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			On a warm, sunny day, a 10 year old elf named Karla was outside. She saw the beautiful sun shining above. Her brown eyes were gleaming, and concentrated on the paper. Karla was designing an invention to help her mother, Mrs. Petals, with baking. Mrs. Petals was the finest baker in Elf Land. She was best known for her scrumptious Fairy Dust Tart, which featured actual fairy dust. She was in their small mushroom house, baking up orders from the residents of Elf Land, with the help of Kallie Petals. Kallie was Karla's 11 year old sister. Kallie was very stubborn, which was different from Karla. Aside their differences, Kallie loved her sister. Karla broke out of her thoughts when she heard a voice. "Karla!" her mother called from their house. "It's time for supper, honey." Karla cleaned up her materials. "Okay, mom!" she replied. Karla took her leather bag, where she kept her things, inside. As usual, she wished she had a proper set of designing materials. When she walked in, the Petals sat down, enjoying their meal. For Karla, everything felt so great. Unfortunately, no elf knew what would happen next.
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			"Ahh!" someone shrieked. It was past midnight, and the Petals were all fast asleep. The noise was coming from Elf Meadow, which was miles away from Karla and Kallie's house. The elf that screamed was Mr. Weathers, who was the librarian. He was asleep at his mushroom house, until he heard crashing sounds. "CRASH! CLANG! The noise was getting louder each moment, and Mr. Weathers covered his head with his quilt. "What is going on?" he muttered. As he said that, a mysterious creature crept in to the room.

"You!" The creature spoke. "My name is Squirrel. I am your boss, and I demand you to get me water. IMMEDIATELY." Mr. Weathers shuddered. "Okay... " he handed Squirrel the water. Then he fell asleep quietly in the corner, thinking about what could go even more wrong the next day. He was scared, nervous, and anxious. He broke out of his thoughts and slept, until dawn came.
 

      

"Oh my goodness!" "Did you hear?" The next morning, all elves were buzzing about the Squirrel business. They were all very scared, especially children. The petals also heard the story. Karla and Kallie were stunned when their parents told them. They certainly had never seen a squirrel, and they became even more shocked when they heard that the squirrel was as large as an Elf oak tree. Mrs. Petals, who was frightened of almost everything, was screaming and pacing all around their house. Mr. Petals finally calmed her down, and she immediately called all of her relatives and friends. Then she went to Mr. Petals and said, "Please, let us call a meetings of all citizens at 9 o'clock. Tell every elf household by the phone. And Karla, serve up my homemade biscuits. Set out some jam. I will get ready."
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			At nine on the dot, all elves arrived to the Petals' house. They all had worried expressions. Mrs. Petals had quickly set up chairs, and Karla had served up the biscuits, but they remained untouched. Karla was thinking about the attack the whole time. What if the squirrel was so strong, that he could control her physically? Or what if he had powers? Or...I don't know! She just watched the adults discuss the attack. "Hey," Mr. Weathers suddenly began. "Karla, why don't you help us with an invention? We could use some help."  Mrs. Petals slapped her forehead. "Ed, no. That's out of the question." Karla sighed and stepped up. "Mom, I actually have something that might help. Mom, please?" Mrs. Petals sighed. "Fine. But if you fail, you will have to pay the price." Karla saluted. "Yes, ma'am." Then she gathered all her things and sprinted away.

Karla's invention was going to involve some help. First, she will need Mr. Weathers to bring Squirrel to her house or something. Then, she would somehow distract the gigantic animal. Then she would analyze the squirrel with her machine and give him the right "de-evilize" potion.
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			She took out the machine from her leather bag. She took out a clean leaf and wiped off the dust. She fixed all broken compartments. But she didn't notice at all that the squirrel had stolen her potion.

"Alright," Karla announced. "I finished. Now let me pour the potion..." Then she reached out to grab the potion. "Huh?" She asked. "Where's my potion?"

Then she looked around even more and realized that it had probably been stolen. "Oh no!" She exclaimed. "Maybe Squirrel took it!"

Then she put all of her equipment in her bag and ran to the Weathers'. Out of breath, she rang the bell. TING-A-LING! 

Mr. Weathers answered the door. "Hey, Karla," he greeted. "Hey, um, Squirrel isn't here. He's stealing food from us."

Karla looked horrified. "What? Why?"

Mr. Weathers shook his head. "No idea."

Karla pushed her bangs off her face. "Ok, um, I need my potion back. Squirrel stole it."

"Oh!" Mr. Weathers said. "I'll be back soon."

Karla waited out on the porch, tapping her foot. Luckily, Mr. Weathers soon returned with the right bottle. "Thank you," Karla said, rushing off to the town square.

The town square was in chaos. Elves were running around, followed by squirrel. Karla distracted the squirrel. "Hey!" Karla boomed to the squirrel. When he turned around, she sprayed the potion. The squirrel shrunk and shrunk and shrunk even more, until he was the size of an aphid.
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			"Here," Karla said, picking him up. "I hope you learned that it's not good to be greedy. You can be my pet now." Squirrel whined. "Sorry, elves," he apologized. Everyone laughed, including Karla. Suddenly, Karla felt a gentle tap on her shoulder. "Karla Petals," her mom said. "Here, it's for you. You solved a problem." Karla trembled with joy as she took the designing kit. She hugged it tight and said, "Everyone can do anything, including dealing with squirrels."
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Chloe L. is a nine year old who lives in San Jose, California. Her hobbies are reading, dancing, drawing, and traveling. She was inspired to write this book from many things she has seen from a forest. Chloe encourages people to really use their imagination and write what they desire. 
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