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The Impossible Test

 My stomach dropped when Mrs. Ramirez announced, “Surprise test today!” My 

mental notebook was blank. I hadn’t studied at all! As she passed out the papers, my hands 

trembled, and as I looked down, my jaw nearly hit the desk.

 Question 1: If you could turn into any animal for a day, which would you choose and 

why? I blinked. Was this a joke? The next question was even weirder. Question 2: Describe 

the taste of the colour blue. Around me, pencils scratched frantically. Jake was doodling a 

dragon, and Emma was sniffing her eraser like it was a blueberry. What was happening?

 I took a deep breath. Maybe this was a trick. Or a dream. I decided to play along. For 

Question 1, I wrote about becoming an eagle, soaring above the school, free from tests 

forever. For the taste of blue? “Like a cold, fizzy ocean breeze,” I scribbled. The questions got 

wilder. 

 Question 5: Invent a new planet and its weirdest law. I grinned. “Planet Zizzle: 

mandatory dance breaks every hour.” By the end, my paper was filled with ridiculous 

answers, but my heart wasn’t racing anymore. Mrs. Ramirez collected the tests, her eyes 

twinkling.

 The next day, she held up my paper. “Our winner for the Most Creative Test goes to…”

I froze. “You!” she said. “This wasn’t a real test. It was a lesson in imagination!” Relief washed 

over me like a warm wave. Turns out, the real test was whether we could think outside the 

box. I aced it, without studying a single minute.
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The Magic Book Adventure

 The moment I opened the old, dusty book, a bright light flashed, and I was no longer in 

my room. I blinked, my heart pounding like a drum. Where was I? The air smelled like 

cinnamon and rain, and towering trees with silver leaves surrounded me. A narrow path of 

glowing stones led deeper into the forest. “Hello?” I called, my voice shaky.

 A giggle echoed from behind a tree. A girl with wild purple hair and golden freckles 

peeked out. “You’re finally here!” she said, grinning. “I’m Lila. The book chose you!” “Chose 

me for what?” I asked, still clutching the book. “To save the Kingdom of Eldoria, of course!” 

She grabbed my hand and pulled me down the path. “The Shadow Sorcerer stole all the 

stories, and without them, the kingdom is fading!”

 We reached a shimmering river where a tiny dragon with rainbow scales splashed in 

the water. “This is Spark,” Lila said. “He’ll help us.” As we traveled, the world grew darker. 

Trees wilted, and the sky turned gray. The Shadow Sorcerer’s castle loomed ahead, its twisted 

towers wrapped in smoke.

 Lila handed me the book. “Only you can rewrite the stolen stories. Quick, before it’s 

too late!” I opened the book, and words swirled like fireflies. I began to write: “The brave 

heroes defeated the sorcerer with courage and kindness.” A gust of wind howled, and the 

shadows shattered like glass. Colour flooded back into the land. The sorcerer shrieked and 

vanished in a puff of smoke.

 Lila hugged me. “You did it!” Suddenly, the world spun, and I was back in my room, the 

book warm in my hands. Had it been a dream? I flipped through the pages and gasped. There, 

in messy handwriting, was my story. At the bottom, a tiny drawing of me, Lila, and Spark, 

smiling under a silver-leafed tree.
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The Glowing Surprise

 One warm summer night, I was lying in bed, staring at the glow-in-the-dark stars on my 

ceiling, when a bright flash lit up my room. At first, I thought it was lightning, but when I peeked 

out my window, my jaw dropped. A small, glowing spaceship, no bigger than a washing 

machine, was sitting in my backyard! Heart pounding, I tiptoed outside. The grass tickled my 

bare feet as I crept closer. The spaceship hummed like a bee and shimmered like a pool under 

the sun. Then, with a soft whoosh, a hatch opened.

 Two tiny figures stepped out. They were about the size of action figures, with big, round 

eyes that glowed like fireflies. Their skin was a shimmering silver, and they wore sleek suits that 

sparkled like fish scales. One of them waved a three-fingered hand at me. “Greetings, Earth 

child,” it said in a voice that sounded like wind chimes. “Uh… hi?” I squeaked. My hands 

trembled, but curiosity kept me from running. “We are Zyx and Blip from the planet Lumina,” 

the other one said. “Our ship ran out of star fuel. Do you have any… snacks?” I blinked. 

“Snacks?” “Sparkly ones!” Zyx (at least, I think it was Zyx) said eagerly. 

 I raced back inside and grabbed a bag of Pop Rocks. When I sprinkled some into their 

tiny hands, they gasped. The candy crackled on their tongues, and their eyes lit up even 

brighter. “PERFECT ENERGY SOURCE!” Blip cheered. After refueling their ship with Pop Rocks, 

they invited me aboard. The inside was like a cozy bubble: walls pulsing with soft light, floating 

seats, and a control panel covered in buttons that looked like jellybeans. Zyx let me press a big 

blue one, and the ship lifted gently off the ground. For a magical minute, I floated weightlessly, 

giggling as my hair stood on end.

 Too soon, they said it was time to go. “Thank you, Earth friend,” Blip said, handing me a 

glowing pebble. “A piece of Lumina, so you’ll always remember us.” With a flash, their ship 

zoomed into the sky, leaving a trail of glittery stardust behind. 

 The next morning, I woke up clutching the pebble. Was it a dream? As I looked outside, 

a perfect circle of glowing grass marked where their ship had landed. And under my pillow? 

One last packet of Pop Rocks. I grinned. Some secrets are just too cool to keep. 
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