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			Prologue

	Being stuck in a parlor in an unknown place and time was extremely ominous and nerve wracking. Earlier…
      Taylor was having an ordinary day. Beep! Beep! Beep! “Ugh!” she said, falling out of her soft, warm, and perfectly comfortable bed. Taylor slammed her fist on the “stop” button on the alarm, got ready for school, and waited for her best friend, Izzy Grace, who lived across the street from her. They always walked to school together, although today, she was surprisingly late. Just as she was about to break down her family’s brown door, she emerged from her garage with her jet black hair pulled into a tight ponytail. Taylor was shocked by this, because Izzy only did her hair when working on an experiment… 

Taylor

	“Hey Taylor!” Izzy exclaimed, jogging up to me. “Are you working on a new machine?” I asked, pointing at her swinging ponytail. “I’ll show you after school,” she replied mysteriously, walking ahead of me. We arrived at school and hurriedly entered our 4th grade English class. Our teacher, Ms. Chase assigned us an essay with a title: “My Ancestors.” The day passed quickly, and soon, school was over.

	Back at Izzy’s house, her father Tom, had finished a gigantic bronze and wood time machine that was ice-cold when I touched it. We explored the inside, when suddenly, the room started spinning. I shrieked and slammed my eyes shut, but then it all stopped. I cautiously opened my eyes, slowly peeling them away… and gasped. 
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The once rusty and wood-smelling time machine was gone. Instead, Izzy and I were sprawled on the cold, wooden floor of a large parlor with fancy boots, velvety hoop dresses with elaborate designs, and a pile off silk handkerchiefs as massive as a mountain.
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				We learned, after catching up with the two girls (Emma, who was Izzy’s ancestor and Thalia, my ancestor), that they were also best friends. They were chatting at a nearby book store. Suddenly, Izzy dragged me to the back of a trash can with a disgusting odor, like gym clothes mixed with a dozen sardines. A man walked towards us. I sucked in my breath, thinking that he had seen us. Instead, he held a 1863 calendar and was grumbling. “Last year’s calendar is no use,” he muttered. “It’s 1864?” Izzy mouthed to me. We both emerged from behind the stinky trash can and approached Emma and Thalia. 

	“The button worked!” Izzy shouted cheerfully, jumping up and down. I glared at her. “Izzy Grace! You didn’t! You couldn’t! Oh God! Please, please, please! Tell me you didn’t press the green button!” I yelled. “Well, as a matter of fact, I did!” Izzy responded sheepishly and began rummaging in some wooden boxes at the corner of the parlor. Suddenly, I heard voices and grabbed Izzy, ducking into a walk-in closet. “Ma! Let us go to the market! I promise we’ll only buy vegetables and meat. Plus, we’ll be back by sunset!” a girl pleaded. “Please, Mrs. Grace, we’ll be super careful!” another girl begged. “Fine, fine! Off you go. I’ll be scrubbing windows.” A woman sighed, her voice strained and exasperated. No doubt this was Mrs. Grace. “Grace?” Izzy yelped. The talking died down. “Shh!” I whispered to Izzy, clamping her mouth shut. Soon, their footsteps had started to fade. Izzy and I changed into the hoop dresses and brown leather boots. “These dresses are my worst nightmare!” Izzy grumbled, as she was a tomboy. “Stop complaining,” I smirked, earning a glare from her. After dressing up in itchy dresses, Izzy and I climbed through the parlor window and onto the loud, bustling streets.
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			Emma and Thalia talked with us and we learned that the town was called Gold Cliff. They invited us to eat dinner at Emma’s house, which we promptly agreed to. At the Grace mansion, everyone went into the parlor to change clothes. In Emma’s spare clothes, I found a note:


The time machine will take you home once you understand everything about the past.

