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Der Erdbeerenbetrug
By Joris Baelen
Es war einmal in Amerika auf einem Erdbeerbauernhof der sehr arm war, die Farmer konnten sich gerade
noch einen Gärtner leisten. Gerade war es nicht ein gutes Jahr. Da die Erdbeeren nicht so saftig wurden. Fast
keiner wollte sie kaufen. An einem Tag als die farmer aufwachten bemerkten sie das die Erdbeeren enorm
gewachsen sind. Die farmer probierten eine Erdbeere, sie schmeckte so saftig das sie noch eine und noch eine
aßen. Kurz darauf kam der Gärtner.
“Wo sind den die ganzen Erdbeeren hingekommen?” fragte der Gärtner.
Die farmer zeigten auf ihre Bäuche. Der Gärtner schüttelte seinen Kopf. Mann merkte das er sehr sauer
war.
“Wofür gebe ich mir so viel Mühe? Das ihr die Erdbeeren isst ist eure Schuld, aber ihr wisstdas ihr damit
kein gutes Geschäft macht”.
Die farmer nickten und bemerkten was sie für einen Fehler gemacht hatten, sie wussten ja das sie fast
pleite waren. Zum Glück hatten sie noch ein paar Erdbeeren von gestern übrig, die sie zum Verkauf stellen
konnten. Heute machten sie ein besseres Geschäft. Die farmer wunderten sich, dass sie ein fettes Geschäft
machten da die Erdbeeren älter waren. Das war ihnen ein Rätsel. Sie lasen die Zeitung und bemerkten dass alle
Erdbeerenfarms fast pleite waren. In der Zeitung stand noch das ein Betrüger der sich immer als Gärtner ausgab
gesucht wurde. Der Finderlohn betrug 1t. Wenn die Farmer das bekommen würden, wären sie reich. Dann könnten
sie die Farm vergrößern und mehr Erbeerenbeete machen. Am nächsten Tag merkten die Farmer dass die
Erdbeeren 10 Meter groß waren. Sie waren so froh. Um die Erdbeeren abzuschneiden würden sie ein sehr langes
Messer brauchen. Sie schnitten die Erdbeeren ab und setzte sie auf den Verkaufstisch. Jede Erdbeere kostete
$50. Die Farmer machten ein mega Geschäft. Sie konnten am nächsten Tag 50 neue Erdbeerbeete.
Am nächsten Tag merkten die Farmer das die neuen Erdbeerbeete schon ziemlich große Erdbeeren
aufwiesen. Die Farmer dachten : “Irgendwas stimmt hier nicht. Vielleicht ist unser Gärtner der Gesuchte verbrecher.
Mit dem Geld könnten wir die größte Erdbeerfarm aller Zeiten werden!”
Hoffentlich hatten die Farmer Glück.Sie brauchten nur noch einen Beweis. Sie stellten Nachtsicht
Überwachungskameras und so ein Zeug auf damit sie es wissen würden, hoffentlich hatten sie Glück. Sie blieben
heute die ganze auf, sie wollten nur auf Nummer sicher gehen. In der Nacht bemerkten sie eine Gestalt in einem
Gärtneranzug. Sie schüttete eine stinkende Flüssigkeit auf jedes der Erdbeerbeete. Dann fingen sie an richtig
schnell zu wachsen. Die Gärtner waren sehr froh und riefen die Polizei an. Sie bekamen den Lohn und bauten eine
riesige Villa mit sehr viel Glas. Trotzdem waren sie noch so reich wie Donald Duck. Die Bauern bauten sehr viele
Firmen und wurden die reichsten Erdbeerbauern der Welt. Sie waren sehr Reich und spendeten einen Großteil
ihres Geldes an arme Leute, dass sie besser leben konnten. Sie führten ein sehr gutes und friedliches Leben.
Außerdem half ihre Gorßzügigkeit sehr vielen Menschen. Als die Farmer starben landeten sie im Himmel.

Books
By Banu Anlauff

Mankind has brought us many inventions
The lightbulb, the car, the phone, chrome and its extensions
But my favorite of all, comes from way back in time, it had me shook
It is the invention of the book
There are many things books can be about
Like how to make Kraut
Fantasy books are my favorite
The characters show bravery
Book can be about cooking
I just keep looking
For more and more literature
Most people don’t see the picture
How hundreds and hundreds of pages protected by a cover can change
your life
If you say anything against books without reading them, my friend I hold
such a strife
I hope you start reading
You’ll cry for the character dying and bleeding
You’ll jump up for the protagonist’s victory
Because without books, how it would’ve been for history

The Legend of the Sunrise and Sunset
Written & Illustrated by Isabella Jocher and Helena Seibt
Once upon a time there was a town in the sky. Everybody was happy in the small town called
Skyscraper City. They had to be very careful because the town was built on a cloud that got tied to
the Empire State Building. The houses had the colors black, purple, red, orange, yellow, and very
light blue. It looked very funny.
The schoolmaster, Mr. Wrong, rolled his eyes every time he walked through the to city,”What a
messy town,” he always shouted,”the colors are too wild!”
The other people, however, loved their town.

