 
something that I would not have expected. I looked down on the ground only to 
find a floor that was made of dirt and there were bones scattered around. I went 
white with fear. 

I looked to the center of the room and saw a single red toy soldier, just like 
the ones my mother had ordered for me. I picked it up, wiped off the gooey slime 
and put it in my back pocket. I ran out the door and all the way home thinking 
about what I had just seen.  

When I got home, I was exhausted, petrified and nauseous. I went to my 
room to lie down and to take a nap. But I could not sleep. It felt like someone was 
watching me. I got a little freaked out, so I went to go watch TV. I walk out into 
the hall and then to the living room sat down on the couch. I was on my 
Gameboy, so I did not notice the lined-up soldiers on my coffee table. When I 
took a break, I looked at the coffee table and instantly ran outside. A few minutes 
later, I had enough confidence to go back inside. I opened the door and saw all 
the soldiers lined up right in front of my door. I stepped over them and heard 
footsteps behind me. When I turned around, there were none in sight, not even 
by the door. I looked around I saw them on the coffee table. A few seconds later, I 
heard a car pull into the driveway. I turned around and saw that all the toy 
soldiers were back in the box that they came in. I ran over to the box and sealed it 
up with a ton of duct tape. I put it in the trash never to be seen again.   
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The	Witch’s	Sister	By	Caitlin	Sanchez	
 

You might have heard the story of how Hansel and 
Gretel defeated the wicked old witch. But did you know 
the witch has a sister? And did you know that sister is me? I 
am the Candy Queen and I don’t mean to brag, but I would 
like to think of myself as beyond beautiful and not that 
wicked. On the other hand, my sister was completely 
wicked and not even half as beautiful as I am. People often 
stop to admire my long, purple hair, braided down my back 
to show off my green ears and sparkling pink eyes. 

My sister’s gingerbread house had been in the family for generations. 
Gretel and her brother, Hansel, stole it. So, what if my sister turned people into 
gingerbread men? It’s only because they were trespassing on private property. I 
mean, anyone with a house like that would not want kids going near it, right? I 
mean, come on! People need to be more respectful. Well, enough about the past. 
We have to get back to the present. Like I always say, “Don’t focus on the past, or 
you’ll miss the future”.  Ok, so maybe I don’t say that, but it’s a good saying.  

 I plan to take back my family’s home and their riches. I have been watching 
Hansel, Gretel, and their father from my hide out in the forest. The scrumptious 
house is nestled all alone in a small valley wrapped in a blanket of snow. 
Each morning, the children and their father walk out the front door made of 

chocolate coated candy 
canes and skip down the 
perfectly patterned, 
peppermint walkway on 
their way to school. I watch 
them call to their shiny, red, 
stretchy gummy bear dog, 
named Bosco, who is 
busy licking a lime lollipop 
tree. Each evening, I watch 
them come home as the sun 
sets behind the glistening, 
sugar-coated house. I plan 
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to sneak into the house 
promptly when they 
depart for school and take 
back the riches that are 
rightfully mine. 

 On the morning of 
the heist, I dressed in my 
green cloak and 
my red velvet shoes. I 
snuck through the trees 
and bushes to their house. 
I had two big sacks with 
me. I planned to dump all 
the money into the 
sacks. Without the 
money, they can’t keep the house. It would be for sale and, with my new riches, I 
would buy the house. It was the perfect plan. What could go wrong now? 

As I was sneaking into the house, I realized that the pesky, gummy bear dog’s 
house was empty. I realized I hadn’t thought about the dog in my plan, 
but it’s house is empty, so I have nothing to worry about. I opened the candy cane 
front door and was about to open their wondrous money cabinet, when out of 
the kitchen, burst the gummy bear dog. It ran in circles around me, until I was all 
tied up in the sticky, wretched, gummy bear dog. I struggled to get free, but it was 
no use. I was stuck. Hours passed and just as the sun was setting, Hansel and 
Gretel returned home with their father.  
 “What is going on here?!” Cried Hansel and Gretel’s father. “Who are 
you?!” 
 “I am the wicked witch’s sister, the sister who owned this house before 
you! You stupid people who decided it was yours. I have come back to take back 
the riches that are, and always were, mine!” 
 “Well”, said the father, “I suppose they do belong to you then”. 