	Soon, it was 6:00 PM, dinner time for the Graces. There was stew and everything was like a feast. The smell was heavenly. After a delicious dinner, chocolate pudding was served for desert. It was so sweet that my taste buds wanted to melt into a pool of sticky syrup. “My mom is a great cook!” Emma announced to us proudly. Night began to fall, and the stars glittered in the sky like a blanket of patterned diamonds. “It’s beautiful!” I thought. 
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	Bang! Suddenly, the door slammed shut. A tall man barged into the dining room. With a start, I realized it was the man with the 1863 calendar. “Emma! The ice-cream is only a dime now!” he reported cheerfully. “Be quiet, George!” Ms. Grace scolded, glowering at George. Chuckling, George sat down on a pink, plush cushion and began reading the evening news.
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After the drama of George at dinner, Emma led us on a tour to her bedroom, where there were dozens of drawings and sketches spread all over her massive, satin bed. Thalia retrieved a clip from her hoop dress and clipped all the drawings together. Soon, everyone was having the time of their lives by building pillow forts and wacking each other with the soft pillows sprawled across the room.
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				When it was bedtime, Mrs. Grace demanded, “Aren’t you two going to go home now? Where are you from?” Izzy and I looked at each other. “Uh. Um. Well, we’re friends from… Kansas! Yeah, Kansas. We came here to visit my aunt, but got lost,” I stammered. Luckily, no one noticed. “What are your last names?” Mrs. Grace inquired. Izzy gulped and stared at her leather boots, her face turning pale like she’d seen a ghost. “My last name is Ro- Rose. Izzy’s is… is… Garcia,” I stuttered. Emma smiled, “I’ve never heard of those names before. They must be really special!” “They are…These names are very… common in Kansas,” Izzy said, forcing the words out of her mouth, her face twisted. I could tell she felt guilty, and I did too. It felt horrible, like drinking mud mixed with salt and vinegar, to lie to our new friends, who trusted us so much. But, there was no other choice. “Well, it’s dark outside now, so you two can have a sleepover with Emma and Thalia,” Mrs. Grace said, handing us pajamas, which were, of course: dresses. Soon, all four of us girls were lying on an incredibly large bed, in a cold, dark room. Just like a prison cell.

	“Are there any flashlights?” Izzy whispered. I could barely hear her voice in the hollow, large room.  It was so dark that I fell off the bed trying to get to Izzy and warn her that there weren’t flashlights. “Sorry. This room is so big! I must have misheard, but I think you said flashlights?” Thalia said, clearing her throat. Izzy quickly coughed, “Oh, yeah. You misheard. I asked for some candles,”. Thump! Thalia tumbled off the bed and fumbled around with the lights. The room instantly became much lighter. After a long time without lights, the room just seemed to be glowing. Thalia squinted her eyes and found some candles and a lighter in a wooden drawer. She flicked the “on” button of the lighter and lit eight candles, then turned off the light.
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				Under the candlelight, everyone told stories. “I love fantasy tales! I read them all the time! In one book, I read that if you traveled back in time, one day passing would only be five minutes when you returned! I am going to be a writer one day!” Emma gushed. “It’s true! Their library is full of Emma’s favorite fairy tale books! There are like, billions! And she always blabbers and rants her mouth off about all the fantasy tales she will write when she grows up!” Thalia confirmed. Holding our secrets close to our chest, Izzy and I fell asleep. 
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	The next day, I woke up at 6:00 AM. Soon, everyone else also woke up. “Today’s Saturday!” Emma squealed. “What? Batter day?” mumbled a bleary eyed Izzy. “No, silly! Saturday!” Thalia replied. After getting dressed, we had breakfast. Suddenly, Izzy nudged me and gave me a look: “We need to talk!” “We need to go to the bathroom,” I lied. Izzy and I rushed into the bathroom and slammed the door. “I feel like the time machine is back. I saw a glimpse of wood and bronze on the lawn!’ Izzy whispered, doing a dramatic dance. I squealed and we burst out of the bathroom. “We’re leaving soon!” I was ecstatic. “We will be going to school here! And we’ll visit every Saturday!”  Emma and Thalia looked a little disappointed that we were leaving, but still smiled. After saying goodbye, Izzy and I ran out onto the lawn. I yelled with joy. The time machine was propped on the sidewalk, it’s bronze parts were glittering under the morning sun. I raced into the time machine, Izzy following suit, and we pushed the green button. The spinning started. Round and round and round. Then it stopped. Izzy and I clambered out and saw the rusty, old experimental room was back.
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				Tom came into the room, looking excited when he saw us. “Girls, you’ve been here for seven minutes! What do you think of the time machine?” he inquired. “Well, it works supremely!” Izzy reassured him. We both laughed until our stomachs hurt, as Tom exited the room with a puzzled expression, scratching his head.

Epilogue   

          Saturday. “Hey!” Taylor yelled, running to the time machine and hopping in with Izzy. Poof! Back in the past. They needed to get ready for the fall festival, an annual party at Gold Cliff. Five minutes later, everyone was at the fall festival. The scene was beautiful, the trees, tablecloths, chairs… Everything was decorated perfectly. After dancing, there was a feast with tongue-melting food. Soon, the sun set. It was time to go home. “See you guys next Saturday!” Izzy yelled. Casting one last glance at their friends’ figures, they climbed into the time machine and pressed “Go!” The time machine started spinning, then stopped. Climbing out of the machine, Izzy and Taylor ran to their rooms, opened their essays “My Ancestors” and began to write.