One day an earthquake shook the Empire State Building. Mr. Wrong heard a loud scream,” An
earthquake!”
Everybody ran into the cellars. After a long time of fear everybody made their way out. The
whole city was crumbled into pieces. The citizens all were shocked. The major invited everybody to
an urgent town meeting.
“We have to rebuild the city, but we have no blueprints,” the major said.
Mr. Wrong replied, “Then we build our houses like we want to!”
The major agreed. So the houses looked like a rainbow from black to purple to red to orange to
yellow to light blue. At the bottom, the homes were dark, and at the top, they were light. The rope
that was tied to Empire State Building ripped, so the cloud flew over the earth in a perfect circle over
and over again.
That's why we have sunrises and sunsets.

The Quiz
By Helena Seibt and Isabella Jocher

This person has blonde hair,
And she loves fresh air.
Her earrings are pearl white,
And she is often right.
She often wears woolen coats,
And makes a lot of notes.
She often writes on the whiteboard,
And she is a teacher at the school court.
Here is a pop quiz,

Who do you think she is?

ElFCHEN ÜBER JAHRESZEITEN
By Sonia Belhazy
Sommer
warmer Sand
es ist heiß
ich mag ihn sehr
Hitzewelle
Herbst
bunte Blätter
es wird windig
ich baue viele Blätterhaufen
Spaß
Winter
weiße Weihnachten
er ist kalt
ich mag ihn nicht
frieren
Frühling
blühende Blumen
es wird wärmer
er ist sehr schön
bunt

Angels Secret
By Sarah Madden
It was a cold winter day in SnowCity. Yes my town is called that. Even though it
is called that, it does not always snow here. But back to the story, it was a very
cold winter day, and I was inside reading my book “Angels of Winter Night.” I
was so invested in the book that I did not notice that a girl around my age had
broken into my house and collapsed on the floor a few feet away from me.
She lay there on the ground for about five minutes until I really noticed her. I got
up and rushed towards her to she if she was okay. But once I got close she
suddenly grabbed my hand, took out a knife, and cut the palm of my hand to
make it bleed
She then did the same to herself and held my hand and forced me to hold hers.
Out of nowhere two lines of light shot out of our cut palms and wrapped around
our hands, binding them together in a ribbon of light. The whole time she just
looked at me with her sky blue eyes and did not speak a word. Once the light
faded, she collapsed, and I had to drag her to my room to lay her down and treat
both our wounds. Then I collapsed next to her and everything went dark.
The next morning I woke up in a daze, wondering what happened, and if it was
all a dream. Then I looked next to me and still saw the girl sleeping there and my
arm was still bandaged up. I got up and made breakfast. Because my parents
were going to be gone for the next month on vacation, I had the whole house to
myself. Once I was finished, I went over to the girl and woke her up. She
groaned, rubbed her head, and sluggishly followed me to the kitchen. We sat
down together, and I just let go of all the questions that had been bubbling up
inside of me since she got here like how she got here or why she was here.
She looked shocked for a moment, but then she looked at me with warmth in
her eyes and said, “All these questions are very good ones, but I can't answer
them all at one for now I will just tell you my story in the short form.”
Then she told me that she was an angel from a place called Cielo. Her name was
Fimora, and that she was about thirteen years old in human years.

So of course I asked “so there is a god that looks over us?”
But at my question she just laughed and said, “Oh no there is no god; we angels
run the world. Each angel is assigned to a human. They monitor the human and
basically create their world. See each human in a way has their own world they
live in. They all connect, but they’re still in a way their own person. So I was
assigned to you when you were born. So in a way, hello I'm your personal Angel.
Well I was.”
She looked down as if she was about to cry and her white hair turned a sad dark
blue. I wanted to ask what she meant with was your angel, but decided against it.
Instead, I asked, “ so what's up with your hair why does it turn different colors?”
She immediately looked up and her hair turned a shade of happy pink. She
answered in a happy tone.
“ Oh my hair and eyes can change color at will according to my mood. See I can
turn it white again like this. I can do the same to my eyes.” At that moment, her
hair turned as white as the snow outside again, and her eyes too. I must have
looked pretty impressed, because at that moment, she also said, “ Yeah, awesome
right.”
I nodded my head in agreement.
Then I asked “ Why are you not my angel anymore?” and all at once the mood
turned depressing again.
She looked at me and then at the ground as her hair turned dark blue again, and
her eyes pure black.
She answered in a quiet and fragile tone, “This is a secret you may not tell any
other human ever okay?”
I nodded in agreement.
She sighed and said “Last night, I broke one of the most sacred rules of the
Angel community, and because of that, I was turned into a Dark Angel. A dark
angel is an Angel who committed an unholy deed and is cast out.”