“Oh father, you wouldn’t!” Cried Gretel.  
“But they are hers, my child”, he said. “What is your name?” He asked me. 
“My name is the Candy Queen” I said. 
His plump, red face broke into a grin. “Interesting name,” he said. 
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“You think so?” I said. I accidentally put my face in the form of what some 
people call a “smile”. By now, the gummy bear dog had unstuck itself from me. 

“You know,” the dad said, “this is your house and your stuff, but we like 
living here. It’s so much fun! So, maybe you could move in with us and share the 
house?” 

Boy, was I surprised! I liked the idea. This Dad seemed nice and so did 
Hansel and Gretel. And I would have part of the house back. 

And with that, well, I guess this is my happily ever after. 
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PANDORA’S	ADVENTURES	By	Caitlin	Sanchez	
 

Have you ever thought 
about what life might be like if 
you are a dog? Well, it’s hard. 
It’s so hard when people are 
always bossing you around. 
It’s always, “No Pandora!” 
“Stop it!” “Leave it!” “No!” I’m 
sick of it! I even bring these 
two-footed, mechanical, 
walking, talking machines 
called “humans” their 
newspaper! Oh, and don’t 
lecture me about kids! They 
(as some people don’t see) are 
disgusting, smelly versions of 
talking robots. One time, 
when I was watching TV with them, the little one put her fat, little finger up that 
pig nose of a nose and stuck it on my fur! Isn’t that insane! I licked it off, and I 
have to admit, it tasted pretty good! But still! That’s just gross.  

The other day, the weirdest robot of them all, called a Dad, was sitting on a 
pretty weird contraption the talking robots called a toilet, and he was reading a 
newspaper article that I’m pretty sure said, “Trump talks of Building Wall.” I could 
have been wrong, maybe it was, “Trump Took a Fall.” Whichever it was, they 
were all old news. But then, Mr. Robot looked at me with a confused expression 
and muttered “Come on, Pandora,” and closed the door in my face. How 
offensive! Clearly, he doesn’t know I can read! Not only am I a smart Afghan 
Hound, I’m also the prettiest dog in all of New York. My golden fur is hard to 
match. It is never matted or dirty.  

Now I am going to tell you one of my amazing stunts, which I am quite 
proud of. One day, it just happened to be a Thursday, when Mr. Robot makes 
steak, my favorite. I hate that yucky kibble they give me! And today I had the 
perfect plan to get some of that yummy meat. First, I jumped up in the hall closet 
to get some thick string Mrs. Robot keeps in there and brought it to Brother Bot 
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and asked him with 
my eyes to tie it 
around me. And guess 
what? He actually did 
it! There was still 
some string left over 
so I went to the Baby 
Bot. She was sucking 
on one of her crazy 
red locks. Then she 
tied the string to her 
bottom side, too. Then 
I pulled her into the 
kitchen where the 
steak was on the 
stove. There was a 

hook on the ceiling where a light had once hung. I pulled a chair over, climbed up 
on it, then climbed on the table and put the string on the hook between Baby Bot 
and me. Now, my nose was practically touching the stove. Just then, Mom Bot 
walked in to the kitchen. I let go of the stove, making Baby Bot scream and I shot 
upwards on the hook, but the hook wasn’t strong enough. It broke off and I fell on 
the table in all the commotion. Dad Bot was running to get scissors to cut Baby 
Bot free and I swiveled my head backwards and cut the string holding me and 
leaped towards the floor.  

Now, the Mom Bot was chasing me. I felt as if I was flying. My legs bounded 
across the scratchy, unpolished floor. Luckily, my paw pads made it feel soft, as if I 
had on slippers. I turned the corner, nudged the closet door open with my snout 
and wriggled inside. The crazy mom ran right past me. I came out and swiftly 
leaped upstairs. I was too big to fit under the bed and, anyway, I don’t like the 
dark. Unfortunately, Mrs. Robot came into the bedroom. She batted her spidery 
eyelids. Her blood red lipstick glowed as the sun shined through the window. She 
coaxed me with her long pale finger. “Come here pretty doggy!” She tried to 
smile, but her eyes weren’t smiling so I knew it was an act. Sometimes I think she 
looks like a vampire. When these dumb robots picked me and up and cruelly took 
me away from my much-loved brothers and sisters, I was outraged. My brothers 
and sisters were my family and these lunatic robots came and took me away. 
Don’t they know that Afghan Hounds belong with a mature, regal family without 
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any chubby little bots to tug at our tails?! I wish dogs got to pick their robots. 
Then I would have chosen nicer people.  