THE END


			

		

	
		
				Tom came into the room, looking excited when he saw us. “Girls, you’ve been here for seven minutes! What do you think of the time machine?” he inquired. “Well, it works supremely!” Izzy reassured him. We both laughed until our stomachs hurt, as Tom exited the room with a puzzled expression, scratching his head.

Epilogue   

          Saturday. “Hey!” Taylor yelled, running to the time machine and hopping in with Izzy. Poof! Back in the past. They needed to get ready for the fall festival, an annual party at Gold Cliff. Five minutes later, everyone was at the fall festival. The scene was beautiful, the trees, tablecloths, chairs… Everything was decorated perfectly. After dancing, there was a feast with tongue-melting food. Soon, the sun set. It was time to go home. “See you guys next Saturday!” Izzy yelled. Casting one last glance at their friends’ figures, they climbed into the time machine and pressed “Go!” The time machine started spinning, then stopped. Climbing out of the machine, Izzy and Taylor ran to their rooms, opened their essays “My Ancestors” and began to write.

THE END


			

		

	
		
			About The Author

Claire is 9 years old and lives in San Jose. This is her 2nd book at AIW Camp. She lives with her parents and older brother. Claire likes to read and write fantasy stories. Her hobbies are playing basketball, writing, reading, and drawing. She is going to 5th grade, and her favorite subjects are English and P.E. She hopes her readers like and find inspiration from her book. Claire wants to become a basketball player when she grows up because she likes playing basketball.

[image: ]
[image: ]
[image: ]
[image: ]
[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			About The Author

Claire is 9 years old and lives in San Jose. This is her 2nd book at AIW Camp. She lives with her parents and older brother. Claire likes to read and write fantasy stories. Her hobbies are playing basketball, writing, reading, and drawing. She is going to 5th grade, and her favorite subjects are English and P.E. She hopes her readers like and find inspiration from her book. Claire wants to become a basketball player when she grows up because she likes playing basketball.

[image: ]
[image: ]
[image: ]
[image: ]
[image: ]

			

		

	


OEBPS/nav.xhtml

		
			
						
					Cover
				


			


		
		
			
						
					Cover
				


						
					Start
				


			


		
	