She looked down as if there was no hope in her surviving and then looked up as
if realizing something. She said “Hmm I told you about the secret world of
Angels. Now you have to help me in return by helping me become an Angel
again.” She then smiled at me a mocking smile as her hair turned a shade of dark
red.
I sighed and said, “Alright why not. So what do we have to do?”
As I said this her smile faded and her hair turned pink and she said, “Really, I
would have thought you would say no! Yay! Thank you! This will be way easier
with you here. Yes this will be so much fun.”
While she said that, her smile returned just happier than before. I was glad that I
could help her out. She told me that we would have to fight one of the Angels
from the council and win for her to become an Angel again.
We walked outside and then told me to take her hand. I did so, and she opened
her wings. They were a beautiful color of black and sea blue, and each about as
tall as I was. While I stared at her wings in awe, she took off into the sky.
We headed towards one of the biggest clouds, and as we went through it, I saw
the blinding light. Before I knew it, we were in a city made of clouds, with one
big dome shaped cloud in the middle. We headed towards it, and when we got
there, she landed, and we walked in. The inside was empty except for seven
thrones in the middle, The one in the middle was made out of marble instead of
clouds.
She walked up and yelled, “GET OUT HERE YOU COWARDS. I
CHALLENGE YOU TO A DUEL FOR THE RIGHT OF AN ANGEL!”
The seven Angels came forth from behind the thrones. They all shivered as they
walked out. None of them had a specific gender, as if they were both, as I was
figuring that out, the angel in the middle, said in a shaky tone, “Who do you
challenge, Queen Fimora?”
Queen? I was unaware she was a queen. She walked closer and pointed at the
middle Angel and said in a calmer tone, “I challenge you, Sage.” Sage yelped and
backed up.
“Um no you can't.”

“Oh yes I can,” Fimora retorted. Sage sighed but agreed. we were transported
into an arena with me, Fimora, Sage, and another human in the middle. I looked
at Fimora with a quizzical expression and She explained, “ Well in this fight, I
would have to fight Sage until somebody is knocked out, and you have to fight
this human, this guy right here.” The human, who looked a little too excited for
the battle to come, looked at her and then stuck their tongue out at us and
looked away.
I returned the favor, and then said to Fimora, “ Okay, so none of us will die
right.”
She nodded and I sighed in relief. Then we started the dual.
My opponent charged at me, but I dodged as Fimora flew up and dove into Sage,
who almost got hit if he had not dived to the side in a panic.
He quickly got up and flew to Fimora to fight on an even ground. As that was
happening, the human charged towards me, I dodged and threw dust in his eyes
to distract him and tripped him. He fell on his stomach and I sat on top of him,
so that he could not get up. He struggled for a bit, but then gave up.
I yelled over to Fimora asking what to do next as she was still fighting against
Sage.
She yelled over, “Knock him out any way you can.”
I looked down at him, but he just looked up at me, and said, “Please just get it
over with. You can just pinch the nerve over here to knock me out the easiest.”
He pointed to his shoulder and closed his eyes.
I asked him perplexedly “Why are you telling me this?”
He replied in a sad tone,“Sage is forcing me to fight, so I don't really care either
way, and you won, so yeah. It's just fair.”
I thanked him, and then knocked him out.
At that moment, Fimora threw Sage against the ground so hard that it made a
small crater. Sage made a small gesture of defeat with his hands and passed out.

Fimora flew down to me, and we bumped fists to congratulate each other.
Instantly, we were transported back to the throne room where the rest of the
angel council sat. They looked worried, but also a bit impressed.
They looked at Fimora and said, “ Congrats! You are the Queen again. What will
you do first? She looked at me and then said,“What do you want?”
I looked over to her and replied, “ Can we free the other human?”
She smiled, looked at the council, and said, “Well I guess what I will do first is
exactly that.”
Then out of nowhere, the guy from the fight stood in front of me.
He looked at me with a worried expression, but when I told him what we did, he
broke into a huge smile and hugged both of us, thanking us before he
disappeared again.
I later found out he was transported home again. I smiled at Fimora and then we
went back home. When we got there, her hair and eyes turned a bright pink
color, and she hugged me, saying, “ Oh wow that was amazing.”
I smiled and she added, “I can't wait to move in here properly.” At that moment,
I froze and slowly asked, “What?”
She looked at me and said, “Well now that you know our secret, I can't leave you
alone to tell others.”
I thought about how my parents would react, and she said “Oh no, don't worry.
They think I’m your sister now.”
“Oh well ” I thought.
From that day on, I had an angel Queen living as my sister. The guy we freed
turned out to be from my school, and we became friends. All of us together
would talk about what happened and what is happening in Cielo, and we
practically became the council ourselves.
And my parents didn't notice any of it.

Haikus about Summer
Haikus are simple, three-line poems that portray an image.
They have 17 syllables, and a 5-7-7 pattern.
Seashells are shiny.
The crowd plays in the water.
The crabs run around.
By Julia Klaus
Students have free time
People go on vacation
All children have fun
By Joris Baelen & Max Matern
We all love summer
Keep calm and enjoy the sun
This is amazing
By Sonia Belhazy
Reading in the shade
Summery fun at the beach
Fun with all your friends
By Josie Madden
Summer is coming
Swimming, sunshine, ice cream, fun
Free time for eight weeks
By Vanessa Hu

