
How does the Magic 

Mailbox work its 

magic? Students sub-

mit their writings based 

on any topic or theme 

they choose, or they 

may write about our 

optional monthly 

theme.  A fifth grade 

Editors’ Board meets 

every month to read all 

submissions and take 

them through the edit-

ing process. Each 

month, one submission 

is recognized in the 

Student Spotlight and 

those selected are in-

vited to a pizza party!  

We also publish digital 

newsletters of student 

writings. 

Who can participate? 

Any REES student in 

any grade may submit 

writings. 

What can parents do? 

Encourage your child 

to write! 

What is the submis-

sion process? Writing 

may be turned in at the 

mailbox or sent digital-

ly.  If the digital option 

is desired, please email 

a Microsoft Word file 

of the writing to 

magicmail-

box@reespta.org If 

there are accompany-

ing illustrations, please 

scan and send as a 

JPEG file.  
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October — “Storm Chasers”, by Brinda Gummadi  

November — “Pumpkin Patch”, by Neha Pillai 

December — “The Helicopter”, by Trisha Parikh  

February — “My Best Summer”, by Vansh Goyal  

March — “The New Year Party ”, by Fiza Gilani  

May — “Sliding Through My Vacation” by Advika Rana 
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Another word for bravery is courage. As we 

look around us, we spot many examples of bravery. 

When I think of bravery, a storm chaser comes to mind. 

Storm chasers wear heavy clothing with radios, 

cameras and waterproof walkie-talkies attached to a 

belt on their waist. Along with that whenever there’s a 

storm, storm chasers jump into 

their strong van and get heading 

toward the storm. When I see 

storm chasers on TV they are nor-

mal men and they don’t seem to 

be frightened a bit. Instead they 

are smiling so bright that their 

cheeks turn red. Fun fact: did you 

know that sometimes Storm Chas-

ers tell lies? The only reason they 

do that is to get money, so don’t 

believe everything about Storm Chasers [credits-green 

star roofing]. Meeting a storm chaser is like meeting 

god. 

According to Wikipedia a storm chaser is de-

fined as a person who chases storms, also known as a 

storm chaser, or simply a chaser. While witnessing a 

tornado is the single biggest objective for most chasers, 

many chase thunderstorms and delight in viewing cu-

mulonimbus and related cloud structures, watching a bar-

rage of hail and lightning, and seeing what skyscrapers 

unfold. There are also a smaller number of storm chasers 

who intercept tropical cyclones and waterspout. I consider 

storm chasers brave because they risk their own life just 

to save ours. The way that they save a life is by literally 

standing in front of the storm and talking on the radio 

they carry around. If you want to see 

the sunshine, you have to weather 

the storm – Frank Lane. This state-

ment describes, if you want a happy 

event to happen you first have to 

conquer the bad. Storm chasers are 

definitely risk taking people and they 

deserve 9,000,000,000,000 dollars. 

 In my opinion, storm chasers 

are the bravest people on earth. 

Waiting and waiting until the storm arrives? What could 

possibly be more helpful? Storm chasers have the soul to 

stand right in front of their death. In this whole world who 

possibly has a heart to die for millions and millions of 

people? (FUN FACT: Did you know THAT STORM CHAS-

ERS LAUGH ABOUT A THUNDERSTORM OR A TORNADO.] 

Storm chasers are people that must be remembered for-

ever!!! 
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Storm Chaser 
By Brinda Gummadi, Grade 5 (Ms. Baulsir) 

“Be Brave. Take risks. Nothing can substitute experience.” 

-- Paulo Coelho 

“I have an interest in writing. I won once in 3rd 

grade and I want to win again.” 

~  Brinda Gummadi 

About the Author: 

Brinda is a huge fan of unicorns. Some of her 

writings can be a little exaggerated. 



 This Summer, I went to India. It was so fun 

and I had a lot of adventures. I met my grandpar-

ents, uncles, aunts, and cousins. We visited India for 

my aunt’s wedding. She is so cool. I liked her wed-

ding dresses. She looked like a star. We all danced 

in her wedding and had to go to 5 parties. We 

stayed at my grandparents’ house, where I played 

cricket and tennis. I was very good at 

hitting the ball with the racket. I got 

many bug bites when playing outside 

and I fixed them by putting some 

cream on them. I joined the swimming 

classes and learned back stroke, butter-

fly, and diving. My grandpa let me ride 

on his scooter to the swimming pool. That ride was 

so fun! 

 We had a grocery store in the community, 

where we both went and bought some curry leaves 

to help my grandmother cook dinner. We went to 

many restaurants. The Chinese one was my first fa-

vorite because the soup, noodles, and chicken were 

good. We went to a Dark Restaurant, where every-

thing happened in the dark. We went inside to-

gether holding each other’s hands. This was my 

second favorite place because the food was yum-

my. We went to see the Incredibles 2 movie. It was 

really good. After the end of the show, we went 

back to my grandparents’ apartment. 

 In the beginning, my cousin didn’t like me 

because I am not good at sports and because his 

friends were playing with me and not with him. His 

mom was used yelling at him to do his school 

homework. After he finished his homework, we 

both played the Real Steal game on 

IPAD. He won many games and I won 

only one. My grandpa has a library. He 

has a million books in that room. There 

was a class going on and my grandpa 

was talking about the books. He told 

everyone that I am his grandson. My grandpa also 

told my cousin not to be mean to me anymore be-

cause we both needed to share and play together. 

He started playing with me at the end and behav-

ing better. We played with an empty big box. I sat 

inside the box and he hit me with papers and I 

used the box as shield. But Grandpa told it is not 

safe and we stopped playing and threw the empty 

box in trash. My grandma taught me how to make 

tortillas. I made small ones. 

 It was so fun going to India and doing all 

the fun activities. I want to go to other places every 

summer like Australia, London, Italy, Mexico. 
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My India Trip This Summer 

By Darsh Shetty, Grade 3 (Mrs. Boyer)  

2 0 1 8  ~  2 0 1 9  I S S U E  

“I wrote this because I had a lot of ideas about 

India.” 

~  Darsh Shetty About the Author: 

Darsh is an explorer and he likes to write what he 

does on a trip. 



 Hey, there. It’s almost Halloween, and 

that means you need to go get pumpkins. Let’s 

go to the pumpkin patch…… WOW, there is so 

much to do here. We can’t stay long. It’s already 

5:00pm. 

  “OK,” the kids said, “I want to do 

the carnival games and then let’s do the rides, 

and then …, and then …. We get pumpkins!!!” 

 “So let’s go. Do all of that now.”  

 10 hours later … 

 “Oh my gosh, it is three a.m. (yawns). Ahhh 

this is the time the ghost come out! No, that can’t 

be possible…. Boo! Ahhh the Pumpkins are 

alive!” 