OEBPS/data.json
{"gcsAssets":[{"path":"page_backgrounds\/PaperBorderBunting-Portrait.png","location":1},{"path":"page_backgrounds\/PaperBorderPencils.jpg","location":1}],"pages":{"Nsrq5b8vQVq_wQM9B-1nkg":{"items":{"VU3UMa6zSCqsRPztNMKd4g":{"zIndex":1006,"height":176,"color":"rgb(31,31,31)","lineHeight":22,"width":410,"size":18,"text":"\tBack at Izzy’s house, her father Tom, had finished a gigantic bronze and wood time machine that was ice-cold when I touched it. We explored the inside, when suddenly, the room started spinning. I shrieked and slammed my eyes shut, but then it all stopped. I cautiously opened my eyes, slowly peeling them away… and gasped. ","left":463,"top":-13,"font":"Open Sans","type":"TEXT"},"mqAH5ik_Th6haFJGCt8T0g":{"zIndex":1009,"height":156,"lineHeight":26,"width":410,"size":18,"text":"The once rusty and wood-smelling time machine was gone. Instead, Izzy and I were sprawled on the cold, wooden floor of a large parlor with fancy boots, velvety hoop dresses with elaborate designs, and a pile off silk handkerchiefs as massive as a mountain.","left":463,"top":494,"type":"TEXT","font":"Open Sans"},"97lE3vGYSrmGbVst7TsxTg":{"zIndex":1008,"height":328,"src":{"filename":"CI_4E882A72-DC64-41AD-842E-B00318691BE2.jpg"},"width":255,"left":609,"top":174,"type":"IMAGE"},"NIxDYerpRZSmTPJ3G8GTdw":{"height":198,"zIndex":1004,"lineHeight":22,"width":410,"size":18,"text":"\t“Hey Taylor!” Izzy exclaimed, jogging up to me. “Are you working on a new machine?” I asked, pointing at her swinging ponytail. “I’ll show you after school,” she replied mysteriously, walking ahead of me. We arrived at school and hurriedly entered our 4th grade English class. Our teacher, Ms. Chase assigned us an essay with a title: “My Ancestors.” The day passed quickly, and soon, school was over.","left":0,"top":437,"font":"Open Sans","type":"TEXT"},"sLVCyzQATTCJ3PpZk_18Tw":{"zIndex":1003,"height":36,"lineHeight":36,"width":79,"size":30,"text":"Taylor","left":165,"top":372,"font":"Open Sans","type":"TEXT"},"pvIqoRhTSEOz6vf11OFnng":{"zIndex":1001,"height":36,"lineHeight":36,"width":120,"size":30,"text":"<em>Prologue<\/em>","left":145,"top":-13,"font":"Open Sans","type":"TEXT"},"QAeIAWaLRNy6IETuZz51gw":{"zIndex":1002,"height":330,"lineHeight":22,"width":427,"size":18,"text":"<em>\tBeing stuck in a parlor in an unknown place and time was extremely ominous and nerve wracking. Earlier…<br\/>      Taylor was having an ordinary day. Beep! Beep! Beep! “Ugh!” she said, falling out of her soft, warm, and perfectly comfortable bed. Taylor slammed her fist on the “stop” button on the alarm, got ready for school, and waited for her best friend, Izzy Grace, who lived across the street from her. They always walked to school together, although today, she was surprisingly late. Just as she was about to break down her family’s brown door, she emerged from her garage with her jet black hair pulled into a tight ponytail. Taylor was shocked by this, because Izzy only did her hair when working on an experiment… <\/em>","left":-4,"top":31,"type":"TEXT","font":"Open Sans"}},"soundtrack":"INHERIT","background":"rgb(205,224,255)"},"Oa5Rhd-SRtKiymKMuWtCHA":{"items":{"TU1O6eKpTzK8qehWAx7GWQ":{"zIndex":1001,"height":312,"lineHeight":26,"width":410,"size":18,"text":"\tUnder the candlelight, everyone told stories. “I love fantasy tales! I read them <em>all<\/em> the time! In one book, I read that if you traveled back in time, one day passing would only be five minutes when you returned! I am going to be a writer one day!” Emma gushed. “It’s true! Their library is full of Emma’s favorite fairy tale books! There are like, billions! And she <em>always<\/em> blabbers and rants her mouth off about all the fantasy tales she will write when she grows up!” Thalia confirmed. Holding our secrets close to our chest, Izzy and I fell asleep. ","left":0,"top":0,"font":"Open Sans","type":"TEXT"},"Y3yP6H4AQfeR5Hn0r8Xg-Q":{"zIndex":1002,"height":346,"src":{"filename":"CI_17556347-10CF-48D5-B3FA-017657447B34.jpg"},"width":190,"left":179,"type":"IMAGE","top":318},"hO-lsHcDRRCvQJe57DzJDw":{"height":650,"zIndex":1003,"lineHeight":26,"width":410,"size":18,"text":"\tThe next day, I woke up at 6:00 AM. Soon, everyone else also woke up. “Today’s Saturday!” Emma squealed. “What? Batter day?” mumbled a bleary eyed Izzy. “No, silly! Saturday!” Thalia replied. After getting dressed, we had breakfast. Suddenly, Izzy nudged me and gave me a look: <em>“We need to talk!” <\/em>“We need to go to the bathroom,” I lied. Izzy and I rushed into the bathroom and slammed the door. “I feel like the time machine is back. I saw a glimpse of wood and bronze on the lawn!’ Izzy whispered, doing a dramatic dance. I squealed and we burst out of the bathroom. “We’re leaving soon!” I was ecstatic. “We will be going to school here! And we’ll visit every Saturday!”  