Jimmy Cameron and the Lab
By Nicolas Schneider

Jimmy Cameron was never a good kid. He even got
expelled from School twice. The thing is, it’s in his
blood to do bad things. For example, he replaced a
family’s bleach with gasoline, so when they went to do
the laundry, their washing machine blew up. And that’s
not even the most extreme thing he has done.
This time he broke into a lab.
It was 2 o'clock in the morning. He thought it was
later, so he went to get some coffee. To be honest, he
was too young to drink coffee, but nobody was holding
him back. His parents? They abandoned him.
The Law? WHO CARES! He was alone, and he liked it.
Jimmy started walking to Strabu CKS, which was
actually a laboratory, but he thought it was Starbucks.
As he was turning the doorknob, he immediately noticed
it was locked. Jimmy turned around, and looked for
another way in. There were many windows, but it was too
risky to break one to get in, so he did it.
There was silence after that. Jimmy didn’t care. He
went straight in.
In the Lab, there were many liquids. Some green,
some blue, some purple, and so much more. Since he
wanted coffee, he grabbed the brown liquid with his
big, ugly hands. He went back out, sipping out of the
beaker. It tasted just fine. Just like freshly made
diarrhea. His stomach tickled, and his tongue twitched.
He spit something into another beaker. He set it there
and called it vomit.
The next day, the Lab blew up.
It was his little, irregular, annoying, disgusting,
weird, evil life.

By Julia Klaus™ & Milla Tritchkova™

Have you ever heard about Traitor Joe’s? No, not Trader Joe’s I
mean Traitor Joe’s? Probably not. Do you want to know the secrets
they are hiding? Very well, let us begin!
Traitor Joe’s has been working with Trump for years. You’d
think they would vote for Hillary, but no. They voted for Trump
and made him president. The head of Traitor Joe’s, General Organic,
made a deal with Trump. If they voted Trump and made him
president, they would get a life supply of organic oranges.
General Organic wasn’t sure. At last he answered, “Deal.”
And from then on, they were selling a life supply of organic
oranges. However one year later they almost ran out of organic
oranges, so they thought of something called USDA organic (used
soggy disgusting artificially organic) products. And that leads to
today.
So there you have it.
But today it is completely different. The stores are invading
the planet. Huge stores were crafted, and they sell more than only
oranges now, though they’re all USDA organic products.
Today people buy the products and hope that Traitor Joe’s gets
real organic products, and that Trump gets kicked out of the White
House.

The Quiz II
By Helena Seibt and Isabella Jocher
She has glasses on her nose,
Often wears pretty clothes.
She has brown hair,
I swear.
She has lots of flowers,
And a class for a half-hour.
She can sing,
And loves spring.
She has a blue bag of leather,
And it’s not as light as a feather.
She has a bottle with stickers,
And some of them are pictures.
She often smiles,
And drives lots of miles.
Here's a pop quiz,

WHO DO YOU THINK SHE IS?

Zucas
By Joris Baelen
Zücas are fun
Not riding them is dumb
They are allowed in school
Which is cool
To drive them you use your heels
Because they’ve got wheels
They are big
While driving you can eat a fig
It’s a bag
That has no such thing as lag
Some Zücas are rare
You should take care
They are for children
There are a million
That’s a lot
Zücas are as hard as a pot
They cost a lot
Much more than a pot
They’re the best
They are useful for the rest
Without them the world would be bored
They are the lord
Without them you’d need to run
Which is dumb

By Sonia Belhazy
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Unicorns and Pegasi
By Vanessa Hu

Unicorns are magical creatures.
They have many attractive features.
Magical horns are really rare ,
so leaving them alone shows good care.
Another magical creature who is the cousin of the unicorn,
has two wings and not a horn.
Finding them is really hard,
but maybe you‘ll find one in your yard.

We are back with…Traitor Joe’s!
INTERVIEW with… General Organic!
To get his side of things.
Here we go. Starting with...
Q & A!
By Julia Klaus™ & Milla Tritchkova™
News reporter: “So, General Organic, why did you agree to Trump’s deal?”
General Organic :“I couldn’t Say no to a life supply of organic products. It’s in
the name.”
News reporter : “Well, what was the product that you couldn’t resist and
married?”
General Organic : “Resist? I can’t resist any organic product, but there was this
one organic potato that was just marvelous!”
News reporter : “So um, tell me more about this marvelous potato.”
General Organic : “Her name is Potatina and used to live on the vegetable farm.
Then she came to the city. I saved her just in time before someone was going to
boil her in soup. We started dating shortly after that. We fell in love.”
News reporter “How do you like being the head of Traitor Joe’s...
I mean Trader Joe’s”
General Organic “Well, I like it. I am the BOSS!”
News reporter “Oh, um… ok. Well, we are happy to know what’s going on...we’ll
be off. That’s it for tonight. Meet us with another interview with…

