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				Clang! Stephen  Curry had gone 0 -23, and he needed something revelatory. 
"Get up," Klay Thompson bellowed.
He knew without Steph the game was gone. Steph needed someone to pick him up and wrench him out of this dreary slump. He wished he could drown into his pensive of thoughts.
" Go," Steve Kerr screamed like a lion without his gazelle.

	Steph realized that they needed another chance to redeem themselves. After a words of apology, Steph splashed a three. He was feeling happy again. This is Steph Curry # 30, and he would not give up until his last droplet of sweat touched the hardwood floor. He hit another five three- pointers and he was heaved up by his teammates. His spirits were raised. 
" Now that is Dubs basketball!, " Adrian Barbra's shouted so the entire Lakers bench could hear loud and clear. 
After a chug of Gatorade, Curry was beaming with joy. But was he ready for the events



Devon tumbled through the icy snow and took a deep, cold breath. He was walking a short two miles to the Chase Center. He sped up as a homeless man hollered some rubbish. Devon was a tall kid, one of the tallest kids in his grade, the fifth grade. He was very lanky and towered over his teachers.

That triggered one thing. He was so full of himself, the teachers had to plug in some of their most advanced vocabulary. As Mrs. Matthews reminded him after school, 
"You are one of the most pompous kids on earth!".
His mom warned him that if he remained earning grades of C- and D-, he would have on of the worst manuscripts in C.G Elementary history.

The one thing that he was dangerously modest about was his basketball. He had nasty handles Iike Kylie Irving, and could shoot like Stephen Curry. Who did this attract, huh? Saylor Curry!
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			She loved him so much that she gave him a warriors replica ring. Right after that, she dashed to the advisor's room. Devon creeped over and peered in. He could not believe what he saw... Saylor Curry was a magic unicorn. He couldn't believe his eyes. She leaped out and ran. From then on, he was ion a mission to tell her so- called dad about this pandemonium. this was his forte, track people who needed help and she them.

He climbed on his bike and took a glance at his GPS. He though about his parents and how they had no idea about this secret mission. He though about Saylor, who he thought was his only crush in elementary life. Finally, he thought about Steph, who was in  grave danger. He was reconsidering if this was a good mission. Was it?  Devon put it all behind his back. He had to this. Steph Curry was the best player in the world.  He had to save him. 

Getting his dad to get him a warriors ticket was not intentional. He just wanted to go to a Warriors game, and it helped him get into Chase Center tonight. Chase Center was glimmering and it was a starry night in San Francisco. Getting onto the  court was difficult.People thought he was an imposter. He put on his best smile until he finally reached the first row. 
 
he looked at Steph with a fierce glare. He looked back a Devon with a " what do you need" glance. Devon motioned furtively to the locker room 	" Not right now," he replied with a sharp wiggle of the finger. But after repetitive imploring, Steph gave in.  "Shrieking Shack, how much?," Steph asked.		I beamed  as I ran down as fast as Flash. Steph followed Devon like a silhouette until they reached the locker room. it was adorned with  accessories and TV's for the players to study. We finally settled at the benches. At the benches, after I explained what happened with Saylor and me, he gave a  start.  Slowly after a deep thinking session,Steph whispered " Give evidence." 
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I started crying, and crying, and crying some more. After crying for hours I ended up calling the bunny olive. I waited 10 minutes until they finally came. They asked me a 
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			As they were alone, thinking profoundly, Devon heard a clunk at the window. He peered out. There she was! The unicorn! he was very surprised about this freaky unicorn arriving at this hour. She cantered in gracefully.
	"What are doing? I knew you were here" , she screamed.
" Would you like to confess?," I inquired the unicorn.
	" Fine, I can turn into any person and speak like them. I just wanted to live a rich celebrities life before I died. But I can bring her back!." 
	 Devon was surprised by the unicorn's slow drawl. He could see Steph was fixated on his daughter. he put his his clammy hands on his head. After many minutes, Steph thought and thought. I could see a wry smile on his face slowly form. he agreed. I felt I had fulfilled my journey.  As I was walking back to the bike in the blissful air, I smiled. 

The next day Devon's mom grounded him, but he was happy with his choices. At school, it was a joyful day and became even more joyful. When Principal Sater took him out to the garden. He was met with a sight he would never see again. Steph Curry.
" We are gonna have a heck of a time young friend.", Steph smiled
And we did. We played basketball for hours and had the most luxurious seafood platter ever. As I walked out, I could tell Riley was back. The HQ was adorned with basketballs and chairs boasting gold. he was sad to leave, but happy he had such a great time. His mom was scowling, but he quickly went upstairs to read Anne of Green Gables for extra credit. He fell into his bed. He loved his life!
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			Ishaan lives in sunny California.If he isn't at school, he is either swimming or playing basketball.He is a master at the advanced art of baking, and he bakes with his mom, dad, dog, and brother.He wishes to be a celebrity, arrive at every movie premieres with gold brimming his sweaters.If he isn't dreaming in his soft couch, he is studying pop culture in the 1940's. He loves learning about old restaurants that attracted actors. he thinks if he posts enough about this on YouTube, he can become a multimillionaire. he is munching on mouth- watering tacos while trucking on books. He is an adventurous eater,, with a palette filled  with choices. he is 10 years old, and hopes to be swimmer/ YouTuber/cook/  NBA player.
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