Emma and Thalia looked a little disappointed that we were leaving, but still smiled. After saying goodbye, Izzy and I ran out onto the lawn. I yelled with joy. The time machine was propped on the sidewalk, it’s bronze parts were glittering under the morning sun. I raced into the time machine, Izzy following suit, and we pushed the green button. The spinning started. Round and round and round. Then it stopped. Izzy and I clambered out and saw the rusty, old experimental room was back.","left":450,"top":-15,"font":"Open Sans","type":"TEXT"}},"soundtrack":"INHERIT","background":"rgb(205,224,255)"},"MB-1THjCRNKLkfp_hbL4Xw":{"items":{"ftuOa_NvTUyTxDcY59SfUg":{"left":16,"font":"Fredericka the Great","lineHeight":25,"bold":true,"width":200,"type":"TEXT","color":"rgb(31,31,31)","size":21,"text":"By Claire C<br\/>","height":25,"zIndex":1002,"top":588},"GkZZlv-HQYOZgbTN5moDIA":{"height":501,"rotation":0,"zIndex":999,"fillColor":"rgb(70,87,168)","width":362,"strokeWidth":0,"strokeColor":"rgb(65,70,77)","top":102,"shape":"rectangle","left":44,"type":"SHAPE"},"wpetmlqdSJCAJsced7abpA":{"zIndex":1003,"height":468,"src":{"filename":"CI_A13761E3-80B6-4405-83B1-C321A872A7FA.jpg"},"width":334,"left":58,"top":120,"type":"IMAGE"},"L4-365aQSmGCO6yXqXrJuA":{"left":17,"font":"Fredericka the Great","lineHeight":47,"bold":true,"width":375,"type":"TEXT","color":"rgb(31,31,31)","size":39,"text":"Stuck in the Past","height":47,"zIndex":1001,"top":15}},"soundtrack":"INHERIT","background":{"location":1,"filename":"PaperBorderBunting-Portrait.png"}},"MhYuw6C_Sjas9L0kECA3tg":{"items":{"TtLDccgyQL-rKkBra5Ksug":{"zIndex":1006,"height":282,"src":{"filename":"CI_03AC00D6-5AAE-40C0-9A8F-DEC34369D7A8.jpg"},"width":406,"left":472,"top":393,"type":"IMAGE"},"_cMvpFF0Tp6tuW3-TV-pYg":{"zIndex":1005,"height":650,"lineHeight":26,"width":419,"size":18,"text":"\t“The button worked!” Izzy shouted cheerfully, jumping up and down. I glared at her. “Izzy Grace! You didn’t! You couldn’t! Oh God! Please, please, please! Tell me you didn’t press the green button!” I yelled. “Well, as a matter of fact, I did!” Izzy responded sheepishly and began rummaging in some wooden boxes at the corner of the parlor. Suddenly, I heard voices and grabbed Izzy, ducking into a walk-in closet. “Ma! Let us go to the market! I promise we’ll only buy vegetables and meat. Plus, we’ll be back by sunset!” a girl pleaded. “Please, Mrs. Grace, we’ll be super careful!” another girl begged. “Fine, fine! Off you go. I’ll be scrubbing windows.” A woman sighed, her voice strained and exasperated. No doubt this was Mrs. Grace. “Grace?” Izzy yelped. The talking died down. “Shh!” I whispered to Izzy, clamping her mouth shut. Soon, their footsteps had started to fade. Izzy and I changed into the hoop dresses and brown leather boots. “These dresses are my worst nightmare!” Izzy grumbled, as she was a tomboy. “Stop complaining,” I smirked, earning a glare from her. After dressing up in itchy dresses, Izzy and I climbed through the parlor window and onto the loud, bustling streets.","left":2,"top":-15,"font":"Open Sans","type":"TEXT"},"JoDEq_l2RXqUrjugCT3bgw":{"height":338,"zIndex":1002,"lineHeight":26,"width":410,"size":18,"text":"\tWe learned, after catching up with the two girls (Emma, who was Izzy’s ancestor and Thalia, my ancestor), that they were also best friends. They were chatting at a nearby book store. Suddenly, Izzy dragged me to the back of a trash can with a disgusting odor, like gym clothes mixed with a dozen sardines. A man walked towards us. I sucked in my breath, thinking that he had seen us. Instead, he held a 1863 calendar and was grumbling. “Last year’s calendar is no use,” he muttered. <em>“It’s 1864?” <\/em>Izzy mouthed to me. We both emerged from behind the stinky trash can and approached Emma and Thalia. ","left":450,"top":0,"font":"Open Sans","type":"TEXT"}},"soundtrack":"INHERIT","background":"rgb(205,224,255)"},"pJr9z6wSRU2ntc9BwkSv_w":{"items":{"pRB8TKPvQ46Z7paY3P19uA":{"zIndex":1005,"height":60,"lineHeight":60,"width":224,"size":50,"text":"THE END","left":543,"top":288,"font":"Open Sans","type":"TEXT"},"89lH2dj0R86QWSeu9dxzRg":{"height":416,"zIndex":1003,"lineHeight":26,"width":410,"size":18,"text":"<em>          Saturday. “Hey!” Taylor yelled, running to the time machine and hopping in with Izzy. Poof! Back in the past. They needed to get ready for the fall festival, an annual party at Gold Cliff. Five minutes later, everyone was at the fall festival. The scene was beautiful, the trees, tablecloths, chairs… Everything was decorated perfectly. After dancing, there was a feast with tongue-melting food. Soon, the sun set. It was time to go home. “See you guys next Saturday!” Izzy yelled. Casting one last glance at their friends’ figures, they climbed into the time machine and pressed “Go!” The time machine started spinning, then stopped. Climbing out of the machine, Izzy and Taylor ran to their rooms, opened their essays “My Ancestors” and began to write.