Mona Lisa’s Secret
By Coretta Foster

Prologue
Lisa del Giocondo snuck into my life like a streak of light through a curtain. I was stuck
painting her for around four years. She never told me her secret, so I found it out myself.
It was a terrible morning in Vinci, Italy. It was windy and raining. But that didn’t bother
me. I was inside trying to get Lisa to smile, but she just wouldn’t. I’d been trying to get
her to smile the whole day, every day this month. I hired comedians, jugglers and tried
everything to get even the slightest smile. Nothing worked and I am starting to lose hope.
And that is a major problem since all of my other artworks so far were loved because of
the nice smiles, not because of the sad smiles. Once Lisa had left, I started thinking.
‘Maybe I could make a machine that could read minds…’ I pulled out my notebook and
started drawing a sketch. It looked like a hat and I’ll admit: it looked ridiculous, but it was
worth a shot. The point was if it was turned on I could read the mind of anyone I looked
at. I started working on creating it in my free-time, and it started to come together. After a
couple of months of hard, secret work it was finally done. I the hat on my apprentice and
it actually worked. (I never told my apprentice what I was doing)
The next day Lisa came for me to paint her. I wasn’t wearing my usual hat, I was the
special, mindreading hat instead and hoped Lisa wouldn’t notice. Of course, with my luck
she did. And that was the first thing she asked me when she arrived.
“Leonardo? What in the world are you wearing?” she asked.
“I’m not allowed to have any variation? You’re not in for a little change?” I asked. She
just gave me an annoyed look. (I don’t get it. I’ve never seen her smile. Ever)
I went behind the easel, where she couldn’t see me and turned the mindreading hat on.
All I had to do was look at her and I could read her mind. She took her usual seat and I
got ready. I looked at her and felt like I was wading through foam. It was black, but there
were things like little rooms that had white light in them. I assumed that they were the
memories. I kept on going, getting deeper and deeper. Finally I chose one room and
went inside. Lisa was way younger, I could tell because I was looking out of her eyes
and the ground seemed much closer. I wasn’t that far from her height. But that didn’t
matter.
I/Lisa was stitching on a sampler with the alphabet. “Lisa.” In front of Lisa stood a woman
in a fitted silk dress. “We must go to town.” She helped Lisa up.
The town was small. The woman, who must have been her mother, Lucrezia del Caccia,
let her explore.
“Don’t get lost!” She called before she disappeared.

Lisa walked along the market. But suddenly a building caught her attention. There was
white light streaming through it. Lisa stepped forward into the light. But suddenly the light
was blinding. Lisa closed her eyes, but when she opened them again, she wasn’t at the
market, she was in some other town!
Chapter 1: Lisa del Giocondo Time travels to New York America (Any Idea
where that is?)
She was standing in front of a sign that said:
Welcome to New York!
What does that mean? Is it a different language? Where was this place?
Not just that, she was wearing weird blue pants, a short coat with a weird metal thing
and weird red shoes.
Lisa started walking towards a weird town with tall buildings, but the buildings had weird,
ugly art on them. I silently swore to myself never to paint like that. Lisa was walking
across a road when a weird, red thing almost ran into her. Now I was certain that Lisa
traveled in the future since there were no moving hunks of metal that weren’t pulled by
horses in like our time.
It was getting dark and hard to see. Lisa ran up a hill, but when she turned around the
corner she ran into someone.
“Watch your step,” he said, but of course Lisa didn’t understand, but as she looked up
she toppled over a fence into a side garden.
“Are you alright?” he asked her and helped her up. “Do you speak English?” he asked
when she didn’t respond.
“I don’t understand,” Lisa muttered in Italian.
“Oh, you’re from Italy,” the boy said in Italian. “Hi! My name is Carlo. What’s your name?”
“My name is Lisa.”
“Nice to meet you,” Carlo said and shook Lisa’s hand.
“Where are we?” Lisa asked.
“This is New York City! Didn’t you know that?” Carlo asked and Lisa shook her head.
“I… I need to get back.”
“Where? Where would you want to go if you could stay in New York?! The City! The
Empire City! The City of Dreams! The City That Never Sleeps! The Big Apple! The City
So Nice, They Named It Twice! The Capital of the World! Unique Yew Nork! Unique
Yew… I give up. Anyway, where would you want to go if you could have all that?” Carlo
asked.
“I want to go home to my family in Florence. And where is New Ork?” Lisa asked.
“It’s New York. America.”

“Where is America?”
“You don’t know where America is?” Carlo asked and Lisa shook her head.
“America. North America. South America. Nothing? No? Well, I don’t have a map here,
so I’ll just say it’s in between the Arctic and the Pacific Ocean.”
Lisa could obviously tell she wouldn’t get any more information so she didn’t ask for
more..
“You’d better get home. It’s getting dark.” Carlo asked.
“I don’t have a home here.”
“Oh, then come with me.” Carlo led Lisa to a building.
“What’s this?”
“This is Ben’s Hotel. A friend. He’ll let you stay there. I hope.” Carlo led Lisa inside. “Wait
here.” he said and Lisa did as she was told. After a couple of minutes he came back.
“He’ll let you stay here. I’ll be back in the morning and then we’ll find a way for you to get
back to Florence.” Carlo promised and turned to leave.
“Wait!” Lisa called to him and he turned around. “Thank you! I would have never had
such a easy day without you.”
“You would have managed.” Carlo smiled.
The next morning at 9:00 Carlo came to the hotel to pick Lisa up. There was someone in
a weird metal thing waiting outside the door.
“This is Lincoln, my friend. This is Lisa. She’s from Florence and I met her yesterday,”
Carlo introduced.
“Carlo, you said I had to drive you somewhere. Train’s leaving now.” “What is this…
thing?” Lisa asked.
“You’ve never seen a car?” Carlo asked. Lisa shook her head. “Well, you have now.
Lincoln, can you take us to the airport?”
“Oki Doki. Where to, Sir Carlo?” Lincoln asked.
“We are going on a quick flight to Florence,” Carlo announced.
“Florence? Isn’t that like a 13 hour flight and super expensive? Right. Your uncle bought
them for you, didn’t he.”
“That’s when it comes in handy to have a super rich and famous uncle,” Carlo grinned.
“My uncle was a descendant of a customer of Leonardo da Vinci’s.”
After awhile they made it to their destination. There were other weird metal things, but
they weren’t- what’s it called? A cat? A caw? Anyway, they were a lot bigger than those
carcaws. (I couldn’t remember what they were called so catcaw will have to do)
“Lonardo!” I was torn from Lisa’s memory. “What are you doing?” Lisa was glaring at me.
“The whole time it’s like you’re daydreaming. What are you doing?”
“Catcaw.” I stuttered.

