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				I've never experienced such a tragic scene before in my life. Never before had I imagined such an outlandish gadget, but it had existed. It was like the whole entire world had given me up, turned it's back onto me, leaving me in danger. I was in trouble.
	It all started a few days ago, when the tank-like structures came, they floated perfectly on the water, even with their extreme weight. Some creatures came out, and carried structures made with various metals, shaped into many forms. These creatures, being mildly wild, called themselves humans. Anyways, these humans towered about twice my height (I'm only eight years old, don't blame me!) These structures were supposedly made to study us penguins. We're scared of these creatures, they rampage our land, but we can't do anything about them. When they left, I felt compassionate, but I should've thought again.
	Walking, filled with glee, in the soft Antarctic snow, I saw an object buried faraway. Being a curious penguin, I walked towards the object, another human tool. The metal sparked in the morning sun, almost blinding me. It had a metal surface and a glass front. With my curiosity peaked, I took a ice shard and poked it, nothing happened. I breathed in, and without thought my hand shot at the device. Suddenly, a cold sensation filled up my body. The breathtaking feeling stung like a wasp digging it's stinger as deep as possible. As I closed my eyes hard, the pain lingered. 
	How did humans handle these tools? I thought, panicking at the feeling. The pain continued. Suddenly, the Antarctic world around me went black. I felt stuck in my head. I had fainted.
	Later, after an uneducable amount of time passed, I woke up with my back pressed hard against a rough material. More metal perhaps. I rubbed my eyes as I got up: My arms and legs felt pain, and my head panic. As I got up, I froze at the sight. Were my eyes tricking me? It felt so real! I tried to convince my mind to stop, but it wouldn't stop, it couldn't. Metal beams and iron walls seemed to block me from access to anything around me, living or dead. Would I ever see family again? I hoped. Getting up, I walked forwards. My journey was on.
	The feeling of worry continued. Walking through this device was like walking through a prison full of the worst criminals. It was like the criminals were staring at me with loathing and greed, eagerly begging me to free them and let the public once again bear witness to their condemned souls. The feeling was horrible, like I was feeling bad for the criminals, but at the same time also not wanting to free them. The sounds of my feet hitting against the metal made me remember home, more and more clear. I had already been gone for a couple hours. I was late for lunch. What about my family? How are they doing? Millions of thoughts flowed through my head, and I couldn't get something out of them. I was extremely homesick, and wanted to get out of this device. 

I kept on walking. Suddenly, a hole formed under me. It was the end. I would die of pain. My mind turned to a powerful gush of thoughts. They went crazy. Suddenly, a flash of light appeared under me. Then disappeared. Lightning? What was it? Something insignificant. At least it separated the thoughts, making them flee from the sort of light. Suddenly, the light started up again. This time it was only getting bigger. The world turned around me and I felt my butt squish. I was sitting, painfully, on a hard surface, glowing in a white light casting light around the room. Illuminating the environment, I got up. Thump! A noise started behind me, that of shuffling. A strong, heavy sort of shuffling. I a monstrous amount of effort was required just to turn around. I felt fright. The feeling tingled in my body as I slowly moved my head to the side. I closed my eye. When I opened them, I saw a symbol, floating in the oblivion, looking entirely innocent. I felt a weird sensation. I was so frightened, and used so much energy to see this? I didn't understand. 
"I knew you would come," it stated in a emotionless lousy robotic voice.
"Who are you?" I asked. I covered my mouth with my hand. Had the words just come out?
"Google," it replied, as if it didn't care about the rude question I just asked. "I am a site you can search things on, and I'll give you results."
I understood nothing, looking around me again. I looked under. There were photos of numerous humans, strong, fat, short and tall.
"Come out!" the symbol bellowed, suddenly changing tone of voice, like it was trying to get something intimidated to show itself, and like clockwork, something moved. The images under me were rising, leaving the ground as pale as ever, in it's white glow. The world had turned it's back even harder this time. The pale faces of the images flew towards me, like magic doing its thing on me. Again, I panicked, and the the pressure valve on my thoughts was released, signified by my new craze. I closed my eyes, trying to shoo them off like flies, but nothing happened. The thoughts got more extreme as the images got closer. I heard the final whoosh of the 2D images, and I blacked out.
	I woke up in a scene, I didn't mind the time, but a long time later, I saw the same colorful symbol talking eagerly with a ghost-like black monster covered in numbers. A green eye stood in the middle of it's deformed floating face, and it had a grin with white, blocky teeth.
"Good!" It exclaimed looking down at the symbol, seeming like an
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			Undersized rat. The deep voice cracked against the walls, if there were even walls. I noticed I was standing in the air, exactly like the ghostly creature. 
"I did what you asked," the symbol stated, looking up to see the ghost. The numbers on the ghost fizzled and bounced up and down like a child on a mini-trampoline. It looked happy.
"You did well, you may be dismissed," the ghost happily clapped at the symbol. The symbol, which I believe was called Google Chrome, walked into the oblivion, leaving a eternal black abyss in the environment around it. The ghost didn't seem to see me as the other things had. I thought about what I had just witnessed. I immediately got cut by the ghost.
"You will be stuck in this computer for eternity, little one." It bellowed anew, unlike it did to Google, like he was mad at me. He still kept his grin on his face, like he was happy. I gulped, and then dared to speak.
"Why? Why are you targeting me?" I whimpered, trying to muster the most tough voice, which I couldn't. The ghost flew over me. I gulped again, getting more and more frightened every second.
"You are the only thing that can get in my path, mortal little being," it continued, "I am taking over this marvelous computer, these humans made for me. A wonderful man had programmed me to take this computer over, he is my master. I am following his footsteps, and will take this computer to myself. You are in my way. I don't need you. Get out." He pointed towards a giant door that automatically opened to me. I walked through, happy to get out of the room containing this frightening being. The environment around me changed. The door slammed behind me, but I was happy. The world had a bright, blue sky, filled with white blocks, like the one I had previously fallen on. Blue rectangular containers filled to the brim with paper. I jumped down, overloaded with glee. The feeling was spectacular after experiencing so much fear and sorrow. A ladder fell from the heights of the sky, almost landing straight on my head. The sound bounced along the walls. I set foot on the ladder, and climbed up.
	The ladder seemed to lead to one of those blue containers, going inside it. The ladder was of great stature to the point of which falling would easily be my demise. As I got higher, I felt more and more fear. I did make it up though, and in a powerful thump I got to the border of the container. Shortly after, the ladder fell, and I was overcome with joy that I wasn't on it. This moment of thankfulness was shortly 