 “Hi, I’m a sweet nice and EVIL pumpkin … 

I WILL GET YOU!!!! Ahhhhhhhhhhh”  

 “Please don’t harm us. We are nice people.  

You can be in our family, and you can scare anyone 

but us. Does that sound good?” 

     “Yes, it does sound good.”  

 So as they went home, the pumpkin 

was doing scary faces at the drivers and then 

honking the horn at the drivers. As soon as 

they got home they made a little home for the 

pumpkin. But not just any home, they made it 

so that the pumpkin would scare people when 

they walked up to the door, and that is good 

because we get a lot of packages. It’s like we 

get one everyday… Anyway we now all live like 

a real family. 

-- The End 
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The Pumpkin Patch 

By Kaitlyn Jeffries, Grade 4 (Mrs. Ramsey) 

2 0 1 8  ~  2 0 1 9  I S S U E  

“I wrote this because Halloween reminds me of 

pumpkins and candy.” 

~  Kaitlyn Jeffries 

About the Author: 

Kaitlyn likes spending time with her friends and 

playing with her dog, Chesney. 



If I was stuck at a scary pumpkin patch at 

3:00am, I would be walking around really scared. I 

heard a creepy noise, so I went outside to the 

pumpkin patch. I live close to the pumpkin patch 

and I saw the prettiest pumpkin ever. I have never 

seen it before, so I don’t know where it came from. 

I didn’t have a pumpkin, so I picked it up and it 

came alive. Then all the other pumpkins rolled near 

us and started talking. I didn’t 

know what to expect, so I 

said, “I need to see if the ap-

ples are ripe.” I walked away 

but that was true. I have to 

see if the apples are ready to 

be made into apple cider. I 

have to do it about 5 a.m. But 

I have been forgetting. When 

I came back, they were gone 

and I saw the pumpkin. I 

thought it was a dream, so I 

picked it up and it was evil 

now. I thought I had some sweet candy in my 

pocket, so I found some sweet candy and threw it 

to them. Then they spit it out and came together 

to make a big pumpkin. I threw them some more 

candy and got it in their mouths, so I ran because 

they were distracted. When I got home, I told my 

mom & dad what happened. But they didn’t believe 

me. Then I realized that I didn’t lock the doors. So I 

did that. Then I snuggled up in bed & read the book 

Wonder. Before I knew it, I had fallen asleep and it 

was morning. I had to open the pumpkin patch to-

day but I did not want to. I forgot that today it was 

carnival games. When my family 

came home, they said, “You were 

right, Rebecca.” So I closed down 

the scary pumpkin patch. I will 

open it up next year. But they are 

throwing all the pumpkins in the 

trash. I woke up drenched in wet 

sweat and I realized it was all a 

dream. So I thought thank good-

ness and I went to the pumpkin 

patch. I still didn’t have a pump-

kin and tomorrow is Halloween. 

Just then I found the most beau-

tiful pumpkin ever. I checked to make sure it was not 

alive and it wasn’t. So when I walked home I put the 

pumpkin in my room. Then I got in bed. I think I 

heard it chuckle a little bit.  
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Scary Pumpkin at 3:00 
By Anna Habeeb, Grade 4 (Mrs. Ramsey)  

“I wrote this because I was in a pumpkin patch 

and Halloween mood.” 

~  Anna Habeeb  

About the Author: 

Anna likes to play soccer. 



 One scary night, 

there were two brothers, 

named Anthony and Ross. 

They decided to go to a 

pumpkin patch! While they 

were there, they saw a 

scary pumpkin. Anthony 

quietly whispered to Ross 

that he would sneak up 

and take it. Ross quickly 

said that the pumpkin was 

dangerous and if anyone 

went near it they would be 

trapped by an invisible 

fence that pops out of no-

where. When the brothers 

turned around they noticed 

that the pumpkin was gone. The boys knew 

that they would have to solve this mystery. All 

of the sudden, Ross saw the pumpkin tiptoeing 

into a big haunted house that appeared from 

the ground. The boys never liked 

going in haunted houses, espe-

cially without their parents. The 

brothers knew that they would 

have to retrieve the pumpkin. 

First, they would have to know 

where the pumpkin was. They 

spotted the pumpkin on top of 

the old dingy roof. Suddenly the 

pumpkin rolled down the roof 

and headed toward the pumpkin 

patch. The brothers quietly fol-

lowed it. Then the pumpkin 

turned around and faced the 

brothers. The pumpkin said 

“BOO!” It was their dad! They all 

laughed. Whatever Ross had be-

lieved was not true. The boys had a delightful 

time at the pumpkin patch for the rest of the 

night. They told their dad they would like to 

come back. He agreed! 
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The Pumpkin Patch 

By Aadhvik Chada , Grade 4 (Mrs. Ramsey) 

2 0 1 8  ~  2 0 1 9  I S S U E  

“I want my story to be the best out of all of the 

writings in the Magic Mailbox.” 

~  Aadhvik Chada  

About the Author: 

Aadhvik loves to play tennis. 

  



I was walking towards the pumpkin 

patch at night and the wind was whistling in 

my ears wildly, telling me to speed up. The fog 

was curling its wispy fingers around my neck 

and I shivered off a cold feeling and set for-

ward again. My heart was thumping telling me 

to go home but I knew I had to find a pump-

kin for my family before it 

was to late. Shadows were 

being casted along the forest 

wall creeping daringly to-

wards me. My heart was 

pounding in my chest as a 

ghost decoration popped 

out from out of the blue in 

my face. Suddenly, I felt as if the patch was 

closing in on me like they wanted to feast on 

me alive! Trembling, I walked towards the cen-

ter of the pumpkin patch trying to avoid all 

the vines appearing to twine around my ankles 

like snakes aching in hunger. I was scanning 

the patch and suddenly found the perfect 

pumpkin but I had a minor problem. How was I 

going to make it to the pumpkin when an army 

of bodiless devils were just waiting to carve me 

instead of them? I tapped my chin in thought 

before I realized that I was wasting the precious 

minutes left until it was pitch-black and when it 

could be time for the old cores to rise. My heart 

was wildly racing and I tip-

toed towards the pumpkin. I 

winced every time I crunched 

on a dry leaf thinking it was a 

bone, or worse. I reached for 

the pumpkin but it was as 

heavy as a mule. I then 

grabbed out with both arms 

hugging the pumpkin to my chest and could 

hardly look in front of me, as much as I could 

behind me. I ran forward but it was more of a 

limp, thanks to the pumpkin. I made it outside 

and I fumbled to lock the gate. Hah, even to this 

day I swear I saw a pumpkin smiling devilishly as 

I left, to my horror. 
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Pumpkin Patch 
By Neha Pillai, Grade 5 (Mrs. Myers) 

“I wrote this because I like to write descriptive 

essays and this one seemed to fit.” 

~  Neha Pillai About the Author: 

Neha loves to draw intricate designs (mandalas) 

and different kind of flowers. 



