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			    Plop! That slippery, loud, and annoying sound came again. Wendy the Worm woke up as her twin brother was about to slide a mud ball right in her face! Wendy peeked one eye open and sleepy muttered, “Willy, come on! Did yo-”
    Willy interrupted, “You come on, Wendy! Dad is making is making us dirt sandwiches! Our favorite! You’ve been sleeping forever!”
    “No.No ... NO!!!” Wendy sighed. She knew her annoying twin brother was tricking her. She could smell dirt pancakes! “What a dirt head” Wendy thought. Her brother was like a clock that never stopped ringing.
   Wendy put on her circular, silver glasses and insisted, “I know mom is making delicious dirt pancakes! Now if you could pretty please leave I would be very ... uhh, uhh, um ... grateful?.”
    Willy stuck his tongue out noisily and slid away.
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			    Wendy pulled on her favorite soft, navy blue trousers because they went well with her slim bubble-gum pink skin. She turned to the wall, which held some shiny mud that acted just like a mirror. Wendy had bright pink cheeks, and no hair had grown, she knew it never would, but she kept on hoping.
    Wendy pushed aside the bucket that was catching the water leaks. Which was all that was left of the angry night sky. She put on her birthday hat, and started steering her way down to the kitchen. Wendy’s house was huge! Six years ago, her family moved there and had dug their new  home. With wet sand splattered on the walls, their house was strong and stable. The working worms her mom hired dug a path way to Wendy’s school and the rest of the worm houses in her community. There were five worm families per community. 
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			    Once in the kitchen, Wendy saw her mom, Wanda, was there.  She was cooking dirt pancakes, which were what pulled Wendy into the kitchen. “ Hi, mom ... Where’s dad making Willy’s dirt sandwiches?!” Wendy inquired.  
    Normally their dad, Wendel, would be cooking sandwiches to celebrate Willy’s birthday, and her mom would make pancakes to celebrate Wendy’s birthday.
    Wanda rejoiced, “I can’t believed you asked dear! Your father and I decided to celebrate Willy’s  birthday tomorrow. After all, you shouldn’t have to share your birthday with him anymore.   You’re twelve years old! We should have done this when you turned ten! No ... five or!”
    “Mom, mom, I love this. Thank you!...And calm down,” Wendy laughed! Wendy truly did love this new plan. She took three pancakes. Plopped one in her mouth and let the yummy taste melt down her throat, and demolished the other two. Her mom’s pancakes were

the best the best!  You could taste the sweetness even with out dirt syrup,or butter!  After thinking about pancakes, she started her way back up to get a little more rest.  Almost in her room, Wendy heard a huge CRASH!
    Did a mountain fall on her home? Did she just faint? No, ... none of those things happened, but what did happen was a young boy the age of three was using a red shiny shovel and digging up worms. He held two in his jar and was searching for more.
	Wendy slid to the opposite hall that she heard the noise come from. There she saw a curvy shape that was like a banana, only not as wide, and it was red. The shovel was destroying her home! She tried wiggling her way around the shovel, but ended up in the shovel. 
	Then a voice super loud thundered, “Ohh! Mommy I found a a wormy!!!”
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			Suddenly, a bright light sprinted into view. Wendy, who was not at all frightened, but very curious, got slam-dunked into a very shiny jar that was covered in star stickers. Inside the jar there was crumbly dirt, many leaves, and 5 rocks. Wendy could tell someone else lived there because there were many holes digger in it. 
	Wendy whispered, “WOW! What is this place?”	“Oh! Sir William, someone has arrrived !!!” someone gasped.
	Wendy wondered who was that? Well who ever it was, it sounded very kind  and rolled on her r’s.
	Someone else demanded, “Can she or he help us?!” 
	As Wendy tried to worm toward the speakers, she bonked straight into a crumpled leaf, why was that there? Wendy slid around it wand saw the tail of another worm.
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				The worm turned around to reveal a crinkled, kind, face with rosy cheeks. She like every other worm, also had a silver thick see-though glasses. She beamed and gulped, “Hello arrre you here to save us?... Oops, my apologies, my name is Westly, Grandma Westly is perfectly fine too.” 
	She smiled, then someone else appeared, “Howdy!” he seemed nice, maybe a little grumpy though, “My name’s sir William and this is my friend Westly. I warn you though you won’t be able to bust us out of here! But if you do...which you won’t...” He quickly nodded at Wendy and she got a closer look at his face. He had a bright red face, and he was quite short.
	 “He got attacked by a birrrd once. Half of him was bitten off. Well anyway, What’s yourrr name?” Grandma Westly exclaimed. 