Just then I stopped daydreaming. Mrs. Robot was dragging me down the 
stairs by the collar. At the window, I saw a girl on a skateboard with a terrier 
puppy running along beside her. He looked happy. No one ever took me for a 
walk. That dog was lucky. The girl looked pretty and nice. I jumped through my 
doggy door to go outside. The girl spotted me. “Oh, what a pretty dog!” She said. 
Her green eyes sparkled like emeralds and, as she smiled, I noticed that she had 
dimples. Her red hair was stuffed up in a baseball cap. She had a spray of freckles 
across her nose. She was wearing a sweatshirt that said, “Do What You Love” with 
blue jeans that had little purple butterflies on them.  

“Hi!” She said. “I’m Anna”. I think I liked Anna. “This is Sugar” she said, 
gesturing to the little white Terrier with brown eyes. I liked Sugar. I think he liked 
me. “Oh, you want to be friends?” She asked. “You’re beautiful! What’s your 
name?” She reached for the tag on my collar. “Pandora,” she said. “You must be 
new in the neighborhood. I’d love to walk you sometime.” Then she walked up my 
front steps and knocked on the door. Mr. Robot answered. 

“Hi,” said Anna. “Would you like me to walk your dog sometime? I have a 
dog walking business.”  

“Sure,” said Mr. Robot, and Anna handed him a card. I couldn’t believe my 
good luck. It looks like I’ve found a new friend.  
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Goldilocks	By	George	Stamatos	
 

Once upon a time… 

Goldilocks was strolling through the woods, with the 

wind blowing her golden hair across her face, and her long 

legs stumbling in the underbrush.  She was minding her own 

business, when she came across a house made of brussels 

sprouts! It had no windows, and smelled really bad.   

“Blehh!” She said, and she went along her way. After a 

bit, she came across a house made of broccoli! It also smelled bad, and had no windows. 

“Yuck!” She screamed. After a bit more, she came into a clearing, with birds 

chirping, bees buzzing, and squirrels running through the trees.  This is beautiful, she 

thought, I would love living here! But, she noticed, right in the middle of the beautiful 

clearing, The Witch's house of candy! The walls and ceilings were made of gingerbread. 

It was covered in rainbow colored gumdrops, peppermints and gummy bears. 

“This smells much better than 

brussels sprouts and broccoli, I think I’ll 

eat it!” exclaimed Goldilocks with her 

mouthwatering.  

She ran straight for it, wanting to 

eat every last bite of it! But, the second 

she got there, The Witch came out of her 

house! She trapped Goldilocks in a 

Twizzler net!  She was caught!  

 

Part II…. 

Hansel and Gretel were walking in the woods, when they heard a horrific scream 

for help!   

“Oh no!” Hansel said, “Someone must have been caught in one of The Witch’s 

terrible traps!”   
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They ran to the candy house, their short legs making tapping noises on the 

candy ground, they climbed up the candy wall, and jumped down the chimney. 

 

Part III….  

 
Goldilocks was in the dark, gloomy, candy basement!  She was listening to The 

Witch prepare the cooking fire, when she heard a thump, whump! Hansel and Gretel 

had come out of the fireplace! Hansel and Gretel pushed The Witch into the flaming hot 

cooking fire. They went downstairs, her blue eyes darting around, his green eyes doing 

the same. Finally, they found Goldilocks, they heroically cut the Twizzler net, rescued 

Goldilocks, and they all (except the terrible witch) lived happily ever after! The End.  Or 

not, (mwha ha! ha! ha! ha!) now, I, (the narrator) will tell you aftermath stuff! Yay! 

 

Part IV…. 

Goldilocks is twenty years old by now, and so are Hansel and Gretel. Obviously, 

The Witch is still alive, or else this story would be no fun, right? Okay, back to the story. 

Goldilocks, Hansel and Gretel are all roommates. (Oh, I forgot to tell you that it’s 1634.) 

So, they like going on hikes in the woods and mountains.  But, one day, they came 

upon a house made of… glass! 

“Wow!” They said, “This is supercalifragilisticexpialidocious!” 

(I actually spelled it right.) 

“I wish we owned this house,” said Gretel. 

“Me too,” said Goldilocks. 

“Me three.” said Hansel. 

“We should take it!” they said simultaneously. 