interrupted after I jumped in the container and froze. A giant eye opened behind me, and a voice arose.
"You are not passing, you are not one of us files!" It screamed at my feathery back. I made a run for it. The path was rolling in front of me, with many sharp turns and circles. Papers watched me curiously as I continued my job. A paper rose its head. It showed some inconsequential words written on it. I kept on running. Another showed words. But these caught my eye. The words, written in big, black letters, said: Virus Detected. I froze for the second time. I thought about the encounter I had with the ghost, was that the virus? Did it take control of Google? Was it that, or not? I had so many unanswered questions bouncing from ear to ear. I knew the ghost was the virus. I had to track it down. Immediately. I ran more, trying to get out of the container, eager to save the computer and it's components once and for all. I would be a hero. I was running, daydreaming constantly thinking about the subject "virus." A shadow snapped me out of thinking. A paper had gotten over me, making shade. It was holding metal pieces in its hands. This paper looked much nicer than others. It accidentally dropped the metal pieces. They etched opened a giant eye at me; I blushed.
"Hello," they mumbled, in a robotic voice. I forced myself to talk.
"Hi," I said, scared, noticing they were computer parts. Did the virus invade them? Turns out not. We went on talking for a few minutes, and they turned out to be willing to help take over the virus, and that was great! Our journey was on.
We were walking in the dense, jungle-like area, when suddenly, I felt extremely hungry. I remembered I haven't eaten in a day or two.
"Do you have some food perhaps?" I questioned, beginning to starve. I already knew the answer to the question.
"Yes," they replied and nodded in acclamation. They passed me it.
"You had it and you never told me?" I scolded opening my mouth wide and staring down at the computer parts, trying to intimidate them. It didn't work well.
"Yes," they again replied emotionlessly staring up. I sighed. Robots don't feel I thought as I rolled my eyes. They tried copying me, by rolling their eyes. Again, I sighed. They sighed.
"Stop," I said, enraged at them forcing myself to not punch the machine parts. They continued on with me.
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	The mission continued. The feeling of sorrow seemed to sear away, I was having more fun than before with my allies I had made a few days ago. My feet did hurt from constantly marching through the metal world. I felt good for the computer parts, floating through the air, effortlessly flying over the oblivion.
	Walking kept on going, until the other parts came. By other parts, I mean the ones the virus took over, I figured. The beeping of the parts, taken by the virus were approaching. I grabbed a metal stick, ready to whack those things out of this world. The monsters were close, and I started to sweat. I felt the heavy metal stick fly through the air and knock out the parts. They fell down to the ground from their miraculous flight. They stayed immobilized for a few moments until metal crab like claws came out of the parts. The claws pushed the parts through the world, and after a few moments of contemplation I followed.
I turned to the parts and told them, "You know what I'm thinking. Let's go."
	We kept walking. After a few minutes of following the curved path of the robots and we were there. A towering metal structure, held to the ground with pipes and beams, making the building uglier and more random. The metal building towered, and numerous chimneys blew smoke from the top. A sort of factory looking building. I slowly opened the door, not wanting to see what other dangerous things I would find on the inside. I opened my eyes. The sight was mind blowing. Not dangerous, but mind blowing. Parts were lined row by row, in specially well arranged columns. Claws grabbed metal and other robust materials, putting them together part by part and fixing all the broken parts from the impact my metal stick had done to them. Robots seemed to go on an assembly line, adding final touches and releasing them to the world of the computer, probably to search for me. The robots looked specially equipped, in a different way for each robot. 
	I fumed with anger at the effort this virus sort of thing was putting in to try to take me down. It was now or never. I would destroy this place, bit by bit. I felt like it. Conveniently, a fuel container sat next to me, seeming ready for destruction. With full force, I grabbed the giant container and let it go on the factory. The anger boiled in my body. I threw the now empty container and ran out. The factory seemed to burn instantly, projecting a deep orange into its surroundings. The metal seemed to vanish, just like it evaporated into the clouds. My team and I released a few passionate wows. Behind the factory, there was a door.  

