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				I never thought the peaceful town would like my ideas. I'm Cynthia, a magnolia monkey. If you're wondering what I'm standing on, it's a pink cloud. Wonderful smells and constant overlapping chatter. The cookies made here are delicious! The cloud is soft and springy like a trampoline. Here, there's no need for bounce houses. I look over at the photos taken today, hanging on the fridge. Here's one:

	Gosh! Alex is photo-bombing again. I wonder when that will stop. In the family, there are three children. I'm oldest, Alex is second oldest, and my little brother Carlos is the youngest.
	"Cynthia! It's time!" Okay! If you're wondering what that means, it means it's time for me to cook dinner and desert. I'm a super-talented cooker. I grab my apron and get to work in the kitchen. I fry steak, boil broccoli, and bake cookies!
	"Ahh!" my mom yelps. I rush to Carlos's room. He's walking on the floor, out of his crib! How did he get out? The latches look untouched! You're probably thinking, "Latches? What's that all about?" It means the latches on the top. There's roofs on the cribs, because magnolia monkeys can fly at an early time. We use latches to make it so even if the baby can fly, he or she can't get out of the crib. Which is so surprising that Carlos did it just now! We catch Carlos and put him back in his crib. it's starting to finally dawn on me that this might be a problem.
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			Mom purchases two new cribs, one with a combination lock, and one that's taller, if Carlos was feeling cramped, but that one only had latches. However, Carlos ends up out of his crib both times, and it seemed like he teleported. 
	"How will I ever figure out what's going on?" Mom cries. Cameras, my mind thinks. But I don't say that out loud. Mom will hate that idea, I tell myself, though I can't figure out why.
	"What's going on?" A voice behind me says, making me jump.
	" Alex! What's with this sneaky surprise? I say in shock.
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	Alex shrugs with a smile on his face. 
	"It's fun." He replies. All of a sudden, Mom bursts into the room, sobbing boatloads.
	"What's going on?" Alex says in a panic. I think I know what just happened. I just really don't want to be right! I do not want what I think just happened to happen at all! I'm afraid of what's going to happen next. What should I say? I end up saying nothing before Mom gives us the bad news.
	"Carlos," Mom starts, sobbing."Alex, Cynthia, Carlos is missing."
	Two weeks later, missing posters are plastered all over town. Mom paid a lot at the Copy Corner. There's at least 4 dozen! That's a lot of money! I went to the spa, school, and bank, but I found at least three posters in each building. I've seen that poster a million times. I can recite it backwards and fast, if you want. However, these posters are the only plan.
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				Our neighbor, Flora, suggested we cover magnolia monkey land in sticky glue. Then, Carlos would get stuck in the glue. We could fly over to Carlos and pull him out. Then, mission accomplished! We found Carlos and got him home safely. But there were some flaws. Some magnolias complained that would ruin their walks. Plus, after we found Carlos, how would we get the glue off? 
	"New meeting!" A magnolia calls. Then, it was all crazy with boring and useless ideas. For every idea, there were at least two complaints. My mouth trembles. NO! my brain urgently thinks. All of a sudden, I say, "How about search parties?"
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	I'm so, so mad. I just shared a useless idea. I should have never done that. I promise that I will never, ever do that again in my entire life. But my audience starts to nod and agree. The next day, my plan is in action. Every group of two or three or maybe even four magnolias carries a poster for checking if they found Carlos. We search all over the cloud, every day. No luck just yet. Alex summons me. 
	"I loved your search party idea," Carlos says. "And we should have a mini celebration at home  for you sharing your first idea! Mom's cooking your favorite, Magnolia crunch cookies!" Alex's joy burst out of him like rainbow-colored electricity. He's ecstatic, I can feel it. He wraps me in the tightest embrace magnolias have ever known. And he like, leaps on to me! I would have fallen on my backside on the cloud, but here's what happened: Alex jumps into a hug on me, and I fall off the cloud. 
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				THUD! THUD! Alex and I land in a heap on the floor. By the time I open my eyes, I notice something small and soft underneath me. "Hey!" The thing says. "What was that for?"	"CARLOS!" Alex and I scream. Carlos stares at us for a brief moment and then says, "You know me! Hi...Alo! And Sinta!" Carlos exclaims. Alex and I exchange worried glances.
	"Actually, it's Alex, and Cynthia." Alex says. 
	"Um.. I discovered I could teleport through my crib bars, but not walls. And not long distances either." Carlos admits.
	"Great!" I exclaim. "We can go home now!" I look in the sky for a pink cloud. I can't find one. A sickening lurch in my stomach causes me to groan. I fly in the air and look for a pink cloud. If only I could tell which way magnolia monkey land drifts. I can't remember anymore. I fly again and hope to see the pink cloud. Instead, a golden light shines from a nearby pond.
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	I wade into the pond to pick up a gold object with a glass covering and a red pointer in the middle. I find markers on the left, right, top, and bottom.
	"Ooh. You found a compass." Carlos says in wonder. At that moment, a spark of memory lights up my brain. 
	"Magnolia monkey land always drifts north," I say confidently. "Come on. We're going home."
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	As I walk back into the village, a chorus of joyful shouts come from all of the magnolias.
	"CARLOS!" The magnolias scream. They wrap him is a tight embrace. I smile as my mom approaches me with tears in her eyes and a smile on her face.
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				"I knew you had good ideas deep down inside. We all want to hear your ideas, but you always never bother sharing them, and we don't know why." I realize she's right. What's the harm in sharing bad ideas? Suddenly, a magnolia comes barreling down the street.
	"A horse escaped! How will we catch it?" The magnolia says in a panic. A crowd gathers around in a circle. There's quiet murmuring. I raise my hand.
	"I have an idea..."