 I slowly walked through the woods and 

stopped dead in my tracks to gaze at a beauti-

ful scene. The beautiful golden, yellow sun 

floated halfway through the trees. The snow 

falling from trees skimmed the surface of the 

silver and white blanket below my feet. A ball 

of yellow soon going to fall down and a silver 

one will come in its place. The snow was eager 

to come down and away from their cloud 

mothers. Sunlight filled in the spaces the trees 

weren’t blocking. Shadows fought the sunlight 

away from them. The coolest technique was 

when those long shades seemed to hide at the 

bottom of the towering trees and then leaped 

farther away from the trees powerfully. Long-

ingly, the trees’ only wish was to move away 

from their home and into the forest beyond. 

Hares coming out of their enclosed burrows 

and gazing at the graceful horizon which was 

swallowing the sun now. Birds chirping and the 

bigger ones finding food. In a taller tree the 

cute babies leaping off the tree and learning 

how to fly. Mothers watching worriedly at their 

little daughters and sons who had once only 

dreamed of flying. The blanket of snow play-

fully piggybacked the sleeping trees. The fro-

zen lake behind the towers of snow. I walked 

farther and came to the lake. Standing on the 

little patch of land that wasn’t wet, I gazed at 

this gorgeous sight. The arched bridge stood 

halfway between the lake. The snow falling 

endlessly to the ground below my feet. The 

sounds of the forest drifted into my ears and 

made me shiver. I could hear endless sounds 

of snow owls in the distance. I wondered what 

amazing winter animals were living in the lake. 

Maybe some fish would remain buried in ice 

until spring arrived. I looked past the lake and 

into the shadows of the forest. I walked around 

to the bridge and stood on it. I can’t describe 

the beautiful scene I saw. There were moun-

tains circling a little dip in the ground and 

there was a little valley in the dip. A white for-

est lay beyond. Its mysteries still hung in the 

air though. 
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The Forest Scene 

By Mishaal Haq, Grade 5 (Mrs. Wittkopf)  

2 0 1 8  ~  2 0 1 9  I S S U E  

“I wrote this because I like writing descriptive 

details of scenes and pictures .” 

~  Mishaal Haq 

About the Author: 

Mishaal wants to be an author when she grows 

up. 

There was still more to be discovered. 



Edson Arantes was born 

on October 23, 1940. Edson 

loved soccer. When he was 

done with his job that was shoe 

shinning, he would play soccer 

with his friends. As you know 

people use soccer balls today 

that are hard. But Edson used 7 

socks so he could connect 

them together to make a ball. 

That day in 1950 the world cup 

happened, Uruguay vs Brazil. 

Edson was on the roof to hear 

it. His dad was sitting and hear-

ing it. It was 1-1. But sadly, Uru-

guay scored and brazil lost. Edson dad cried 

till he got home. Edson went to his dad and 

said “I will win the world cup.” 

Then Edson found a sign that 

said Soccer Final. Edson and his 

friends went there and played. 

But they lost by 6-5. Then bad 

people chased Edson and his 

friends. It was a big thunder 

storm. One of his friends 

sprained his ankle. When the 

storm was finished, his friends 

died. His dad helped him by 

playing tricks with a mango. 

Then in 1953 he went to Santos 

and joined a soccer team in 

Brazil. Then in 1958 he joined 

Brazil and won the world cup.  
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Edson Arantes Do Nascimento Pelé 
By Booshan Pathy, Grade 4 (Mrs. Ramsey)  

“I wrote this because I like Pelé and soccer.” 

~  Booshan Pathy 

About the Author: 

Booshan wants to be a soccer player like the star Pelé. 



 My special place to go is my grandma’s house, which is located in India. I 

love spending time with my grandma. When I go to her house, she buys me lots of 

stuff. She cooks wonderful food for me. Sometimes my other family members also 

come to my grandma’s house. She makes wonderful doll clothes. I also like to go 

shopping with her to buy colorful clothes and beautiful earrings.  
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My Special Place to Go 

By Radhika Goyal, Grade 3 (Mrs. Boyer) 

2 0 1 8  ~  2 0 1 9  I S S U E  

“I wrote this because I love my grandma.” 

~  Radhika Goyal 

About the Author: 

Radhika likes to sing and dance. She loves the 

color green. 



“Alright, Students, please put away your 

textbooks. Our special guest will be arriving 

soon. We want to be on our best behavior. 

You now have 10 minutes of free time before 

she arrives.” my teacher said. I turn back over 

to my friend Maya. “Hey, who do you think is 

coming to our class?” I asked her. “I am not 

too sure.” she replied, and then continued 

reading a book called “Hope”. Suddenly, the 

sound of a propeller came from the roof. “Our 

guest must be here. Please get in a line so we 

can meet her.” our 

teacher said. We all 

walked outside. 

“What could our 

guest be doing on 

the roof?” I 

thought. As we 

stood near the 

building, a woman 

climbed down. She turned her head for us to 

see. The whole class looked at her, eyes wide 

open. “Susan B. Anthony?’’ We all asked.  

“Hi, Children! Yes, that is me. I know it is 

a bit weird that I’m here, but I’m here to give 

you all a lesson.” Susan said. I spoke up. “Mrs. 

Anthony, it is the 21st century. How are you 

able to be here?” “Oh, it’s nothing. A little time 

travel can’t fix.” She replied, No one asked 

about time travel. We were all just amazed she 

was here! We walked back inside to take a seat 

so Susan could give her lesson. “A long time 

ago, women did not have many rights. They 

could not vote, & they were not able to own a 

piece of land either.” she explained. A boy 

named Jeremy raised his hand. “Did men have 

rights?” he asked. Susan replied, “Oh, yes. Men 

could do whatever they wanted. They could 

vote, & own land. But me & some other women 

soon made sure women could do the same.” 

Everyone was now very interested, because the 

rest of the lesson was very in-

teresting.  

We had lunch with Mrs. An-

thony. I was the lucky duck 

who had her next to me. I 

shared half of my cheese 

sandwich with her. She said it 

was one of the most delicious 

things she had ever tasted. 

Me and Maya, who were both close to her, 

asked her a bunch of questions about life before 

women rights, & what she and other women did 

to grant rights to women. We also asked her 

how she got a helicopter in the old times. She 

said she didn’t. She got one after she arrived in 

this century. She did not know how to fly it, but 

pretty soon she got the hang of it. She said she 

had really enjoyed talking to us, and knows we 

have a bright future.  
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Helicopter 
By Trisha Parikh, Grade 5 (Mrs. Wittkopf) 

— Continued on next page. 



 After spending recess with us, and 

climbing the monkey bars for the first time, Su-

san had to leave. “I en-

joyed teaching y’all very 

much.” she said. We 

packed up, and then out 

teacher asked if any 

walkers could go in the 

helicopter with Susan 

and take her to the time 

portal safely on the way 

home. Yippee! I was a 

walker! I stepped into 

the helicopter and Susan 

immediately took off. 

