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			The sky was getting dark, and I didn't find any fish. I shook my bucket in despair, just for a little hope. Nothing. I looked up at the sky. A dark spiral formed in the oblivion. I closed my eyes and panicked, was this going to be the end? As it got closer, my heart rate increased. Suddenly, the ground started shaking. There was no longer any sign of hope. I was going to die...
	I jerked myself upward. My vision was blurry, but I could still see a glimpse of the place I was in. A snowy mountain range. The ground below me was cold and hard. Ice perhaps. The sky was dark, as well as the clouds surrounding the morning sun. I slowly but cautiously lifted myself up. Pain filled my legs and arms, as I made my best effort of standing up. I shook my feeling off. My legs shivered as I ventured towards the horizon.
	The sky started lighting up. A tiny bit of warmth filled me up, but I was still freezing. Suddenly, I noticed a glow in the distance. Out of curiosity, I approached the faint light. A structure began to peek out of the fog. An unusual structure. Bombs and broken helicopters lined the edges of the fortress. It seemed as if it were the only sign of life on this icy wasteland. If this base was abandoned, it could truly serve me as a home. It wasn't the best, but still a decent place to stay. I slowly limped towards one of the helicopters. This one seemed peculiar and didn't fit in with the others. The run down state of this helicopter gave me an eerie feeling that something dangerous was hiding inside. As I urged myself inside, something caught my eye. An egg. This egg wasn't in great shape, but it seemed interesting. A sword pierced the side of the egg. I wondered what had caused this. What had happened to the egg?
	I had sworn I saw the egg cracking up. I didn't know if was dead or alive, but what I did know, was that it was dangerous. I forced myself out of the helicopter and tried to run, but I was too late. Cracking noises echoed behind me. I turned around. A soft, fuzzy head grinned happily, as if I were his mother. The baby penguin squeaked. it was clear he was looking for food. I sighed, grabbed him, and pushed myself out of the helicopter with the hungry infant in my arms.

I walked slowly through the damp structure. My steps echoed through the dark room I was in. A light flashed. I stopped in my tracks, terrified. Another light flickered. Five dark silhouettes shown in the dark. One was monstrously large. Another was about my size. One was extremely tiny. One was short and fat, and the last was skinny and strong like me.
	For a moment, everything was quiet. The only thing I could hear was my heart beat. Suddenly, one came out of the shadows. The skinny one. "Excuse me", he calmly greeted. I nodded my head. "Me and my men are starving," he sighed. "Do you have some food by any chance?" 
I hesitated. Was this soldier dangerous or friendly. Should I respond? I had no time to waste. "Why are you starving?" I snapped in my tough guy voice. 
The soldier paused then began, "Look. Something terrible has happened on this island. A man by the name of Lord Babuush, has cursed this land. He has absolute control of everything. We are on the brink of starvation." 
At this point, I took pity on them. "I can help you," I told them. They smiled. "Come on, let's go", I beamed. As we walked out of the damp structure a warm aroma filled the air. It seemed as if we had worked things out. We had fixed our problems. It was time to turn over a new leaf.
	As we hiked on the snowy hills, a faint robot noises beeped in the distance. Everyone stopped. One of the soldiers shrieked. "Everybody! Stop!" the general ordered. "They are coming!" 
"Who?", I asked, confused. 
The general didn't listen. "Fatty! Gus Gus! Prepare!" he barked. The medic named Fatty obediently took out his supplies. Gus Gus didn't seem so concerned. He just sat down and licked the banana on his back. As the beeping got louder, I panicked. This was just like the tornado. A true life or death situation. It was like life was rolling a dice for me. If it landed on the correct spot I was dead. With every passing second, more and more dice were rolled for me. I closed my eyes. Suddenly, I felt a sharp pain in my leg. Then, my vision went black.
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			Blurs of color formed around me. I wasn't sure what had happened. Half of my memory had been lost. I felt pain in my body, but the sheets under me were warm and soft. I closed my eyes, and tried to forget about the intense pain I felt. 
Then a calm soothing voice filled the air. "Excuse me, sir, is your injury well?" 
I jerked myself up. A penguin looked down at me. He wasn't a normal penguin. Sheets of ice covered his feathers. So much so that it seemed as if he was made of it. He wore a neat, blue top hat. He stared down at me patiently, looking for an answer. "Oh yes, thank you", I replied catching my words. 
The penguin looked behind him, then turned back. "Great, it seems as if you can get out of bed," he stated. 
I pushed myself out of bed. My legs hurt, but I could still stand. The ground under me as well as the walls and roof were made of pure ice. The room was beautifully decorated. It gleamed under the faint sunlight. The penguin turned back. "My name's Frost. how about you," he asked me. "Hubbu", I replied shyly. We shook hands. As we walked in the icy streets of this town, other penguins stared at us. "Excuse me,",I asked."Who are you exactly?". Frost shook his head as if I had lost my mind which was true in part.
"Of course! I'm the mayor of this town! The leader of the Ice People!", he exclaimed.
As he and I walked back, I couldn't believe myself. I had been walking with the leader of a whole species. Then a thought hit me. Lord Babuush. Maybe we could take him down. Maybe be could do it together. Only if I asked him. I ran to follow him down the streets of his town, trying not to slip on the icy ground. Frost stopped in my way. "Hubbu. What are you up to?" he snapped. "Frost, I have to tell you something! Lord B-."
He stopped me. "I know what you're thinking. I have been planning an attack on him." He smiled.
	