“What?” Lisa stood up. “Are you not well?”
“What? I’m fine,” I shook of the surprise. Lisa sat back down and I started to paint again.
After a while I went back in her memories.
Lisa and Carlo were getting in the weird non-catcaw thing.
“What is this thing called again?” Lisa asked Carlo.
“This is an airplane,” Carlo informed her. They sat in seats, and after a while the plane
started to move. Suddenly it jetted down the… whatever it went down and took of in the
air. Lisa was flying!!! I took a mental note to try to make one of them afterwards.
The plane hit the ground with a jolt. They had made it to Italy. After a long time they
reached the town where Lisa had stood centuries before, in front of the same building
were Lisa had stood centuries before.
“I guess this is where we must follow our separate paths of life and say our goodbyes,”
Lisa said. “Thank you so much for helping me.”
“You don’t need to thank me,” Carlo smiled. Then he wrapped his arms around her and
handed her a piece of paper. “In case you ever come back, that’s my phone number. But
‘till then I’ll miss you. Even though I just met you yesterday I will never forget you.”
“I must go,” Lisa said and walked through the doorway with the paper in her hand. The
white light was blinding again, but not as blinding as the sadness that covered her heart.
Chapter 2: I follow in Lisa’s Footsteps (Ridiculous, right?)
“Where were you?” Lucrezia del Caccia ran to Lisa (her normal clothes were back, they
changed as soon as she got back to present time) as she slowly made her way to the
house. “I was worried sick! Where have you been?”
“I’m sorry… I don’t know,” Lisa followed her mother to the house.
“LEONARDO!!!” Lisa tore me back out of her memories again.
“Yes,” I replied.
“Were you listening? I said I must go home now. I will be back tomorrow, and by then
please get rid of that hat. I think it’s messing with you.” With that she left. Now I just had
to figure out how to get her to smile.
And what did I decide to do? I decided to go to that time travel building partly because I
was tired of painting and needed a break from trying to get Lisa to smile, but also
because I had seen what Lisa had done and decided it was time for an adventure.
The next day I left the second Lisa had stepped out of the door and made my way to the
town where the building had… Time traveled? I held the piece of paper with Carlo’s
phone number (Whatever that was) in my hand. (How I had gotten it is a long story, so
let’s just say a dove handed it to me.) It was getting dark by the time I had finally found

the building. The same thing happened to me as to Lisa years ago. The white light
appeared, and I was in...
Newark, New Jersey
That’s in New York, right? I hoped so. I asked a man.
“Sorry, what?” he said in some weird language.
“Is Newark in New York?” I tried again. He obviously didn’t speak Italian, but he pulled
out a metal rectangle and pushed around on it. Great. Now what. Lisa was lucky and
stumbled into an Italian, but not me. Just when I thought that all hope was lost and the
man had completely forgotten me he turned around the metal red triangle. On it it said:
New York. If you have a car or a bike, or else if you walk it’s about three hours.
“Can I call someone?” I had heard Carlo use that word so I tried it too, and again he
clicked around on the rectangle. After a while he showed me the rectangle again, and
this time it had numbers on the screen. I took it and copied down the numbers from the
paper. Then I handed it to the man who clicked on it and then held it up to his ear. After
a while he handed it back to me.
“Hello, who’s there?” Carlo asked. ‘This rectangle thing is awesome’
“Hi, my name is Leonardo. I know a friend of yours who needs your help. Can you
come?”
“Where are you? Which friend?”
“Newark, New Jersey. It’s Lisa.” I expected him not to remember, but I was wrong. He
immediately seemed ready to do anything.
“I’ll be there in half an hour.” I handed the phone back to the man, but then it started to
buzz. He clicked a button and handed it back.
“Where in Newark?” Carlo asked.
“The Newark Public Library.”
“Thanks. Bye.”
I handed it to the man and gave him a thankful smile, then went inside. That’s when I
noticed I had also changed. I was also wearing those faded blue pants, a blue shirt and
one of those weird metal things. But I walked in the Library. There were books and
books. More than I had ever seen at once. I finally found one in Italian, but when I picked
it up I almost got a heart attack. The title of the book was:
Leonardo da Vinci
There was a book about me? When I opened it there were pictures of paintings, some I
recognized, but on the last page there was a drawing of me. I was so surprised I almost
dropped the book. I looked just like the drawing. I must have stood there for a long time