So, they somehow got the house back to the village where they lived. Now, we 

need a good twist to the story, don’t we? Well, here it is! The glass house was The 

Witch’s! And she had placed a curse on it! Goldilocks, Hansel and Gretel did not know 

this. They were cursed! The Witch (who had gotten therapy, and was turned good, but 

still used magic,) was mad! (I mean, who wouldn’t be?) Now, back to the curse. It 
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makes people look ugly (very ugly) and it happens overnight, so it’s getting pretty bad 

for Goldilocks, Hansel and Gretel. They wake up in the morning. Their faces were 

covered in large, green warts. They smelled like a sweaty moose. They got dressed, 

Hansel gets into: jeans, a brown, plaid shirt, and black shoes with silver buckles. 

Goldilocks gets into a black dress, and so does Gretel. They go outside, but everyone 

runs away screaming, even the nice old lady who lives down the street! They go back 

inside, wondering what to do. 

 
Part V…. 

The Witch is standing around, being mad and kind of cold, when she thinks, “I’ll ride my 

broomstick to the village, and hopefully find it!” So, she flies her broomstick to the 

village, and finds her glass house in the backyard of Goldilocks, Hansel and Gretel. 

(Where else would they put it?) The Witch goes inside, un-curses Goldilocks, Hansel 

and Gretel, and they all live happily ever after. 

 

The End. 
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The	Alien	By	George	Stamatos	
 

The sand was hot under his feet, and his throat and 

tongue felt cracked and dry. He tried to climb the sand dune, 

but his short legs sunk in. He was exhausted, tired, and hot. 

He needed water, and fast. Twenty-two hours earlier….  

The boy’s name is Jack “Jackie” Hudson and he’s ten years 

old. Eight o’ clock, Saturday morning, May 12, 2018, 

Morristown, New Jersey. Jackie woke up, put on jeans, a shirt, 

and dark green sweatshirt. He brushed his long brown hair and went downstairs. He made some toast 

and sat at the table to eat. Then his father came downstairs, half asleep. 

“Morning, Dad!” Jackie called.  

“Good morning!” His dad said, but it came out like he was speaking gibberish, “Goo mer’nin.” Mr. 

Hudson made some eggs and then sat down, too. His bright, green eyes were barely open and his bald 

head looked quite oily. Then a loud sound rang out through the house, the sound of somebody banging at 

a door. BANG! BANG! BANG!  

“Hello?” said Mr. Hudson, slightly alarmed (and now fully awake). 

“It’s the F.B.I!  Open up!” said a rough voice. 

“Oh no! Jackie, hide!”  Jackie’s dad said.  

“Where?” 

“Anywhere!” 

So, Jackie ran to the cellar. Ten minutes later, F.B.I agents came into the cellar. They practically 

tore the whole place down trying to find Jackie. Finally, they found Jackie and took him outside to a green 

helicopter. Then they took him to a place even I , the narrator, don’t know about. Several hours later, the 

helicopter landed and Jackie, too. F.B.I agents came into the helicopter, put Jackie into a metal cage, and 

left. Jackie was taken outside, where there were gigantic, red rocks. “I’m probably in Arizona,” he thought 

to himself. He was taken to one of the rocks, and then somebody stepped up and pressed one of the rock 

juts. The whole front of the rock became an entrance to a cave! Jackie was taken in! The cave was dark 

and gloomy, but suddenly lights came on!  
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“Cool!” Jackie said. 

“Quiet!” A man said. 

Okay, Jackie thought. Suddenly, 

everybody stopped, and another person 

pressed a rock jut. Some of the cave wall 

became an entrance too! Jackie was taken into 

a chamber on the other side of the entrance. 

He was left inside the chamber and everyone 

went away. Suddenly, Jackie felt very woozy 

and then he fell asleep. They did many other 

tests, but that is another story for another day. 

When he finally woke up, he was in the 

helicopter again and feeling very dizzy. His 

legs and arms were numb and he could hardly 

think. Then, the helicopter lurched down and 

Jackie fell out! He landed comfortably on a 

sand dune, (thankfully). He tried to get up but 

he could not. So, he crawled along his way. 

 

Ten o’ clock, Sunday morning, May thirteenth, 

2018, somewhere in the Sonoran Desert    

The sand was very hot under Jackie’s feet and 

his throat and tongue felt cracked and dry. He 

tried to climb the sand dune, but his short legs sunk in. He was exhausted, tired, and hot. He needed 

water and fast. Suddenly a U.F.O came over the horizon! It landed and his dad came out of the U.F.O. 

“Dad!” Jackie cried his blue eyes lighting up. 

“Jackie,” his dad said, “Meet your family! This is alien cousin, Bob, this is alien cousin, Frank, this 

is alien cousin, Joe, and this is alien grandma, Sue.” 