The ride was so cool! I could see the whole 

city! We soon reached the helicopter shop and 

returned out ride. Then, a time portal of purple 

and green opened up behind an oak tree. 

“Bye” we said at the same time and she 

stepped in.  

 That night, I told my mom all about my 

adventure with Mrs. 

Anthony, from the heli-

copter to the time por-

tal. I even explained 

what she had taught 

me. I told her that 

women did not have 

rights before, and they 

were not allowed to 

vote. Susan & other 

women changed that. 

Before I went to bed, I 

thought about how my 

life would be different if Susan did not change 

the world. “Thanks, Susan,” I whispered, and 

went to sleep. 

 — The End 
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Continued:  

2 0 1 8  ~  2 0 1 9  I S S U E  

“I wrote this because I got inspired when read-

ing some of the Moody Writing Prompts.  

~  Trisha Parikh 

About the Author: 

Trisha really likes doing art & listening to music. 

She is a seashell collector, & a big time Lego fan.  



The world is coming to an end, like 

flooding, hurricane, earthquakes, and torna-

dos, we need a superhero with super strength, 

invisibility, and the power of flying.  

I am Mr. JK. I have been given super 

powers such as super strength, invisibility, and 

the power of flying. I can use these powers to-

gether or separately. If I 

use my super strength, I 

can pick up houses, trucks, 

cars and other heavy 

things, I met a very famous 

scientist, named Mr. 

Famancho. Mr. Famancho 

is a very excellent scientist. 

He also was the richest sci-

entists of all time. He gave 

me a very special watch that gives me the 

power of invisibility. If anyone touched the 

button on the watch, they will become invisi-

ble. Mr. Famancho had a very kind friend. His 

name was Mr. Woo and he made an invention 

for flying. He called it the tactical wings. I got it 

when he was about to die. When he got shot, 

he said, “Take my tactical wings.“ It was very 

hard at first but I got used to it. The good thing 

was it was invisible.  

While I was flying with my tactical wings, 

I clicked a button and I saw guns popped out. I 

did not shoot because the only have special bul-

lets. Soon I saw a man and he was chopping 

trees with his hands. I 

asked him how did you get 

super strength. He said, 

“You have to go to the 

Mystic Isle to get super 

strength. There is a seed. 

Eat the seed, then you will 

eventually get super 

strength.” It was a person 

named Vegu. He was the 

son of darkness. He ate the seed of darkness. I 

could not even defeat him. He had all the bad 

powers you can think of. So I went to the Mystic 

Isle and saw a potion . It said “If you drink, you 

will turn to human.” So I got it and threw it in 

his mouth. Kaboo! He was back to human.  

This is the story of the Super Hero Mr. JK.  
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You Have Superpowers 

What are they? How and when do you use them? 
By Jamal Kazmi, Grade 5 (Mrs. Brooks)  

“We need a superhero because the world is 

coming to destruction.” 

~  Jamal Kazmi 

About the Author: 

Jamal’s favorite toy is Legos because they are easy to 

build and they make you think creatively.  



Finding the Turkeys 

By Lauren Martyn, Grade 4 (Ms. Beecher) 

 The turkeys were restless the week before Thanksgiving. So they all ran away. One said 

we were going on strike! The day before Thanksgiving, everyone in town went all around the 

world to find the turkeys. My family went to Paris! My brother Zach found one turkey and we 

brought it back to town. The next place we went to was Brazil! That time my dad found a turkey. 

When we got back, there were 50 turkeys out of 100. So next we went to LA, that time I found a 

turkey. When we went back to town, there were 90 turkeys! So we went to Greece and my mom 

found a turkey. When we got back to town that was the last turkey! After that we all had to go 

around the world.  
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“I wrote this because I wanted to do a writing.” 

~  Lauren Martyn 

About the Author: 

Lauren loves gymnastics and soccer. She also 

loves to draw. ☺ 

Creative Turkeys 

By Vignesh Muthukumar, Grade 4 (Ms. Beecher) 

 The kids were playing hide and seek at Grandmother’s house when dinner was ready. All 

the children came running but one saw something and followed him into the dark scary woods. 

He followed it deeper and deeper into the woods until reached a big tree. The thing climbed up 

and sat on a branch, and looked at me. It made a lot of noise. I looked closely. It was a turkey 

that was gobbling. It fetched me a stick. When I was with the turkey, my grandmother and the 

kids were searching for me. So I had to go back for dinner. After I got home, we had a happy 

Thanksgiving dinner.  

“I wrote this because I like to write and I want 

to write something about Turkeys.” 

~ Vignesh Muthukumar 

About the Author: 

Vignesh loves swimming and P.E.  
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Henry’s Freedom 

By John Kamireddy, Grade 4 (Ms. Beecher) 

 The kids were playing hide and seek at their grandmother’s house when dinner was 

ready. All the kids went running into the house but one. This child’s name was Henry. He wasn’t 

a child. He was a turkey. He was the dinner.  

 Henry saw the children playing outside through the kitchen window. Since he wanted to 

play with them, he sprinted out of the kitchen and went out of the front door. When he was 

about to join the fun, all the kids ran inside thinking dinner was ready. Henry now could go any-

where because he was alone. Henry always dreamt of going to the local amusement park and 

this was his chance! Henry wobbled and gobbled his way there.  

 By the time Henry reached Kennywood, he had scars and bruises all over him. The tiny 

poult almost got hit by three huge trucks. But it was totally worth it. This was the biggest and 

best place he had ever seen. It was time to have some fun! 

“I had to write an essay so I chose this story.” 

~  John Kamireddy 

About the Author: 

John loves to play soccer and he also loves writ-

ing and reading and math. 

Turkey Goes Hiding 

By Delaney Chandler, Grade 4 (Ms. Beecher) 

 Once upon a time, there was a girl named Delaney. That’s me and I am going to tell you 

the craziest turkey tale I ever heard and it was …… The missing child. Now I am going to tell you 

guys the story, so all begins with a turkey and that turkey was big & fat. Everybody wanted to 

eat him. So he dresses as a child so no one would eat him. He told himself that on Thanksgiving 

he would take his childish stuff and be himself again. He played with the neighborhood kid to 

look like the others. On Thanksgiving, one of the other neighborhood kids asked if he would 

come to Thanksgiving dinner with her grandmother. He said yes. When got there they were 

playing hide and seek. So he joined in. When an hour and half past, it was time for dinner. Eve-

ryone, but one went …, It was the Turkey. He ran away so he wouldn’t be caught.   

“I wrote this because we had to write a turkey 

tale in class.” 

~  Delaney Chandler 

About the Author: 

Delaney love love love loves sports. 