because after what felt like a minute I saw carlo come in out of the corner of my eye.
“Oh, hi Carlo.” he had gotten older, around his thirties. He studied me as he walked
towards me, and I guess he decided I was the right person.
“Your Leonardo, right?” I nodded. “You said something was wrong with Lisa.”
“She never smiles. She misses you.”
“If you’re asking me to go with you to that building, go into the past and make her happy
again-” That’s exactly what. “I’m in.”
Carlo called a friend to drive us to the airport, we got on an airplane (That’s what they’re
called, don’t ask me why), and ended in Italy.
“So. How do you know Lisa?” Carlo asked me while we were walking through the town.
“I have to paint her. I’m trying to think of a good name. What do you think of ‘The Mona
Lisa’ ?”
“Wait… are you Leonardo da Vinci?!” I nodded. “We need to take a selfie.” Carlo pulled
out his phone. “I can’t believe Lisa is the Lisa from Mona Lisa! The world famous
painting is of my friend?!” He clicked a couple times, than smiled and muttered, “I know
nobody will believe me, but it’s cool anyway. Lincoln's here. Let’s go to Florence.” Carlo
did not sound excited. But we flew there with me anyway.
Chapter 3: I find the truth/ answer (To what?)
Florence looked just like it had in Lisa’s memories. We found the building and teleported
back to the sixteenth century.
“Leonardo, I’m here… Carlo?!” Lisa smiled! I quickly snatched a paintbrush to paint it,
but that was when I realised what was wrong. It wasn’t that Lisa wouldn’t smile, it was
that I couldn’t finish the painting or else I would sell it and forget her. Well… forget isn’t
the right word. Anyway, I decided that what I had now was done enough, and from then
on I always carried it around with me until I died, but till then I never forgot about Lisa’s
adventure in New York and mine in Newark.
Sadly, my super-cool mind reading hat burnt up in a fire a couple years later, but Lisa
and Carlo stayed friends for a long time after that, and Lisa’s children called him ‘Uncle
Carlo’. I still haven’t managed to get my flying thing to work yet, but my hopes are still
high. Until then, if anyone from that time is reading this and I didn’t succeed, I hope you
at least admire my other inventions and paintings. And to Carlo’s uncle, if you’re reading
this, I want to thank you for buying those ticket-things for, me, Lisa and Carlo. And to
everyone else reading this, I hope that you have a nice time painting or whatever you do.
Sincerely,
Leonardo di ser Piero da Vinci

The Girl with Green Hair
Book one: Twins and Fires
By Josie Madden
Ivy was miserable. After going all the way to Greenland, where, to her dismay, nothing was
green, she had still not found anyone like her. With naturally weird coloured hair like hers.
The scroll she had found in Antarctica, did not say much, just to seek out purple in the city in
the north. She was running out of options. She had been to Sweden. She furiously thought,
what other place is in the north?
Canada.
She set off to Quebec City to find the purple-haired girl.
→→→→→→→→→→→→→→→→→→→→→→→
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Once Ivy had made it to Quebec, she noticed something different, like a magical force-field
or a Magnet pulling on the iron in her blood. She asked someone about it, but he just looked
at her in a funny way and went on about his day. She decided to find the source, since it might
help her find the girl. At least, that's what happened with the scroll.
After about an hour of trekking through the big, bustling city, she found the source At an
old, run-down house that looked like it had been deserted many years ago. It had vines
growing all over it and thorny bushes at the base. The neighborhood looked pretty normal,
except it was devoid of people and animals. Ivy carefully skirted around, looking for an
entrance. She found one on the back, but it was overgrown with thorns and weeds, so it was
impossible to slip through without getting cut unless you were really lank and lean. With a
wave of her hand, the vines dispersed and the thorns turned into multicoloured roses. Ivy
carefully slipped through and found a small hideout in the base of the house. In one corner, a
stash of candies and soft drinks adorned the top of a small old dresser , in the other she had
stashed a small tv and a wire probably leading out to a solar panel or a power line. In the
center there was a pile of bloody blankets and pillows with… purple-haired twins?
“Who are you?” The first one said.

She had a British accent. She was kneeling next to the other one, who looked like she
had gotten a huge thorn stuck in her leg.
“Whoa whoa whoa. What happened to her leg?” Ivy asked the girls.
“I got a thorn stuck in it. I would be able to heal it, but the thorn is stuck.”
“Whoa. Heal it?”
“Yeah.” she let a wisp of “I think I can get the thorn out without it hurting too much.”
“Well get on with it then!” They both sounded desperate, like they had been waiting for a
long time. Ivy quickly put her hands on the injured ones’ leg, which made her wince. Ivy
quickly located the thorn and slowly willed it to slide out.
“...cool.” Said lavender.
“No problem. I’m Ivy, by the way.”
“Lavender and Violet.”
“Which one are you?”
She smiled.”Lavender. Like my hair colour.”
“Same for me.” Violet said.
“Well, I guess you already know what I am going to say next?” Said Ivy jokingly.
“It varies with my answer.” Said lavender
“What?” Ivy asked.
“Telekinetic. Comes with the magic. Anyway, how did you find us?” Violet said
“Scroll in Antartika. I am finding.., others like us.” Said Ivy.
“Really? I told you there were more, Violet.”
Fine fine, you were right. But how will we find the others. No idea. Maybe one leads to
the next.”
“Then I guess we need to find red.” said Lavender suddenly.
“Wait, how do you know which colour is next?” Ivy asked.
“Dunno, but I know that the red one is in Ireland.”
“Exact location?”
“Dublin. Wait, how do I know that?” Said lavender suddenly.
“No time for questions. We need to get to Dublin. At least, somehow.” said Ivy.
“How will we get there?” asked Lavender.
“Leave that to me.” said Violet.