“Hi everyone!” said Jackie. 

They all flew to Mars and lived happily ever after.  
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Goldilocks	and	the	Three	Cats	By	Jimmy	Walsh	
 

Goldilocks was walking through the woods on her way home 
from school one day, when she saw three bears come out of their 
house in the woods. 

 
“A house with no cats,” she said, “I’ll break into it.”  

For, you see Goldilocks was a bully. She was mean to everyone. 
She was known at school as “The Devil Girl” and had a very, very, very, 
bad reputation. But back to the story. Goldilocks was sneaking 
towards the house, when the oldest cat (whose name was Purrrr) said, 
“Okay guys, we are only going to be at the store for an hour.”  

 
Goldi (for that is what she was called) thought, “Oh no, I have only one hour to do this!” She ran to the 
house (it wasn’t locked because the owners were cats) and into the kitchen.  On the table, there were 
three bowls of cat food.  Goldi tried the biggest one. “Too salmony.”  The medium one. “Too bland.” The 

smallest one. “Too tuna- wait, this is delicious.” 
Goldi ate all the oatmeal in the smallest bowl.  
She then went into the living room and saw 
three chairs.  “Hmmm. which one is the best?” 
she asked herself. She tried the biggest one.  
“Too uncomfortable.”  The medium one.  “Too 
comfortable.” The smallest one.  “Too wer- wait 
a minute. This chair is awesome.” She sat in the 
chair for a minute, when all of the sudden it 
broke. “Oh no!” said Goldi said out loud, “The 
bowl is empty and the chair is broken! The cats 
are going to kill me! Well, probably not, now 
that I think of it, but still. Oh No!!” 

She snuck upstairs for one last thing to do before she left.  She saw three bedrooms. She went into the 
largest one and smashed the piggy bank (for all the rooms had one). The bank looked like a big hunk of 
meat. Inside it was three, twenty dollar bills. She thought, “These red walls feel like they’re closing in 
around me.” She stuffed the money in her pocket and jumped into the bed (no bedroom is complete 
without one and these rooms were bedroom not sitting rooms of course). “This bed is too chair-like.” 
She then went to the medium room. “These walls are very blue,” she whispered. She smashed the piggy 
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bank (which looked like a whole tuna fish) and 
grabbed the money (which was seven, twenty dollar 
bills) and tried the bed. “Too hammock-like,” was all 
she said, before she ran to the smallest and final 
room. “Whoa!” The walls in this room were green 
and green was Goldi's favorite color. The piggy bank 
(which looked like a pile of books and was also 
smashed by Goldi bank smashers) consisted of one, 
twenty-dollar bill, three, tens and eight, ones. Goldi 
hopped onto the bed (which was green). “This bed 
is way too ni- what is up with the smallest thing 
being the best?” she sputtered. She lay down on the bed and fell asleep. When she woke up, a bear was 
staring into her eyes. “AHHH!!!” She screamed as she ran to the window and jumped out of it. She 
landed in the cat’s front yard and ran home.  
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Jack	in	Crazy	Land	By	Jimmy	Walsh	
 

Jack was playing Minecraft when his sister came in. 
“How old are ya?’ she asked.  
“Ten,” Jack answered, “and dis is my room.” 
“Okay, ya dun’t ava yell.” she replied.  
“I didn’t yell,” he told her, “Now. please leave.” 
“Bye Jack,” she said “An’ by da way, were watching da telly. Ya wanna?” 
“Na, I’ll pass.’ he said. 
“Ya sure?” she asked.  
“Yes, I’m sure!” he yelled, “Didn’t I see Na!? I seed Na! Na! I tell ya! Na!” 
“Okay!” she said as she ran out of his room and down the stairs, stomping down in her big 

cowboy boots. The boots, like the princess dress that was fluttering in the breeze, was at least three sizes 
too large.   

“An by da way,” he said, mimicking her, “nice reindeer ears. It’s February.” 
“I KNOW THAT!!” She screamed up the stairs. She then walked into the living room and 

slumped on the couch.  
“Yum, cupcakes.” She said loudly. 
“Cupcakes!” Jack yelled, as he 

jumped down from his toothpick loft bed. 
“I love cupcakes!” He grabbed a cupcake 
and a plate with a second cupcake on it. 
He ran to his room. He opened his door, 
but the room inside wasn’t his! 
 