Adventure to the Necklace 

By Advika Rana, Grade 4 (Ms. Beecher) 

 It was a very cold Thanksgiving and the snow was swaying to the ground. We were all 

getting ready for my friends’ Thanksgiving party. They bring two turkeys because there are so 

many people. I was daydreaming about baklawa that my mom was going to bring. Then I 

snapped out of my dream when my mom bumped into me. I was ready so I wanted to go on a 

stroll. My mommy said sure. I went outside and this teal card said follow the footsteps. So I did. 

Then I reached the hill that we go sledding on. When I got on the top of the hill, it had a turkey 

card. It said follow the line. It led to a beautiful necklace on the snow. I looked my watch and I 

was super late. I saw a police officer’s car’s lights. I thought my mom sent them. Then the police 

officer saw me and started to run here. I started to freak out. Suddenly, I woke up and mom said 

today is Thanksgiving. I also saw my necklace on my dresser and I saw a face that winked at me 

and whispered see you next time. 
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“I wrote this because I love mysterious stories. 

So I made one. 

~  Advika Rana 

About the Author: 

Advika loves to read and swim. She is in level 5 in 

swimming. She does Taekwondo for after school 

and she is super close to her black belt. 

The Missing Turkey 

By Advait Arutla, Grade 4 (Ms. Beecher) 

 Hi, my name is Jeff. I live near barn. I had a pet turkey that lived in my barn. One night all 

of a sudden, I heard a lot of clucking in the barn. I saw turkey feathers everywhere on the floor. 

But there was no turkey. My turkey cluck was missing. So first thing in the morning, I put posters 

everywhere. I was sad, so I ran down to my barn. Then I saw cluck, my turkey was back. I looked 

behind her. She had eggs behind her. I think she left the barn because something happened to 

her. But I don’t know what it is. But at least cluck is here.   

“I wrote this because it was an assignment that my 

teacher gave me.” 

~  Advait Arutla 

About the Author: 

Advait really likes soccer, ping pong and tennis.  



Is it even possible that a principal an-

nounces in school that I am the president of 

fifth grade? That moment was quite unimagi-

nable. My class started clapping as loud as a 

fire engine. My principal gave that announce-

ment in the roaring speaker 

and I stood as still as a stat-

ue. That moment was very 

unexpected. However, I was 

extremely glad to be se-

lected as a president of a 

grade.  

In my childhood, I 

always questioned myself. 

“Am I able to have an inter-

view with my principal?” 

The time had come where I 

had to sit directly in front 

of my own principal and have an interview. Af-

ter my principal made the announcement, she 

was looking forward to have an interview with 

me. Because I was very frightened, I was walking 

as slow as a snail to her office. Once I reached 

her room, the arrangements I observed were 

quite unbelievable. There were 

a couple of snacks, and the aro-

ma of different drinks made me 

extremely thirsty. 

After the interview was com-

pleted, I had a relief. She had 

questioned me some difficult 

questions. However, I was able 

to answer them right away. Alt-

hough I was very embarrassed, 

it was a great experience. Sit-

ting face to face with my princi-

pal and having an interview. All in all, that an-

nouncement made my entire day much brighter.  
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An Exciting Announcement 
By Shaankari R. Grade 5 (Mrs. Brooks) 

About the Author: 

Shaankari loves going to school. Math is her fa-

vorite subject. She learns violin, music, and dance.  

“I wrote this prompt because I usually like writ-

ing realistic.” 

~  Shaankari R.  



Ms. Smarter: Hi, Aylin, what have you been up to? 

Aylin: I had my Birthday Party yesterday. 

Ms. Smarter: How would you like to celebrate you 

birthday? 

Aylin: I have my birthday Rainbow Cake.  

Ms. Smarter: Why? 

Aylin: Rainbow is made from rains and Sun. They make 

beautiful colors.  
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The Birthday Party Rainbow Cake 

By Aylin Le Quach, Grade K (Mrs. Massey)  
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About the Author: 

Aylin likes drawing, reading. Her favorite things 

are running and playing Lego. 

“I wrote this because I like rainbow. It comes 

from mother nature” 

~  Aylin Le Quach 



 ”Oh goody! Oh goody!” my sister chanted. 

“It’s Christmas tomorrow!” she declared. “Nora, if 

you don’t see, I’m trying to work!” I shouted to my 

bratty sister. “Why?” she asked standing up from 

the couch and heading my way. “Because, I have 

to get a good grade. Oh, fractions.” I answered 

bluntly. “Why?” she asked again. Now at this point, 

I understood she was trying to annoy like usual. So 

instead of answering her, I left.  

 Alone in my room was the best to be right 

now anyway. “Mommy! It’s Christmas tomorrow!” I 

guess my mom was smart, because she didn’t an-

swer Nora. I fell onto my bed for a quick nap. I 

opened my eyes the next morning to find my 

mommy leaning over me winking her eyebrows. 

“Elizabeth, are you alright?” “What? Yea!” I told my 

mom yawning and looking out the window.  

 The sky was a robins egg blue color with 

round clouds called cumulus clouds. ‘Well …. OK, 

because seriously, Eli, your head is burning hot. I 

don’t think you should go to school.” “What? No!” 

I said while getting up from my bed and running 

towards the bathroom.  

 The next thing I knew, I was at school. “Hey, 

Eli!” said a mean snooty voice. My stomach 

gurgled with bottleflies. I turned around. It 

was Wihtheyai. “Um … hi, Wihtheyai.” I 

chocked out. She smirked, “Nice sweater 

you got there.” I didn’t respond. She 

shoved a small white envelope to my face. 

“My birthday envelope. It’s tomorrow.” 

“What? But Christmas is tomorrow.” I 

screamed. She sheered,” does it matter?” 

“No!” She turned away leaving me with 

tears.  

 Out of all the holidays in the world, 

Christmas is my favorite. Lots of people dis-

agree and say that their birthdays is their 

favorite. Other people say Halloween is the 

best. I don’t like Christmas because I get 

presents, I like the purpose of it. I walked 

into my room, carrying a small envelope. It 

was whitheyai’s birthday envelope. 

Wihtheyai was the most liked girl at Fainker 

High School. My mom came into my room. 

“Night, Eli.” She chorused. I didn’t hear what 

she said next because I fell asleep.  
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Christmas 
By Eshani,  Grade 5 (Mrs. Tarbox) 

— Continued on next page. 



 The next morning, I was awakened by a 

loud bratty howl. Of course it was Nora, who 

else would it be? Presents! Presents! She cried. I 

stumbled downstairs wiping my eyes with my 

bathrobe. She got a giant box on the table and 

started ripping the wrapping paper. “A playdoh 

set!” “Thank you, Santa!” I looked through the 

presents and couldn’t find any presents that 

were nice. Feeling left down I sat on the blue 

table-chair and watched Nora play with her 

playdoh. I heard a big clump and the next thing 

I knew my mom sat down next to me. As she 

looked at me she smiled and ran into the kitch-

en. She came back carrying a small brown dog. 

