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The Hidden Treasure

 One rainy Saturday, I was exploring the dusty garage while Mom and Dad were busy 

downstairs. I loved digging through old boxes, imagining the stories behind each forgotten 

item. That’s when I spotted it; a small wooden chest tucked behind a stack of photo albums. 

My heart pounded as I pulled it out. The lock was rusted, but with a little wiggle, it popped 

open.

 Inside was a stack of yellowed letters tied with a ribbon and a faded black-and-white 

photo of a young woman in a military uniform. At the bottom of the chest lay a shiny medal 

with the words “For Valor” engraved on it. “Who is this?” I whispered to myself, turning the 

photo over. On the back, in neat handwriting, it read: “Captain Eleanor Carter, 1944.”

 Eleanor? That was Grandma’s name, but she never mentioned being in the army! Just 

then, Dad’s voice called from inside, “Lily, come in for lunch!” I sprinted inside, clutching the 

photo. “Dad! Did Grandma fight in a war?”

 Dad froze, his spoon halfway to his mouth. He and Mom exchanged a glance. Finally, 

Dad sighed. “We were going to tell you when you were older.” 

 As it turned out, Grandma wasn’t just the sweet lady who baked cookies. She’d been a 

spy during World War II! She’d risked her life carrying secret messages across enemy lines. The 

medal was for bravery, but she’d kept it hidden, saying, “I just did what anyone would’ve 

done.”

 My jaw dropped. All this time, I’d thought Grandma’s biggest adventure was her 

famous apple pie recipe. Now, I saw her wrinkles as maps of secret missions, her quiet smile 

hiding stories of courage. That night, I hugged her extra tight when she tucked me in. 

“Grandma,” I whispered, “will you tell me about the war sometime?”

 She winked, her eyes twinkling like stars. “Only if you promise to keep it our little 

secret… for now.” And just like that, my ordinary family became the most extraordinary one in 

the world.
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The Mystery Key

 It was the first day of summer vacation, and I was already bored—until I found a 

mysterious key in the sand at the beach. The sun blazed overhead, and the waves crashed lazily 

against the shore. I had been dragging my feet, making patterns in the wet sand, when 

something glinted in the sunlight. I bent down and picked it up—a small, tarnished silver key 

with strange markings along its handle.

 My heart pounded with excitement. Where did this come from? What does it open? I 

looked around, but the beach was nearly empty except for a few seagulls squawking in the 

distance. “Hey, Jake! What’d you find?” My best friend, Leo, jogged over, his flip-flops slapping 

against the sand. I held up the key. “Look at this! It’s gotta open something important—maybe 

a treasure chest” Leo’s eyes widened. “Or a secret pirate hideout!”

 We raced along the shore, searching for anything that might need a key. Then, behind a 

cluster of rocks, we spotted an old wooden door half-buried in the sand. It looked like it led to 

some kind of underground tunnel. My hands shook as I brushed off the sand and spotted a 

rusted keyhole. “Here goes nothing,” I whispered, pushing the key in. With a loud click, the door 

creaked open, revealing a dark passage. Leo gulped. “We’re really doing this?” I nodded, pulling 

out my phone for light. “No turning back now!”

 The tunnel smelled of salt and damp wood. Our footsteps echoed as we crept forward 

until—BAM!—we tripped over something and tumbled into a hidden chamber. The beam of my 

phone revealed piles of old coins, a tattered pirate flag, and a dusty journal. “Whoa…” Leo 

breathed. “Actual treasure!” We flipped through the journal and found a map leading to more 

hidden spots along the coast. Just as we were about to celebrate, the door above us slammed 

shut!

 “Uh-oh,” I muttered. After a few panicked minutes, we found another passage that led 

us back to the beach. We burst out, laughing with relief, the key and a few coins clutched in our 

hands. That Easter turned into the greatest adventure of our lives—all because of a mysterious 

key in the sand. And who knows? Maybe there’s still more treasure waiting to be found. 
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My Amazing Day in the Future

 One morning, I woke up to find a golden ticket on my pillow. It shimmered under the 

sunlight and had strange symbols I’d never seen before. As soon as I touched it, a voice 

whispered, “Your wish is granted. Choose your time.” My heart pounded—I had always wanted 

to see the future! I closed my eyes and said, “I want to visit the year 3023!”

 WHOOSH! A bright light swallowed me whole, and suddenly, I was standing in the middle 

of a floating city! Sky bridges stretched between glowing towers, and cars zoomed silently 

through the air. The air smelled like rain and something sweet—like cotton candy mixed with 

metal.

 A robot with big, round eyes rolled up to me. “Greetings, time traveler! Would you like a 

tour?” Before I could answer, it handed me a pair of shiny shoes. “Anti-gravity sneakers. Put 

them on!” I did, and—WOW!—I could bounce ten feet high with every step! The robot, who 

called itself Zippy, showed me around. We visited a candy store where lollipops changed flavours 

every lick and a park where kids played holographic games with their minds. I even got to ride a 

hoverboard shaped like a dragon!

  Yet, the best part was the Library of Everything. Instead of books, there were floating 

orbs. When I touched one, it projected stories straight into my brain—I could feel the 

adventures! As the sun began to set, Zippy said, “Your time is almost up.” My heart sank. I didn’t 

want to leave!

 POOF! Just like that, I was back in my bed, still in my pajamas. Was it a dream? Then I 

noticed something in my pocket—a tiny, glowing orb. When I squeezed it, Zippy’s voice giggled, 

“See you in the future!” I grinned. Maybe one day, I’d go back—but for now, I had the coolest 

story ever to tell at school! If only, my friends would think I’m a freak when they hear it! 


	Slide 1
	Slide 2
	Slide 3