<\/em>","left":0,"top":219,"font":"Open Sans","type":"TEXT"},"ImOS7pNwSFCtBNNzt8IrRA":{"zIndex":1001,"height":182,"lineHeight":26,"width":451,"size":18,"text":"\tTom came into the room, looking excited when he saw us. “Girls, you’ve been here for seven minutes! What do you think of the time machine?” he inquired. “Well, it <em>works <\/em>supremely!” Izzy reassured him. We both laughed until our stomachs hurt, as Tom exited the room with a puzzled expression, scratching his head.","left":-15,"top":-15,"type":"TEXT","font":"Open Sans"},"Po77tjr3QuGj1i5aLJF6ww":{"zIndex":1002,"italic":true,"height":36,"lineHeight":36,"width":125,"size":30,"text":"Epilogue   ","left":142,"top":157,"type":"TEXT","font":"Open Sans"}},"soundtrack":"INHERIT","background":"rgb(205,224,255)"},"z7zUkp2NTnesx0pj882G6Q":{"items":{"xHH4e-88TBiLBBs5E63Tvw":{"zIndex":1001,"height":156,"lineHeight":26,"width":410,"size":18,"text":"Emma and Thalia talked with us and we learned that the town was called Gold Cliff. They invited us to eat dinner at Emma’s house, which we promptly agreed to. At the Grace mansion, everyone went into the parlor to change clothes. In Emma’s spare clothes, I found a note:<br\/>","left":0,"type":"TEXT","font":"Open Sans","top":-12},"ypFIHIffRKyeeAiKDBBN1A":{"zIndex":1004,"height":168,"src":{"filename":"CI_358A3902-13AC-429F-B976-A25F8EBBEF7F.jpg"},"width":383,"left":33,"type":"IMAGE","top":500},"kUOYgXLnSNKQvh7c-EDUJg":{"zIndex":1007,"height":234,"lineHeight":26,"width":410,"size":18,"text":"After the drama of George at dinner, Emma led us on a tour to her bedroom, where there were dozens of drawings and sketches spread all over her massive, satin bed. Thalia retrieved a clip from her hoop dress and clipped all the drawings together. Soon, everyone was having the time of their lives by building pillow forts and wacking each other with the soft pillows sprawled across the room.","left":462,"top":411,"font":"Open Sans","type":"TEXT"},"LVFQcV3ERDOKXiMV51Fc1A":{"zIndex":1005,"height":208,"lineHeight":26,"width":410,"size":18,"text":"<em>\tBang!<\/em> Suddenly, the door slammed shut. A tall man barged into the dining room. With a start, I realized it was the man with the 1863 calendar. “Emma! The ice-cream is only a dime now!” he reported cheerfully. “Be quiet, George!” Ms. Grace scolded, glowering at George. Chuckling, George sat down on a pink, plush cushion and began reading the evening news.","left":450,"type":"TEXT","font":"Open Sans","top":-12},"F-o3WPg6SDCy_1_ieXbKqA":{"zIndex":1002,"height":80,"lineHeight":20,"width":200,"size":17,"text":"The time machine will take you home once you understand everything about the past.","left":105,"top":148,"font":"Unmasked BB","type":"TEXT"},"qp9fuwKpQ-SPj4ui-SYr2A":{"height":220,"zIndex":1003,"lineHeight":22,"width":410,"size":18,"text":"\tSoon, it was 6:00 PM, dinner time for the Graces. There was stew and everything was like a feast. The smell was heavenly. After a delicious dinner, chocolate pudding was served for desert. It was so sweet that my taste buds wanted to melt into a pool of sticky syrup. “My mom is a great cook!” Emma announced to us proudly. Night began to fall, and the stars glittered in the sky like a blanket of patterned diamonds. “<em>It’s beautiful!”<\/em> I thought. ","left":0,"type":"TEXT","font":"Open Sans","top":240},"lx14gbgrQCOjhiOCUcIndA":{"zIndex":1006,"height":173,"src":{"filename":"CI_553CF6B1-66A2-4120-AD2F-20CDA5D7B368.jpg"},"width":247,"left":551,"top":236,"type":"IMAGE"}},"soundtrack":"INHERIT","background":"rgb(205,224,255)"},"uPNbPTSyS8SSFBVIjI1DCw":{"items":{"gUx8tdlmSeewFBqM-YRhwA":{"zIndex":1008,"rotation":0,"height":374,"width":30,"fillColor":"rgb(195,204,255)","strokeWidth":1,"strokeColor":"rgb(31,31,31)","top":75,"shape":"rectangle","type":"SHAPE","left":499},"zS9-WhGTT0CCh8DT3kfO1Q":{"height":420,"zIndex":1002,"lineHeight":30,"width":410,"size":25,"text":"Claire is 9 years old and lives in San Jose. This is her 2nd book at AIW Camp. She lives with her parents and older brother. Claire likes to read and write fantasy stories. Her hobbies are playing basketball, writing, reading, and drawing. She is going to 5th grade, and her favorite subjects are English and P.E. She hopes her readers like and find inspiration from her book. Claire wants to become a basketball player when she grows up because she likes playing basketball.","left":0,"type":"TEXT","font":"Bradley Hand","top":75},"l9tyQs-nSUaVDnDaAocm5Q":{"zIndex":1009,"height":376,"rotation":0,"width":30,"fillColor":"rgb(255,220,216)","strokeWidth":1,"strokeColor":"rgb(31,31,31)","top":73,"left":820,"shape":"rectangle","type":"SHAPE"},"vaCvi3VbTzuiQ--aqDxDMQ":{"zIndex":1003,"height":414,"src":{"filename":"CI_BA728086-BE6B-4F08-871A-196CCD70DCE9.jpg"},"width":351,"left":499,"type":"IMAGE","top":65},"BOy42QpcQlOozJvd6n-Dsg":{"zIndex":1001,"height":46,"lineHeight":46,"width":330,"size":38,"text":"About