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				Imagine people lived on Mars, well guess what Bob did. There were no clocks or watches so you could sleep wherever	 or whenever you wanted. His home was a rocket-ship he shared it with his pet cat named Cat. One weird night though he woke up to get water but when he got outside he found out he was on some very green planet. The next moment he started panicking, he had no idea were he was. He started running around going crazy the after a couple minutes he found a cottage. "Lets explore"Bob said to cat.

	He went in only to find the kitchen was empty. He went to the bed room and only found a bed. Time to check the bathroom he thought, as he walked in he was blocked by a giant pile of crayons. He decided he would sell crayons for a living since he had so many. He could not just not have a job because then he can not pay for anything or get food.
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				After a while he started running out of crayon's, so he made a deal with the factory he would give them a third of his money each month if he could use some of their crayon's. A year later his crayons disappeared	he wondered were they had gone. It was not much trouble because he was already running out. With the extra money he had he took a long walk to the factory. When he got to the creak he took a little break before canoeing across the river. He went fishing to get a small snack. "Mm!" He said. As he approached the crayon factory they were closed. He knocked but no one was there. He was very disappointed. On the way home he heard some loud noises behind the bush he looked but only found a raccoon. He thought he had the worst luck ever.
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				After an hour more walking he came across a deep dark cave. He wanted to rest there tonight. As he got deeper into the cave he heard some talking. "Nobody lives near my house" he thought. As he got deeper the talking got louder and louder until he could understand what they were saying. When he was sure they were close enough so he could take a look. There was a witch/fairy and a goose that could talk. But right behind them were his crayons. He dove and tried to grab them without luck. Even though he was captured he had a plan he slid under the witches legs grabbed the sack and ran. Once he was sure he was far enough so they would not catch him. He opened the sack then touched the crayons but they turned into markers, what happened? Then suddenly he remembered that they were talking about an enchantment before he ran in"that must be why" he thought. He chose he would sell markers for the rest of his life because it is more convenient. He could not wait to get home and sleep.
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			About the author:

     Clara is a 9 year old who lives in San Mateo, California. She loves swimming, reading and playing cello. She has been playing it for three and a half years. Her favorite part of the book is when he got to the factory and it was closed.
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