“Oh, doggy!” I said holding the dog. “I’m going 

to name you Christmas.” I could never forget 

that day I got Christmas. Oh Christmas. 
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“I thought about how Christmas was such a 

liked holiday. So I wrote this.” 

~Eshani 
About the Author: 

Eshani likes to read books, comics and maga-

zines.  
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 My grandfather has always told me to be pa-

tient. I never really understood what he meant until 

this summer.  

 It all started June 28th after a long arduous 

school year. We were packing for a trip to Canada 

for a week. Even though the drive ahead was ten 

hours, I was dreading it. I had no idea what I would 

do that long in the car with my annoying sister be-

sides watch TV and argue with her.  

 The trip to Canada was lengthy. I was worried 

it wouldn't be fun. When we arrived, we were tired 

and went to our cheap hotel to sleep. Late the next 

morning we started our Canadian adventure and 

went to see Niagara Falls. While we were on the 

boat, Maid of the Mist, I actually got to touch the 

falls. it was rough and beating my arm down. Alt-

hough we had our free clear rain ponchos on, we still 

managed to look like wet dogs. After that, we ate 

burgers and fries and traveled to Montreal and Que-

bec. My family and I stayed for four days in these 

cities and enjoyed our time zip lining, chowing down 

the local foods, bike riding down the mountains. and 

visiting hip places. Underground City was my favorite 

place in Montreal because it had a plethora of res-

taurants we could choose from! 

 Later in the summer we ventured off again 

but this time to Oklahoma. Two of the many reasons 

we went there were that we have not seen my cous-

ins in a very long time and the oldest cousin was 

turning 13. My family and I flew to Atlanta 

then to Oklahoma. We reached my cousin's 

home in Oklahoma at about midnight The 

next day we went to the arcade to play for 

two hours and had an amazing time. After the 

arcade we went home and slept. After we 

woke up. we had to start putting up decora-

tions in preparation for the enormous party. 

The home was filled with brightly colored bal-

loon arcs, a huge number 13, and an array of 

brightly colored streamers. When the party 

began, all the adults started to dance while 

the kids had a donut eating competition. I 

was so stuffed full of donuts that I didn't pay 

attention to who won it. Later we had not one 

cake, but three! One for my cousin, the birth-

day girl, the other was for my sister, and the 

last one was for my aunt. I think it was really 

kind of them to get everyone that had a close 

birthday a cake and celebrate them at my 

cousin's milestone birthday. We left for home 

early in the morning to catch our flight.  

 All in all my grandfather was right. He 

taught me the importance of patience and I 

learned on this trip that it was true. Even 

though the trips took a long time to get to, 

they were both worth it because we had a 

memorable time I will never forget this fun-

filled adventurous summer. 
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My Best Summer 
By Vansh Goyal, Grade 4 (Ms. Beecher)  

“I wrote it because it was one of my ideas.” 

~Vansh Goyal     

About the Author: 

Vansh likes tennis. 



 I’ll never forget the day I walked into my 

classroom and found a secret door! Behind the 

dark door was a screaming pit of giggling balls. I 

slid down the slippery slide that led me to a black 

crystal and a gold chain. They magically clicked 

together and dropped onto the squeaky floor. 

The sound made a big echo that caused the 

stone walls to fall rapidly. Behind the wall was a 

cave with bats. I heard a noise so I hid behind the 

stubby wall. I was terrified to see a man covered 

in tattoo and deerskin. The man turned to the 

stubby wall and scraped the stone off with his 

shell. His too cracked, so he ran out of the cave 

to snatch a sharp blade.  

 I followed the tracks that he left behind 

and they led me to this crevice filled with paint-

ings on the walls. There was a crack and I pushed 

on it. It took me to a gold burnished set of stairs. 

I stepped on them and they led me to a gigantic 

village. It was boardered by a huge spiky pali-

sade. It felt unusual because of the strangely 

dressed people.  

 All of a sudden the same man from the 

cave started to chase me. I quickly ran into the 

shadows of the dark cave to protect myself from 

the creepy man and ran into the nearest crevice 

to hide. He followed me into the same room and 

magically turned into a CHICKEN. He strutted his 

feathery wing and speed walked out the cave. I 

signed with relief and walked out of the cave. 

Then suddenly, I remembered that I had seen a 

diamond on his wing. I quickly ran around the 

whole area looking for the exact same chicken. I 

snuck into the small fort and crept into the 

homes looking for the chicken but I couldn’t find 

it.  

 An hour later, I found the chicken and 

brought it into the cave to talk. The chicken said, 

“Long ago I was a hunter. I chopped trees for 

money. One day, I got cursed by an evil witch 

named Barda because I stole a magical leaf from 

her garden. The only way I can transform back to 

normal is if I find a chain and jewel in this cave.  

 Suddenly I remembered where the chain 

and jewel were. I led him the exact room. The 

chicken draped them around his neck and 

turned back to normal. Immediately, I heard 

someone calling my name. It was my friend. She 

told me I fell asleep during the signal blue drill. 

So I guess all of that was a dream and none of it 

really happened. Or did it…. 
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“I wrote it because I though it would be fun 

and interesting.” 

~Sailaja Seelamsetty   
About the Author: 

Sailaja loves drawing and playing the piano. 

The Adventure of Mysteries 
By Sailaja Seelamsetty, Grade 4 (Mrs. Knapp)  



 I was at my superhero base when the bad guy 

alarm rang. I called my team. They forgot where the 

entrance was again because it was hidden very well. 

Suddenly, “CRASH!” they crashed into the wall. 

 I was thinking how many times I told them 

where the entrance was. After a really long time, they 

finally got in the base. My team was Becca, Emily, 

Katherine, and Leah (me). Becca had blond hair and 

blue eyes. She could shape shift. Emily had red hair 

and neon green eyes 

that glow in the dark. 

Emily could explode 

anything including her-

self. Katherine had 

brown hair and yellow 

eyes. She could jump scare anyone to death. I have 

black hair and brown eyes. I could control weather. If 

we combine our power together, we get infinite 

power.  

 I told our team that Kiwi was causing trouble 

again. Kiwi was robbing the Museum. Our team 

started screaming, so it was very loud. Do you want 

to know about what they were screaming at?  

 “Oh, no! Here she comes!” 

 “WHAT? OH, COME ON!” 

 “WHY?” 

 “AHHH” (Scream of anger). Poor me. I did 

what I did. I shouted at the top of my lungs.  

 “SHUT UP!” 

 “Let’s go.” I said.  

 “Go where?” asked my team.  

 I shouted, “YOU SHOULD KNOW!” 

