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			     “Rar!” 11 year old Mike Shisaku was reading in the backyard of his house,at 904 Epo Avenue in the town of Guinopolis, Atonese, when a griffin leapt at him. He screamed and jumped to his feet. Thankfully, he was fast. He bolted and scrambled up a tree, breathing heavily. The griffin stalked toward him, but its image began to flicker. Then, it disappeared. Mike’s middle brother, Manka, stepped out from behind a tree, snickering.

     “You have got to be the biggest crybaby in the planet of Imagica.” He shook his head, making his dreadlocks, braided with gold thread, to sway.
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			     “And you, brother, must be the biggest bully in the entire Shronian galaxy system.” a quiet but   authoritative voice said. 

     Mike breathed out in relief. His eldest brother, Madison, had arrived. Mike climbed down the tree and glared at Manka. Manka just rolled his eyes. Madison crossed his arms and frowned. Mike could sense an older brother’s lecture coming on, so he slipped away into the house. 

     Once inside, he sighed and leaned against the wall. He traced the door frame of his bedroom.                      

    “Why does Manka always bully me?” he thought, “It’s not my fault I don’t have magic, and everyone else in town does. Manka can create illusions and make things do his bidding. Madison can read minds and see the future within twenty-four hours.”

     Mike walked out the front door, heading for the looming forest near the village. Being able here always calmed him down. Before he got there, though, a pack of bullies surrounded him. They all were ugly and mean and popular, for reasons he didn’t understand.

     “Hey, nobody!”The leader snarled. “Little bookworm came out of his hole only to get snatched up by the birds, huh?” 
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			      “In that case, can you fly on your own yet?” The words were out of his mouth before he knew it. “Or do you still need mama?” 
     The leader’s face turned tomato red, then turned dark purple, the color of a bruise. “To his pride.” Mike thought. 

The leader bared his teeth at Mike, then growled to his pack, “He’s not worth it. Come on, gang.” They stalked off. Mike just kept walking on to the forest.

     Finally he reached the clearing in the woods he always went to. He laid down in the soft, cool grass and stared up at the fluffy white clouds in the brilliant blue sky.
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			     The clearing was surrounded by bushes with violet flowers, each with a small berry in the middle. He plucked one and popped into his mouth. It tasted like a thousand berries at once, each kind taken and put into one delicious explosion of flavors. The sweet scent of the flowers drifted toward him on the breeze. The wind rustled through the tree branches, a relaxing round to him.

     Suddenly, he noticed a small path that hadn’t been there before. He followed it to another smaller clearing, this one closed off to the light but still light. Nothing made sense in Imagica. Words came to his head, quickly and sharply. They marched through his mind and out of his mouth. 


    “Bring me to a place, where I can be free. Bring me to Earth, where I can be me.”
     “What the heck?” He asked, totally confused. “What is Earth?” The spring breeze offered no answers. Then, a purple ball of light appeared in front of him, growing bigger and bigger. 

   He watched, amazed, as it grew into an image of a city. There were so many things. Driving on stone roads, stone instead of dirt or gravel, were pegasusless carriages. 

     “Wow.” Mike breathed. “I did that? I am magical after all!”
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			       Mike reached toward the portal, but in a blinding flash of light, it disappeared. Mike’s hands flew to his eyes. When he opened them again, the portal was gone. He stood staring at the spot for a few more minutes, then started walking home. 

     ‘Now I can tell everybody that I have magic!’ he thought triumphantly. But for some reason, he didn’t want to. He wanted it to be his secret.
     “I’ll go back there tomorrow.” He murmured to himself. “I’ll go through and take a look around, maybe.” He just hoped he was brave enough.

When Mike got home, he found dinner-spaghetti and meatballs waiting for him. He chewed slowly, thinking about Earth, the place that he had seen. 
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     That night, as Mike laid in bed, he couldn’t wait to go back to the forest. He was restless and he finally fell asleep at 9:08. The next day, after breakfast, he walked swiftly to the clearing. He said the same words as yesterday. The ball of light grew and grew, then went to the city with stone roads and tall, tall, buildings. 

     He reached toward the portal, then hesitated. ‘What if I can’t come back? What if it’s dangerous.’ Worries crowded his head, each one clamoring for attention. 

     “No!” he told himself. “I’m going.” he embraced himself and jumped. “To a better place.” he told himself. Then blinding light ingulfed him.
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			     Mia is a ten year old fifth grader who attends Laurel Elementary School. She discovered her love of writing in the third grade, and has been writing ever since, though this is her first published book. 
     Mia’s hobbies are reading and writing. She also enjoys dancing, singing, and acting.
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