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				“We must protect the children!”cried Whitney, Madison’s mother, her voice echoing through the thin, wooden door. 
	“I know,” replied Rebecca, Irene’s mother, her voice frantic. “But the evil scientist Cantankerous, was it? Well, he said that all children must surrender and come to him, or else he would take them by force.” 
	Irene and Madison, two clever twelve year old girls, with golden hair and brilliant sapphire eyes, gasped, crouched in their hiding space, while they eavesdropped in their mothers’ conversation through the wooden door. 
	“We must help,” hissed Irene, shooting a glance at her best friend, Madison, who’s ear seemed to be superglued to the door. 


	“No way!” Madison half-whispered half-hissed. “Mum just said that Cantankerous has an army of robots with lasers and grenades who’ll destroy anything to capture children. We’ll just be putting our families in danger! We can’t lose our mums after what happened to our fathe-“ 
	“We can’t let him hurt others either,” Irene replied shortly, “We can’t just let innocent citizens get separated from their parents and siblings,” 
	“He’ll be surrounded with protection,” Madison replied mournfully, lowering her head. “Besides, according to my computer-“ she acknowledged to her laptop, hanging off the edge of the armchair, “he’ll be heading to our house, our current location. What can two twelve year olds do against them?” 
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			“Everything,” Irene said, a wide grin spreading on her delicate face. “Follow me, I’ve got a brilliant idea. But be cautious, and don’t make any noise until we’re well out of earshot, or else our mothers will find out and stop us,” she added, snatching her mother’s wrist and pulling her away from a squeaky toy she almost stomped on. 
	“Where are we going?” Madison asked through a whisper, as the pair dodged chairs, toys, and even a fort, strewn recklessly on the floor, still listening for any sign of their parents. 
	“The junkyard,” replied Irene, not bothering to keep her voice down. “And you don’t have to whisper anymore, we’re well out of earshot. And about the junkyard, I know as well as you do that it’s filthier than anything I’ve seen and it smells like rotten eggs and fish, but we’ve got to go.”


	“I know you’ll have your reasons, but the junkyard?!?” Madison snapped, throwing her arms into the air. “It has absolutely no hygiene and I will never go there again. It brings back bad memories.” She said, a shiver coming up her spine. 
	The families had had to live there when their fathers had died. They couldn’t find work to support themselves so they were forced to live there for a while. It was absolutely horrible and Irene couldn’t blame Madison for wanting to not go. 
	“A great load of metal scraps are delivered there forming mountains of useful things,” replied Irene, trying her hardest to keep her voice casual. “I’m going to build a machine to defeat the Cantankerous dude. You know I’m excellent at engineering,” 
	“What about the robots?” Madison asked suspiciously, a little more cheer in her voice now that the subject had passed. “Will the machine cover them too?” 
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					“Defeating Cantankerous will be almost impossible without him gone,” replied Irene, nodding her head. “Which is why I need you in this quest. Grab that nearby laptop over there, you see it, hanging off the couch? Well grab it for me and no questions.” 
	With a skeptical glance at Irene, Madison hurried to the couch and rushed back, dialing in her secret passcode as she went. Except, when she shoved the laptop into Irene’s arms, Irene refused to take it. Instead, she pushed the laptop into Madison’s arms and with a wink, she said, “Oh, it’s not for me.” When she saw Madison’s bewildered expression she said, “I need you to hack into the robot’s systems and insert a virus.”
	“No, don’t rope me into this!!!” Madison hollered in fury, through gritted teeth. “I know I’m good with tech, but I’m not THAT good! An army of robots? Never in a trillion years!”


	
	“Please M,” pleaded Irene, her eyes going from commanding to plea full. “It’s just a tiny virus.”
	“No. One wrong code and the robots will come back to life, more powerful than ever before. And no one’s that good of a hacker! In such small time too! That’s like asking an elephant to build a tower out of blocks in two minutes. It’s too dangerous. Let’s just go home, I don’t know why we came. We’re obviously too minuscule and outnumbered.”
	“No!” Irene said darkly, her eyes turning like a tiger when it’s about to pounce. “Both our fathers died trying to protect us and this town. If you’re going to waltz out of here like nobody’s business, go right ahead. But I’m going to protect our home. I won’t allow innocent families, siblings and parents, to get torn apart, and just stand by watching it. I don’t know if I’ll make it out alive, but I do know I will never turn my back on people who need me. Just like-“ her eyes welled with tears and her lip trembled, but her voice remained calm and strong, “my father would’ve done.” She turned away, silent tears streaming down her face. 	
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			“I’m with you,” said Madison, gently placing a hand on Irene’s shoulder. “Let’s do it,” 
	She started typing madly and when Irene turned around, she smiled, knowing she had at least one faithful friend who would do anything for her and her family. Taking Madison’s hand, the pair dashed to the junkyard with Madison still typing madly on the keys. 
	The junkyard, once their home, was huge piles of metal scraps with a huge sign saying Welcome to New Haven, Connecticut, Metallic Junkyard. Graffiti surrounded the letters, some of them showing words Madison and Irene would not like to describe. 
	As soon as they arrived while Madison typed her virus faster than light, Irene was diving into the piles and piles of smelly metal, snatching bolts, screws, and all other materials she thought would assist her. 