The Author","left":50,"top":0,"type":"TEXT","font":"Bradley Hand"},"fw5Yz0XaQiKUYjJF5tw_ag":{"zIndex":1006,"rotation":0,"height":30,"fillColor":"rgb(255,220,216)","width":351,"strokeWidth":1,"left":499,"top":45,"shape":"rectangle","type":"SHAPE","strokeColor":"rgb(31,31,31)"},"YgWqDdwZQLq5xh1ufw_kng":{"zIndex":1007,"rotation":0,"height":30,"fillColor":"rgb(195,204,255)","width":351,"strokeWidth":1,"strokeColor":"rgb(31,31,31)","type":"SHAPE","left":499,"top":449,"shape":"rectangle"}},"soundtrack":"INHERIT","background":{"filename":"PaperBorderPencils.jpg","location":1}},"V6Z-4G-TTB2_QKSwi_ojlQ":{"items":{"5GpJ7_GjSS2JQLjTW50pEg":{"zIndex":1001,"height":44,"color":"rgb(31,31,31)","lineHeight":22,"width":322,"size":18,"text":"This book is dedicated to my family for supporting me.","left":494,"type":"TEXT","font":"Open Sans","top":149}},"soundtrack":"INHERIT","background":"rgb(205,224,255)"},"aZWF5h83RX2-jGl0QvX9pg":{"items":{"VYwLIqf1SYm_ESyBeMhLTg":{"height":650,"zIndex":1001,"lineHeight":26,"width":410,"size":18,"text":"\tWhen it was bedtime, Mrs. Grace demanded, “Aren’t you two going to go home now? Where are you from?” Izzy and I looked at each other. “Uh. Um. Well, we’re friends from… Kansas! Yeah, Kansas. We came here to visit my aunt, but got lost,” I stammered. Luckily, no one noticed. “What are your last names?” Mrs. Grace inquired. Izzy gulped and stared at her leather boots, her face turning pale like she’d seen a ghost. “My last name is Ro- Rose. Izzy’s is… is… Garcia,” I stuttered. Emma smiled, “I’ve never heard of those names before. They must be really special!” “They are…These names are very… common in Kansas,” Izzy said, forcing the words out of her mouth, her face twisted. I could tell she felt guilty, and I did too. It felt horrible, like drinking mud mixed with salt and vinegar, to lie to our new friends, who trusted us so much. But, there was no other choice. “Well, it’s dark outside now, so you two can have a sleepover with Emma and Thalia,” Mrs. Grace said, handing us pajamas, which were, of course: dresses. Soon, all four of us girls were lying on an incredibly large bed, in a cold, dark room. Just like a prison cell.","left":0,"top":-7,"font":"Open Sans","type":"TEXT"},"9-r3rZG6QyiANMDw8YY8vw":{"zIndex":1003,"height":173,"src":{"filename":"CI_4BCFEBD7-9E0B-4694-8E9C-57F1104926BA.jpg"},"width":342,"left":504,"top":456,"type":"IMAGE"},"eSheDVcISCytNWYjrDUeFw":{"height":416,"zIndex":1002,"lineHeight":26,"width":410,"size":18,"text":"\t“Are there any flashlights?” Izzy whispered. I could barely hear her voice in the hollow, large room.  It was so dark that I fell off the bed trying to get to Izzy and warn her that there weren’t flashlights. “Sorry. This room is so big! I must have misheard, but I think you said <em>flashlights<\/em>?” Thalia said, clearing her throat. Izzy quickly coughed, “Oh, yeah. You misheard. I asked for some candles,”. <em>Thump! <\/em>Thalia tumbled off the bed and fumbled around with the lights. The room instantly became much lighter. After a long time without lights, the room just seemed to be glowing. Thalia squinted her eyes and found some candles and a lighter in a wooden drawer. She flicked the “on” button of the lighter and lit eight candles, then turned off the light.","left":450,"top":0,"type":"TEXT","font":"Open Sans"}},"soundtrack":"INHERIT","background":"rgb(205,224,255)"}},"format":6,"book":{"layout":0,"author":"A. N. Author","createdPlatform":"ipad","title":"Stuck in the Past by Claire C","contents":["MB-1THjCRNKLkfp_hbL4Xw","V6Z-4G-TTB2_QKSwi_ojlQ","Nsrq5b8vQVq_wQM9B-1nkg","MhYuw6C_Sjas9L0kECA3tg","z7zUkp2NTnesx0pj882G6Q","aZWF5h83RX2-jGl0QvX9pg","Oa5Rhd-SRtKiymKMuWtCHA","pJr9z6wSRU2ntc9BwkSv_w","uPNbPTSyS8SSFBVIjI1DCw"],"createdPlatformVersion":"5.5.3"},"cover":{"filename":"Cover.jpg","mimeType":"image\/jpeg"},"userAssets":[{"dimensions":{"width":1245,"height":1603},"filename":"CI_4E882A72-DC64-41AD-842E-B00318691BE2.jpg","mimeType":"image\/jpeg"},{"dimensions":{"width":1988,"height":1006},"filename":"CI_4BCFEBD7-9E0B-4694-8E9C-57F1104926BA.jpg","mimeType":"image\/jpeg"},{"dimensions":{"width":1038,"height":1892},"filename":"CI_17556347-10CF-48D5-B3FA-017657447B34.jpg","mimeType":"image\/jpeg"},{"dimensions":{"width":1688,"height":1183},"filename":"CI_553CF6B1-66A2-4120-AD2F-20CDA5D7B368.jpg","mimeType":"image\/jpeg"},{"dimensions":{"width":1696,"height":1178},"filename":"CI_03AC00D6-5AAE-40C0-9A8F-DEC34369D7A8.jpg","mimeType":"image\/jpeg"},{"dimensions":{"width":949,"height":1330},"filename":"CI_A13761E3-80B6-4405-83B1-C321A872A7FA.jpg","mimeType":"image\/jpeg"},{"dimensions":{"width":1301,"height":1536},"filename":"CI_BA728086-BE6B-4F08-871A-196CCD70DCE9.jpg","mimeType":"image\/jpeg"},{"dimensions":{"width":2135,"height":936},"filename":"CI_358A3902-13AC-429F-B976-A25F8EBBEF7F.jpg","mimeType":"image\/jpeg"}],"packageDir":"OEBPS"}