	 

Me and his men walked on the snowy plains of the island. Hard snow crunched under my feet as his men walked in columns. Me and Frost walked in the front. As we marched, a structure peeked out of the horizon. This was the endgame. We were going to take him down. Dead or Alive, we would have Lord Babuush's head. Suddenly, a wave of wind blew. A ball of magic started building up. The blue sphere emitted vibrant light, melting the snow under my feet. Then, everyone disappeared. Just me and the ball of energy, in a dark room. "Hubbu", a deep voice bellowed. "You are just a foolish mortal, trying to take me down," it continued, "Now... Make your prayers". The light grew more and more intense. Then, a huge explosion blew. Light flashed everywhere I looked. Then, Lord Babuush and his minions stood in front of my eyes. I raised my fists. He was a huge monstrous penguin. His ugly face formed into a grin. Then, he stepped forward. Without thinking, Dodging and Jumping, I passed the minions, surrounding their master. Anger grew in me. I drew my arm up. Suddenly, a bright blade appeared in my hand. The sword flashed in red, just like my anger. I ran towards him, and drew up my sword, and pierced his heart. The anger drained away.
	The room disappeared, and for a moment the world was dark. Sudden black, enveloping the world around me. I felt a warm feeling. Was this reality or dream? Had this really happened. Was this my imagination, or was this the truth of the world. My mind paced back and forth. Then, the black was gone. A white flash illuminated the world. Then, I felt the ground beneath me again. I opened my eyes. I was on my boat. And next to me, was the island. It truly was real. Was I hallucinating? I lifted myself of the ground. I felt light, like I was dreaming. Floating in a made up world, watching under you as the world below you flied away. The ground of the snowy island felt the same as before. The crunchy snow under my feet, just as I had felt when I first set foot here. I walked around to feel the cold, arctic air, before setting off to explore the new world I was in.
	Then a sparkle came out of the ground. A soft round figure came out. I suddenly remembered. This was him. The penguin I found in the helicopter. His cute fuzzy face stared at me, just as he always did. I smiled. His eyes sparkled more beautifully than the stars in the night sky. He bring me joy. As I held him, I felt his soft feathers brush against my arms. "I'll name you Dodo"., I whispered, as I put him down on the soft snow. He smiled back.
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			Dodo skipped along the snowy plain. As I watched him say goodbye for the last time, a tear rolled down my cheek. He turned around, and we held hands. Then we disintegrated into vapor. The fluff of my feathers. Floated around in the empty space. Then I found myself on my boat again. Dodo was gone, but the air was once again warm. I slowly put my arms on the sides of the boat, and rowed away from the snowy Island. The Island slowly disappeared into the horizon. It was time to go home again.

The End
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			Marco is a 5th grader. He loves to write, but also had a huge interest in penguins. This book was inspired by his three stuffed animal penguins, Dodo, Hubbu, and Babuush. He currently lives in San Carlos California, and continues to enjoy writing stories.
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Marco and his brother Lucca love to write stories about penguins. If you want more action with penguins, check out Lucca's book, Dodo.

Extra credit to my brother Lucca for giving me ideas, thanks to Adventures in Writing, for editing my draft, and helping with the production of this book, and thanks to my parents, for supporting me all this way. And mostly, thanks to you, reader, for reading this book. 
	Before making this book, I had no idea that I would write this. But, one day, last year, I got and idea. Since I loved drawing, I had started a comic project. I had always loved making comics, but I had never let out all my creativity. I wanted to create something like never before. Something flashy.
	I decided to make a book about my stuffed animal penguins. I took the theme of classic movies. Somebody tries to get something, then, they get washed away to a deserted island and they have to survive etc. I took one of my stuffed animals, Hubbu, and I decided. "Oh yeah! This guy will get washed away and live on this arctic island that I'll call Guinpen Island or whatever!"
	Then I needed a bad guy for the story. I chose my other stuffy Babuush. He always sounded like a gross monstrosity who wanted to drool on anybody in his path. So, like any good author, I put him in! There, my story's done!
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