“Hello!’ Jack called. “Anyone 
home?” He stepped into the room and the 
door slammed shut behind him! Jack 
twirled around but the door had 
vanished! In its place was a grumpy old 
man. 

“You have to shut me faster!” 
the man shouted. “I’m not just any old 
door, you know.”  

“Actually, I don’t.” Jack replied 
a bit scared. 

“What do you mean?!” the man 
shout-asked. 

“Uh, I’m new ‘ere.” 
“Where are you from?!” 
“Uh, Britain” 
“Where’s Britain?! What 

planet?!” 
“Uh, Earth.” 
“Why are you small like me?!”  
“I’m not small! I’m a ‘ole 3 

inches tall!” 
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“That is what I meant! Only three inches!” 
“I’m a ‘OLE three inches!” 
“What do you mean, a whole three inches?! Tha IS small!” 
“What?” 
“I said you are small!” 
“I heard ya see tha! But, I’m small?” 
“Yes! That is what I said!” 

 
“Well, open up!” 
“No!” 
“DO IT!” 
“NO!” 
“DO IT OR ELSE!” 
“FINE!!! BUT YOU DON’T HAVE TO YELL!!!” 
“Ya started it.” 
“Whatever!” The man opened his mouth wider and wider and even wider until you could only see 

the inside of his mouth, but in the inside of his mouth was Jack’s hallway! As Jack stepped out, he looked 
back one last time. In the distance, he saw a giant! She was at least one hundred feet tall! No, three 
hundred feet! No, 500 feet! J.K. 300, definitely. 
 

Jack stepped through the grumpy man/door’s mouth into his hallway. He opened his sister’s door 
to her room. He turned around and looked at his door. He stepped towards it.  

“Ere goe’s nutting,” he said to himself. He opened the door. Inside was… his room. 
“Whata ya doin’?” he said as his sister Daphne ran in.  
He repeated “I said whata ya doin?”  
“Notting. Ya missed da show.” 

“Dun’t care.” 
“Whatever” 
“Go away,” Jack told her, annoyed. 
“Fine.” she said like a brat. 
“Get out!” he yelled, “NOW!” 
“Bye,” she said “Bye, bye, bye, bye bye.” 
She left his room, but when she left, their cat, Snowball came in. As Jack ate the cupcakes, he petted 
Snowball. The breeze fluttered his brown hair and green eyes glinted in the sunlight. His mom yelled up 
the stairs. “Jack…. homewar- I mean homework!” 

“Nooooo!” 
“Sports?” 
“Nooooo!” 
“How about you hang out with somebody new?” 
“Okay! Yay!” he said.  But as he was there, he didn’t say a word. Strange, right?  
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Part Two 

 
Hi, I’m Jack. Until a few days ago, I lived a 
normal ‘ouse on a normal street, with two 
normal parents. Ya, I know you guys are saying 
“Hey didn’t you see Crazy Land once?” Da ansa 
is ya. I did go and see Crazy Land. So why is it 
so weird that one day I was back? Da ansa is I 
dunno. Now, I know I should have expected it. 
Because Alice went back to Wuna-Land, right? 
So, I was walkin’ ‘ome from school one day, 
when I saw a giant hole. Of course, I walked 
right to it. An’ den fell inta it. Bu’ I fell  fur like 
foreva and eva. Tha’ ween I landed in a dirt 
room. I walked to a door made o’ wood. I 
opened and look outside, Outside der was a cat, 
a dog, anna hamster. Behind each o’ dem was a 
door. I walked to da cat door. I opened it an’ 
looked inside. Inside der was a room full o’ 
kitties. Inside da dog door was a room full o’ 
puppies. Inside da hamster door was a room full 
o’ baby hamsters. I saw a nutter door inside da 
cat room. I walked to it an’ opened da door. 
Inside was da grumpy, ol’ man dat was 
connected to me bedroom door.  

“I” I said, “Do ya remember me?”.  
“Yes, I do” he said. “And before you 

ask, fine, you can go through my mouth.” 
“Thanks, man,” I said. “I’m trapped 

‘ere”. 
“You’re welcome?” he asked as he opened his mout wider and wider until ya could only see a 

inside of his mout, which, if ya had read my first book, ya would know, was da ‘allway of me ‘ouse. I 
walked inside and he closed the mout. I waited a few seconds an’ den opened me door. Inside was me 
room. “Phew,” I said, “me room!” 
So, dat’s me story o’ ‘ow I wen backta Crazy-Land. Bye. 
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