OEBPS/Cover.jpg
B AAA v ¢
Stuck in the Past

By Claire C










OEBPS/CI_553CF6B1-66A2-4120-AD2F-20CDA5D7B368.jpg





OEBPS/CI_4BCFEBD7-9E0B-4694-8E9C-57F1104926BA.jpg





OEBPS/PaperBorderBunting-Portrait.png
YyvevUtPyywel





OEBPS/CI_A13761E3-80B6-4405-83B1-C321A872A7FA.jpg





OEBPS/CI_BA728086-BE6B-4F08-871A-196CCD70DCE9.jpg





OEBPS/CI_75300605-AAC0-43C5-B4F0-E3E431284BE2.png





OEBPS/PaperBorderPencils.jpg





OEBPS/CI_D60DBBE2-8C63-4F8E-873D-4EF6EB676E0A.png





OEBPS/CI_C97047CE-70FF-41D4-B632-64F1C4B07150.png





OEBPS/CI_295583D4-BB4E-4C3C-A69D-17B0B300ED5F.png





OEBPS/CI_7F615334-3789-481E-BFC1-E3544DC60B53.png





OEBPS/CI_17556347-10CF-48D5-B3FA-017657447B34.jpg





OEBPS/CI_40EBEAA8-15B6-4C88-8C51-F34D14AC24D7.png





OEBPS/CI_03AC00D6-5AAE-40C0-9A8F-DEC34369D7A8.jpg





OEBPS/CI_358A3902-13AC-429F-B976-A25F8EBBEF7F.jpg





OEBPS/CI_AA1763E4-C859-4EF0-AD49-E77AD958B405.png





OEBPS/CI_FFA58E41-3631-46F1-AB32-E82074A37632.png





OEBPS/CI_CF2BA824-9992-4E11-938A-544AB8B7D4D1.png





OEBPS/CI_BE3D4215-52B7-4BBD-973D-053C3D9B662D.png





OEBPS/CI_4E882A72-DC64-41AD-842E-B00318691BE2.jpg