She did not sound too confident, but with some time she managed to open a portal, which
was swirling different shades of purple. From indigo to magenta to a very light lavender
shade, the portal swirled and the trio stepped through.
Ivy was the first one to speak. “Wow… is this really Dublin?”
“ Beautiful.” replied Violet. She sounded sarcastic, like this place brought back bad
memories.
“I-its beautiful.” marveled Ivy. The view was impeccable. They were looking out onto a
field, where there were all shades of the colour eek. Not in bloom, but Ivy quickly changed that
with a swipe of a hand.
“So you do have powers over plants.” said Lavender.
“Umm. yeah.”
“So, are we going to find this girl or not?” Said Violet impatiently.
“Yeah. lets go.”
They found her after wandering around in downtown Dublin for a bit before we found her.
She was in a parking Structure huddled in the corner.
“Hi. I’m Ivy. This is Violet and lavender.”
“Please. Leave me. I’m dangerous ” the girl said.
She had flame-red hair and skin as pale as ivory. She was lank and lean, and was wearing
a shirt almost as red as her hair, despite the dreary weather. White skinny jeans and hunting
boots completed her outfit. She had a bow strung to her back with a quiver.
“We are just like you.”
“No one is like me.” she sounded miserable.
“We are. Believe me.” Ivy let a grapevine snake up her arm and grow some perfectly ripe
grapes in front of the girl.
“That’s… not possible.”
“Considering what you just told us, perfectly possible. I understand you can manipulate
fire?”
“Yeah. I’m Adan, by the way. But you can call me Ada. That’s what the youth shelter
people call me anyway.”
“Youth shelter?”
“Yeah. My parents died in a fire when I was 4.”

She did not seem rattled, which surprised lavender and ivy alike. It sounded like she was
reminded of this fact almost daily, and was no longer afraid of it.
“Hey flame-freak. What's cooking today?” A short teen with spikey black hair walked into
the building.
“Go away, max. I’m not in the mood for your nonsense.”
“Okay. just don’t set fire to another building. Don’t want to kill all your new friends, do
you. They’ll end up like your cousin ember, you know.”
Suddenly, Ada let loose a blood-curdling scream and flames shot out from her chest. If
Lavender and Violet had not shielded Ivy and the boy Max, they would have all died.
Unfortunately, the cars were not so lucky. A gas tank exploded behind them, and set fire to the
building.
“Run!” yelled lavender.
“I.. didn’t.. Not again…” Ada mumbled as ivy pulled her along.
“Ivy! Pull back the bushes so that they don’t catch fire!” yelled lavender.
“Way ahead of you!” Ivy yelled back. All the bushes recoiled away from the building.
“Ada, can you try and recoil the flames?” violet yelled.
“I.. can try,” she still sounded dazed, like max had hit a sensitive spot with ember.
“You people are weird.” said max, to which everyone then yelled: “shut up, max!”
“I.. can’t contain it! We have to run before the building explodes!” yelled ada. But it was
too late. The tanks exploded behind them, only the group did noy die. Somehow, the flames
were contained, and they jumped to safety.
“I thought you said you couldn’t contain it.” marveled lavender.
“Guys.. that was not me.”
“Then who? Certinly not max. He doesn’t have the brain cells.”
“Hey!”
“Who’s that?” lavender asked. She pointed towards the flames, and a figure walked out.
She had flame red hair and ivory skin, like Ada, but was taller and even more lanky.
“Come on, Ada. I always have to clean up your messes.” said the mysterious girl.
“Ember!! I thought you died in the fire!!” Ada ran up to her and hugged her.
“Where were you?” Ada asked.

“Well “Well, I thought I died, but I am fireproof, as I just demonstrated, so I survived. I
went into hiding for a couple days and then went to find you. You are so lucky that I was in the
area.” they hugged again.”who are your new friends?”
“Thats Lavender, Violet and Ivy. They are like us.”
“Shut up! Really?”
“Yeah! They are finding people like us and bringing them together.”
“As cute as this scene is, we have to move. The police are arriving.” Violet pointed towards
the road, where police cars were collecting.
“No kidding. What do we do with this guy?”
“Memory wipe.” Lavender carefully sent some magic pulsing through Max before his
expression turned blank.
“C’mon, let’s go.”Lavender summoned a portal and they traveled out of the parking lot,
into their next big adventure.
The end, for now