 After we got ready, we went down to 

our portal that could lead anywhere we want-

ed to go. We went to 

where Kiwi was and 

found kiwi juice eve-

rywhere! Kiwi had 

green hair, green 

eyes, and a lame 

power, the power of 

Kiwi. Very lame, right? The place was so dis-

gusting and nobody wanted to fight with Ki-

wi. So we chose Katherine to go first. She 

slipped on the juice and fell. Then Becca 

went. But she turned into a cat and ran away. 

Finally Emily exploded herself into the air. She 

successfully landed on Kiwi and defeated Ki-

wi. Then Becca came back.  

 We all said “YAY” and returned to our 

base. We all had a great time. After we got 

back, we each got a victory smoothie and 

said goodbye to each other.  

P A G E  2 4  R E E S  L I T E R A R Y  N E W S L E T T E R  

“I wrote this because I like comedy. This story 

to me is very funny.” 

~Leah Zhuang 

About the Author: 

Leah loves desserts and doing crafts. She is very 

busy on weekdays and she has a lot of after 

school activities.  

Weird Superhero #1 
By Leah Zhuang,  Grade 3 (Ms. Arnold) 



 There are turkey feathers everywhere, but 

no turkey in the barn, I tell Farmer Jo. I rush back 

to the lookout, where my fellow good for noth-

ing detectives are playing cards. "There's been a 

turkey heist", I say! What, No tur-

key! [Chattering, overlapping voic-

es, yelling]. "Calm down!" We've 

got to go back to the site. As we 

hurry back I notice some footprints. 

It goes from the barn to the crack-

ling forest. I tell the driver to make 

an U-turn. Bluuuurp! I forgot I get 

carsick easily. We'll follow the foot-

prints as soon as I'm ready. Ten 

min. later we're out and ready. As 

we follow the footprints we get 

closer to the forest, I see an old 2-

story house which appears out of nowhere. 

"Looks like one of scary movies, whenever you 

go in you are trapped" says detective Amon. 

"Which you obviously watch too many of" we 

say. As we go in we hear evil laughter and elec-

tricity. "I'm scared" "we should get out of here" 

say Amon and Bobby. "No" I say. Look I found 

some feathers. We follow the feathers until we 

reach the end. When all 6 of us lay on a book-

shelf to rest, the shelf behind us turns! As we fall 

down a staircase my eyes catch sight of an iron 

wall with spikes! As the others notice Amon 

shouts WE'RE ALL GOING TO DIE! Since they had 

me they survived, this is what 

happened, while everyone was 

freaking out my hand hit a lever, 

and the wall disappeared, and we 

fell with a ... THUD! When we got 

up we noticed the same foot-

prints. When we got to the end I 

smelled a sweet aroma coming 

from the right. When I got to see 

who/what that was (Professor 

Poopy Pants) he was about to 

bake the turkey! As I fight him my 

good for nothing detective gets 

an apple while another one opens handcuffs. 

Then the one with the apple throws it, and it hits 

all the other 4 detectives like dominoes, and the 

one with the handcuffs lands on me and Profes-

sor Poopy Pants and locks us. I tell them "you 

guys are promoted to GOOD FOR SOMETHING 

Detectives". While the cops take him away we 

return the turkey and save the day!  

—THE END! 
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“I typed this because the holiday inspired me 

to write something about Thanksgiving.” 

~  Aahil Syed 
About the Author: 

Aahil loves writing and sports. 

The Turkey Heist 
By Aahil Syed,  Grade 4 (Ms. Beecher) 



 Three of us, we were the only ones left, the 

only ones to make it to the Island. My friends and I 

were celebrating my 10th birthday on a cruise with 

our families. We are jetting down the waterslide 

for the sixth time. We had stopped to get some 

snacks and now, all of us were 

racing down the waterslide for 

the seventh time. Suddenly, one 

crack, two cracks, and the third 

crack took us sliding off the 

cruise ship. I had my eyes 

closed so tightly that I felt like 

they were going to overlap 

each other. 

 I opened my eyes and 

saw my friends trying to stay 

afloat while treading water. I 

tried to get their attention. When I saw the cruise 

ship getting smaller and smaller, tears and tears 

filled my eyes. As soon as I caught up with my 

friends, I stepped on a couple of boards and 

looked down. I saw four plastic boards and three 

wooden planks. Once my six friends and I met up, I 

could tell they were terribly devastated. The one 

thing that saddened me the most was the friends’ 

happy faces I saw boarding the cruise were now 

filled with tones and tons of tears. I felt responsi-

ble. My friends and I would probably never see our 

families again and it would be my fault. We 

were barely talking for about ten long 

minutes. Then Susie asked if we would ever 

see our parents again. After an awkward 

moment of silence, she told us to never 

mind. I knew how she was feel-

ing. Suddenly, a big wave came 

sprinting along the sea, and 

everyone saw it. We were freak-

ing out and tried swimming as 

fast as we could. The wave final-

ly reached us and it looked big-

ger than it had looked. It came 

crashing and I closed my eyes 

hoping it was only a dream. All 

of a sudden, something was 

touching me and jolted my eyes 

open. I saw Susie and Mary. They were right 

in front of me and Susie said, “Look what 

we found.” I looked up thinking it was 

something small and funny but boy I was 

wrong. There was an island, and island that 

looked very familiar. I asked what they were 

waiting for, then I yelled, “Let’s go!” We 

started to swim vigorously to the island. 

Three of us. We were the only ones left, the 

only ones to make it to the island.  
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“Sliding” Through My Vacation 
By Advika Rana,  Grade 4 (Ms. Beecher) 

— Continued on next page. 



 We were searching on the island for any-

thing that could help us. I knew I had seen this 

place somewhere. When we caught up with each 

other, we found some people, and they asked us 

if we were lost. Sarcastically, we answered “Yes!”. 

The lady wanted to know how we got here. We 

told here the whole story. She felt bad for us be-

cause the same thing had hap-

pened to her when she was 

little. That’s why she felt sorry 

and offered us to stay as long 

as we wanted. When we slept, 

that night I had a dream about 

landing on the same island 

that we had started on. I was 

half way through when I felt 

my friend’s cold fingers and woke up just in time 

for breakfast.  

 Later that day, we went to the beach. I 

didn’t feel like stepping in the water; none of us 

did. I think the lady knew how we were feeling 

and she suggested we go have lunch. Afterwards, 

we were bored and she offered to take us to 

Gelati Celesti, an ice cream place. The ice cream 

was amazing! That afternoon, we watched T.V. 

and slept. I slept peacefully. 

 The next morning, we had breakfast, did 

some karaoke, and dancing, and even fit in some 

shopping. By lunch time, we were finished so we 

devoured our lunch and yummy pie. We barely 

had anything to wear, so the lady told us we 

could borrow her daughter’s old clothes. We 

played with the toys we had bought and 

watched T.V. After dinner, I slowly drifted off to 

sleep. I dreamed the same dream from the night 

before, except this time I got to finish it. I re-

membered it so well. We were 

all swimming at West Poach, 

and my friends were scream-

ing , “This is Bahama life!” 