	“Well ... I, um ... my name is Wendy,” Wendy stuttered and bit her lip. She was getting homesick. Then Wendy pondered out loud, “Will I be here forever?”
	 “I’m not surrre. We have not yet found any solution. Now get some rrrest,” Grandma Westly soothed Wendy. Wendy thought it would take forever to fall asleep, but no, Wendy was very tired and fell into a deep sleep. 
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				The next morning at exactly sunrise, Wendy woke up and saw Grandma Westly and Sir William talking to each other. Sir William seemed to be muttering, “Ughh this won’t work.”
	 Wendy squiggled over and smiled, “Hello, I had a wonderful sleep, uhh may I help you with anything?”
	Grandma Westly turned around and rejoiced, “I’m so glad you’rrrre herrrre! Come and let me state my Plan A of escaping this awful place. We h-“ 
	She was interrupted by Sir William  muttering, “It won’t work, sure, fine, I’ll help, but I’m telling you It wont work.” 
	 “Stop saying that Willy! It will! Please!” Grandma Westly pleaded. Sir William grunted. “Well for Plan A, Willy will stand at the bottom of the stand at the bottom of the tallest pile of the dirt. Th-then,“ she stuttered, “sorry, I’m just so exited! Let me continue. I will squiggle on top of him, and Wendy you on top of me!” 


	“O-O-Okay, I have horrible balance, but I’ll try!” Wendy tried to act glad, but inside she knew Plan A wouldn’t work, she had way to bad balance.
	Sir William took his place and picked up Grandma Westly, she weighed nothing at all, or so  she said. Wendy climed her way on top of Grandma Westly. Her job was to try and flip the lock, she fell down. They tried five more times, but no success was coming along.
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				Luckily, Wendy had a Plan B. “We could try and push the jar over...” Wendy suggested. They tried. 
	Sir William grunted after 10 minutes of pushing, “This won’t work!”
	They took a break from escaping. They decided to rest for the rest of the day. 
	Wendy woke up in the middle of the night when it hit her! She had a better plan. She beamed, “I have a new plan!” Immediately, Grandma Westly and Sir William woke up. They sprinted toward Wendy as fast as cheetahs. They listened to Wendy explain, “In the morning, we all hide in the soil, okay?” Everyone seriously nodded as if they were in a super, duper, whopper serious meeting. Well, this was serious. Wendy spoke again, “The Boy will think we’re missing and tip over the cup and free us!”
	“Well, kid, how do we escape the house?” Sir William inquired.	“Oh!! I get it! The boy’s mom won’t accept dirt in the house and will tell the boy to go outside!” Grandma Westly rejoiced.
	“Yes, exactly, and because we want to go faster, we can slide on a leaf!” Wendy sang. She was so excited!
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				The rest of the night, they stayed up being excited and getting ready to hide. At precisely 9:00 in the morning, the boy looked into his jar and immediately screeched, “MUMMY!!! MY WORM GONNNNE!” 
	He picked the jar up and was just about the flip the jar over, but his mom came flying down the stairs and soothed, “What dear is going o- NO. NO! Honey, dump it OUTSIDE. Not INSIDE!”
	The beginning of their plan was working! 
	The boy took the jar outside and all three worms swarmed onto the leaf. They were ready for take off. The boy ran to the grass and dumped the soil out and FWOOSH! Down the three worms went, directly in the dirt space where they would dig their way to Wendy’s home. 
	Grandma Westly yelped, “Whaa!!” and clung onto Sir William. 
	Sir William yelled, “Whooopeee! This is the best day of my life!”
	Wendy stayed quiet. She knew she would be back home soon and she was relieved.
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			Maeli S. is a 5th grader who loves reading, art, and playing with her siblings. Maeli  has two siblings who were a great help by listening and being supportive! She was inspired to write this book, when her little brother started to dig worms out of the soil. He still loves to do so. She hopes after reading this he will understand what the worms feel like when being taken out of there homes.  It was super fun writing this book.  Thank you to her friends at A.I.W. for helping her make this book better! Thank you Captain Kristen, and Outdoorsy Olivia, for helping her create this book.  
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