	


	Just as the sun fell, the pair both shrieked, “Finished!”at the exact moment, causing them to erupt in fits of laughter. 
	“Virus is constructed and sent,” Madison said, letting her head fall into her hands in excitement before she muttered, “Thought I would never finish,” 
	“And I made this awesome suit which will blast out scorching fire,” Irene grinned, jamming the suit helmet onto her head. “Get onto me and hold on, leave the computer.” 
	When Madison cautiously crawled into her arms, flames erupted from her feet and Madison was left shrieking in terror, her hands hands waving frantically in the air like when a chick learns to fly. Luckily for them, Cantankerous wasn’t hard to find as he had imprinted his name into the air with black smoke. Madison’s virus worked perfectly, for as soon as Cantankerous came into view, he was surrounded by an army of fallen robots while he hollered, “Get up you lazy robots! Uh, you remind me of my daughter, Vanessa. She never does dishes.”
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				Irene instantly blasted fire out of her armor and soon, Cantankerous was lying down, his lab coat on the floor, breathing heavily under the horrible heat, exclaiming, “It must be 200,000 degrees here.” Irene zoomed down, setting Madison on one of the robots far from the fire and snatched Cantankerous from the flame, placing him on the highest tree in view while he called his ship, screaming, “These girls are the most horrible creatures I’ve ever met!” 
	Just as Irene swooped back to where she had left Madison, she was bewildered and then her eyes filled with tears as she remembered what Madison had said about the virus. A small note lay on the floor smeared with messy oil writing. 


	“Nice try, child. The virus failed. Your friend, the Madison girl, has been captured and soon you will be too.” 
	“NO!” Irene hollered, just as the earth below her split open, revealing a metal chasm in which a giant hand caught Irene and struggled to take her suit from her, leaving her screaming and kicking like mad in vain. A gigantic other hand formed a fist, punching her face mercilessly. Everything went pitch black. 
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				“Irene,” said a sorrowful voice, shaking her gently. “Are you alright? Please wake up, please,” Irene’s sapphire eyes opened to Madison’s sapphire ones, who were filled to the brim with tears while her face remained blotchy and rosy, her lips shivering from the cold. “I had hoped you’d gotten away.”
	“Where am I?” Irene asked her, glancing around at her surroundings. They were hanging from a chain above the air. The cage was minuscule, Irene could barely stand without bumping her head. It was quite the opposite from cheery, damp and dark in fact, just light enough to reveal other children’s cages. 
	“In the robot prison. I’m so sorry, but the robots say for our crime in defeating Cantankerous, we, all of us-“ she said, gesturing towards the other children who were weeping, “will spend our lives in prison, never to see daylight again.”
	“No, we won’t,” she said, looking at the other children. “Because I have a brilliant plan.”

	Sophie S, a nine year old, has lived in Los Altos, California for all of her life. She enjoys cooking chocolate chip cookies, playing bubble soccer with her friend, and playing with puppies. She has a glamorous sister older sister who adores dancing and a couch potato brother named Michael. Sophie’s favorite subject in school is English Language Arts (E.L.A.), where she writes her stories. If you walk into her house, it is likely you’ll find her eating chocolate chip cookies, reading novels, or both!

[image: ]
[image: ]

			

		

	
		
				“Irene,” said a sorrowful voice, shaking her gently. “Are you alright? Please wake up, please,” Irene’s sapphire eyes opened to Madison’s sapphire ones, who were filled to the brim with tears while her face remained blotchy and rosy, her lips shivering from the cold. “I had hoped you’d gotten away.”
	“Where am I?” Irene asked her, glancing around at her surroundings. They were hanging from a chain above the air. The cage was minuscule, Irene could barely stand without bumping her head. It was quite the opposite from cheery, damp and dark in fact, just light enough to reveal other children’s cages. 
	“In the robot prison. I’m so sorry, but the robots say for our crime in defeating Cantankerous, we, all of us-“ she said, gesturing towards the other children who were weeping, “will spend our lives in prison, never to see daylight again.”
	“No, we won’t,” she said, looking at the other children. “Because I have a brilliant plan.”

	Sophie S, a nine year old, has lived in Los Altos, California for all of her life. She enjoys cooking chocolate chip cookies, playing bubble soccer with her friend, and playing with puppies. She has a glamorous sister older sister who adores dancing and a couch potato brother named Michael. Sophie’s favorite subject in school is English Language Arts (E.L.A.), where she writes her stories. If you walk into her house, it is likely you’ll find her eating chocolate chip cookies, reading novels, or both!

[image: ]
[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			    I dedicate this story to my aunt Elizabeth who always encouraged me to be creative. This story is for anyone who supports and encourages someone. 
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