 Suddenly, the words 

“Bahama life” made me wake 

up! I realized we were actually 

in the Bahamas on our real 

vacation. When I was fully 

awake, I grabbed Mary and Susie. We rushed 

downstairs to find the lady to confirm if we were 

really in the Bahamas. When she told us we were, 

I started freaking out, wondering if our parents 

would know to come and find us. We decided to 

ask the lady if she would take us to the cruise 

dock to see if we could find our parents. We sat 

at the dock for a couple of minutes before we 

saw the cruise ship slowly gliding forward. I went 

running into the crowd and I found my parents. 

When all of our friends and families reunited, we 

all asked what had happened to make us sepa-

rate. They told us the whole unbelievable story, 

but that’s another tale. 
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“I wrote this so you could see I learned some-

thing from Adventure to The Necklace.” 

~  Advika Rana 
About the Author: 

Advika does Taekwondo and she is close to her 

black belt. She had read all the Harry Potter.  
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 Once upon a time on Cheese Street a mouse 

named Cheddar ran into two mice.  

 Cheddar said, “Hello my name is Cheddar.” 

“What are your names?” Cheddar asked. 

 “Our names are Cobby and Jack.” they said 

together, happily. 

 “Hi Cobby and Jack, l am on 

an really important mission to find 

some missing American Cheese 

and its location is in the Swiss For-

est.” said Cheddar. “Can you 

please help me find the missing 

American Cheese and the Swiss 

Forest?” asked Cheddar. 

 “Of course!” Cobby said. 

“We will help because we have not 

had American Cheese since 10 

years ago.” said Jack. 

 “Oh, my! That is a long time!” cried Cheddar. 

“so I guess it's time to hit the road.” said Cheddar. 

“Where is the Swiss Forest?” asked Cheddar.  

 “It is on Mozzarella Island, far out at sea.” 

said Cobby.  

 “The Swiss Forest is in the middle part of the 

island.” explained Jack.  

 Then Cheddar asked "So can we catch a 

boat to Mozzarella Island?”. 

 “Yes we can.” said, Cobby.  

 “There is only one boat and it leaves 

at cheese-o-clock (12:00pm) said Jack. 

 “So let's go!” cried Cheddar as they 

ran to the boating dock.  

 Once they got a ticket 

and got on the boat Cheddar 

asked, “Have you two mice 

been to Mozzarella Island and 

in the Swiss Forest?” 

 “No, we have not.” said 

Cobby and Jack together.  

 After the boat dock at 

the boating dock, Cheddar, 

Cobby, and Jack headed off 

into the Swiss Forest in search 

of the American Cheese.  

 After a while Cobby asked. “Do you 

know where we are going, Cheddar?" 

 “No. I don't.” said Cheddar. “But I can 

use this.” Cheddar said as he pulled out a 

gadget. “I call this the Cheese Tracker. It can 

track any cheese but only one at a time.” 

explained Cheddar. “Also the green dot is 

us, and the American Cheese is the red.” 
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 All of a sudden the machine began to 

beep, beep, beep, beep went the machine. 

“That means we are getting closer.” cried 

Cheddar as he started to run.  

 The beeping got fast-

er as Cheddar got closer. All 

of a sudden the beeping 

stopped because they were 

there. Right in front of them 

was a beautiful pond next to 

a cave. The cave was filled 

with the American Cheese. 

Cobby and Jack started to 

run but a booming voice 

made them stop in the 

tracks. “Get away from my 

beautiful American cheese.” the booming voice 

yelled! Then a rodent stepped out of his hiding 

spot.  “Dr. Munster, I knew you were behind 

this.” yelled Cheddar. Cobby and Jack looked at 

Cheddar in confusion. Then Cheddar explained, 

"Dr. Munster is an evil mad scientist that steals 

beautiful cheese all for himself.” When Cheddar 

was explaining Dr. Munster was smirking. Then 

Cheddar, Cobby, and Jack put their hands to-

gether and yelled “We are the Cheese Detec-

tives and we are going to stop Dr. Munster 

once and for all.” Then Cobby 

and Jack started to run and get 

the American Cheese from the 

cave, while Cheddar distracted 

Dr. Munster, with his gadgets. 

After it reached Swiss-o-clock 

(7:00 pm), the Cheese Detec-

tives got all the American 

Cheese and sent Dr. Munster to 

jail. They also returned all the 

American cheese to the stores 

and had some for themselves. 

Then Cheddar said, "We should do this more 

often and our name will be named the Cheese 

Detectives. Cobby and Jack also agreed and 

they lived happily ever after until their next ad-

venture. 

    — The End! 
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Dear, General Ulysses S. Grant 

March 17,1864  

 Sorry I couldn't join the war, General Grant, 

but it has been nice and peaceful in Ireland so far, 

but my journey has come to an end. Before I leave 

this peaceful land, I will look for the legendary 

Leprechaun. The most common place 

where they're found are on Irish 

farms. I have been searching for hours 

and no leprechaun in sight. I will just 

have to board the ship now. As we 

sat sail for Cape Cod I noticed a 

beautiful rainbow on the horizon. 

How? It has to rain for a rainbow to 

start. I thought I was seeing things but then the 

rainbow hit my cabin. I ran to see what happened. 

When I saw it, it was so shiny, the pot of gold. I 

knew a leprechaun was responsible for the rainbow 

and gold. I thought nothing about the leprechaun 

and I jumped into the pot of gold, like it was the 

lake. It seemed that I thought nothing happened, 

until clovers, vines, and flowers grew in my cabin. I 

opened the door and saw spring growing on the 

ship. The sails had flowers growing on them, and 

beautiful Dolphins swam by the mermaid like ship. 

The crew never even spoke a word, and the Cap-

tain fainted on deck, by the sight. And then I saw 

it, a green flash of light. It was the Lepre-

chaun. It was creating chaos everywhere. It 

went until the captain got up and said 

"GET THAT MISCHIEVOUS LEPRE-

CHAUN!!!" The crew scrambled to the sce-

ne with nets and cages to catch the Lepre-

chaun. Then, I opened my cabin door and 

let the little green man inside and 

shut the door, then caught the 

Leprechaun in a cage. And as he 

panted I asked what his name was 

and he said it was "Leo the Lep-

rechaun." I told him that when we 

land in cape cod he could be let 

out and live a happy life on my 

potato farm, in America. Well... we had to 

be extra careful around the crew, or they 

would catch Leo the Leprechaun. Finally, we 

landed in a harbor in Cape Cod. We snuck 

off the boat away from the vicious search 

parties on board the mermaid like ship. 

When we made it to my farm, I let him 

live in an old chicken cage. But anyway, I 

sold those weird, annoying, and ugly chick-

ens away. 

   Sincerely,  

   -Thomas McPinken 
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