			

		

	
		
				"I knew you had good ideas deep down inside. We all want to hear your ideas, but you always never bother sharing them, and we don't know why." I realize she's right. What's the harm in sharing bad ideas? Suddenly, a magnolia comes barreling down the street.
	"A horse escaped! How will we catch it?" The magnolia says in a panic. A crowd gathers around in a circle. There's quiet murmuring. I raise my hand.
	"I have an idea..."


			

		

	
		
			About the Author

[image: ]
[image: ]
Kayla is in 5th grade, and she was born and raised in San Jose, CA. She enjoys visiting friends, texting, and writing stories. She also loves drawing comics. Her family is one of her biggest supporters. She's good at cooking and fairly good at technology. She has dark brown hair and dark brown eyes. She loves to draw, paint, and write. She is pleased with her E-Book because she thinks it turned out nicely. She hopes to produce another in the future.


			

		

	
		
			About the Author

[image: ]
[image: ]
Kayla is in 5th grade, and she was born and raised in San Jose, CA. She enjoys visiting friends, texting, and writing stories. She also loves drawing comics. Her family is one of her biggest supporters. She's good at cooking and fairly good at technology. She has dark brown hair and dark brown eyes. She loves to draw, paint, and write. She is pleased with her E-Book because she thinks it turned out nicely. She hopes to produce another in the future.


			

		

	



OEBPS/CI_342CDA04-400B-4C66-9DDD-980D57C0586D.jpg





OEBPS/CI_83E90C51-C169-4C48-BD4D-25FA8686C60E.jpg





OEBPS/CI_3A68A139-A70F-43FD-BF4F-6496CBC78298.jpg
eBOOK DRAFT





OEBPS/CI_D31C5BDB-EE72-4FA7-8720-44DDCC54213E.jpg





OEBPS/CI_CFF60E1D-442E-482B-B5E8-44C23E6B1C2B.jpg





OEBPS/CI_35E61A27-6762-4820-94CD-A2587DC90E48.jpg
. % sketch images fror
your story or writ

margin notes

i






OEBPS/CI_3558D89C-BF18-413B-82F8-C74006D38C21.jpg





OEBPS/CI_CF501B39-4B17-43AA-8986-DF0BE0EE6D53.jpg
eBOOK DRAFT

Use this S|
sketch imag
| vourstory
: ' margin






OEBPS/CI_96A660E5-6803-48DF-9F63-1EDA188EEFD2.png





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

		
			
						
					Cover
				


			


		
		
			
						
					Cover
				


						
					Start
				


			


		
	

OEBPS/Cover.jpg