The door looked identical to the one that led me to this world, making me more and more confused. Would I go back into the horribly terrifying room I had met the virus in or not? Out of curiosity, I walked to the door. In front, the door standing tall over me, I hesitated. I had no idea if I should open it or not. Should I? It was like my brain was forcing me to. My hand flew forwards towards the knob and I opened the door, full of fright. 
	The sight was scary, but also weird. A ball of what seemed like light with numbers floating around it was in the middle of the room, floating gracefully over a pedestal like it meant no harm. I was going to touch it, when a blast filled the room. The ball was gone. The numbers spread, flying around the room and turning into a form I recognized. The virus. A ghost-like shape was in front of me, covered in the numbers. It was the same one I had seen before.
"Dodo. We meet again?" it bellowed in its deep voice. It came closer. 
"Stop this. This computer doesn't belong to you," I toughened up my voice, trying to seem intimidating. Impossible. He was about three times my height. 
"I see you are trying," it stated, figuring my goals,"but you can't, you are much to small and ignorant." 
 I felt like fighting back. I stopped my fist. There was a more peaceful way to do this. If I had some useful computer parts. I thought for a while, then realized the room was filled up with computer keys. The corners overflowed with them. The idea struck. The delete key. I needed it. I ran for it as the virus cackled, leaving the sound to echo around the room. The key rested on the ground, and I jumped for it. My hand swiped another key off it, and pressed it.  A polarizing blue beam shot out of the key, straight towards the virus. The beam was radiant, and the room turned a striking blue from the light. The virus screamed of pain, and then disappeared. I looked at the numbers from the fallen virus. Another door appeared. It opened and the computer froze. I felt the same feeling as the one I had when entering the computer. I felt my body flow through the door, and return to the icy plain of Antarctica. My family was waiting in front of the computer. Finally,
							I was home.


The End
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Lucca V is the author of this book. He is ten years old and is going to fifth grade. He has great love for penguins, and owns eleven stuffed animal penguins. This book was actually based off one of his stuffed penguins, Dodo. Dodo is a fat penguin (he looks like it) in reality, and is one foot tall. He hopes you liked this book.

Extra Credit to:

Marco, my brother. He helped me make this book by giving me ideas and he made connections from his book too, Guinpen Island. We also share our penguin collection, since we both are crazy penguin fans. He made his book about the stuffed animals Hubbu, also Dodo (he didn't copy), Babuussh, Linus, and he also used part of our friends collection! Penguins like Gus Gus, Chubs, Fatty, and Tofu. Big thanks to Marco!

My parents too, I couldn't forget them. They supported me throughout my life, boosting my expectations at many times and making my life fun and pleasant. They also got me the stuffed penguins in my collection, so big thanks to them for the support (and the stuffed penguins).

All the counselors at camp. I couldn't have done this without them. Thanks for the extra support!

Technology, or I could've never written this story.





[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]
Lucca V is the author of this book. He is ten years old and is going to fifth grade. He has great love for penguins, and owns eleven stuffed animal penguins. This book was actually based off one of his stuffed penguins, Dodo. Dodo is a fat penguin (he looks like it) in reality, and is one foot tall. He hopes you liked this book.

Extra Credit to:

Marco, my brother. He helped me make this book by giving me ideas and he made connections from his book too, Guinpen Island. We also share our penguin collection, since we both are crazy penguin fans. He made his book about the stuffed animals Hubbu, also Dodo (he didn't copy), Babuussh, Linus, and he also used part of our friends collection! Penguins like Gus Gus, Chubs, Fatty, and Tofu. Big thanks to Marco!

My parents too, I couldn't forget them. They supported me throughout my life, boosting my expectations at many times and making my life fun and pleasant. They also got me the stuffed penguins in my collection, so big thanks to them for the support (and the stuffed penguins).

All the counselors at camp. I couldn't have done this without them. Thanks for the extra support!

Technology, or I could've never written this story.





[image: ]

			

		

	OEBPS/nav.xhtml

		
			
						
					Cover
				


			


		
		
			
						
					Cover
				


						
					Start
				


			


		
	








OEBPS/CI_DE99CC0E-093F-42AB-9922-D72B428C2B3E.jpg





OEBPS/CI_593CE522-71B7-4F4F-88C3-31A4BD8AD47B.jpg





OEBPS/CI_986A9EB2-1458-406C-A629-9765C0645583.png





OEBPS/Cover.jpg





