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res of Autu
By Bellis Nieh

ar-old Autumn stood
the dog pound, gripping her
purse tight. She had been saving
oment for months. So why had
so hesitant? ‘It’s fine,” she thought.
ke she was gonna get grounded,

e took off her heavy coat and tied it
nd her waist as she doubtfully walked
the shop, her shoes squeaking on

floor, which was slippery because of
he snow. The girl looked around the
ym. At least 25 dogs were barking and
ping playfully in their little cubby
es, hoping to find their true owner
y soon. Some big, old, small, young,
so many people were there. What
meone took the one that she would
ow would she find the right one?
uestioned whether this was a good
1t ignored her second thoughts.
n, something caught her eye at
d in the corner. A brown baby
d out to her. She walked up

erent. It was yapping,
ing with all of its
ther puppies, yet

ont counter
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before anybody else could claim the
puppy. Autumn rang the bell, and a young
woman appeared from behind. She had
on a badge sporting the name Emma.
Underneath the pin was a thin sweater

— the heater was on inside — and she
seemed maybe in her late teens. She also
wore a kind smile on her face.

“Hello! How may I help you?” she
asked.

“Hi!” Autumn said. “Umm ...’
hesitated again.

“Yes?” Emma said expectantly but not
impatiently.

Autumn had made up her mind. There
was no going back now. “Can I please
look at that brown poodle in the corner?”’
she asked.

“Of course!” Emma replied. “Just a
moment.” She rushed to the back and
returned 5 minutes later with a ring of
keys. “Let’s see ... did you say you
wanted Winter?”

“Oh, is that his name?” Autumn asked.

“Yes, and in my opinion, he is so
adorable!” Emma exclaimed. “Most
people find him to be ...” she paused.
“Interesting.”

> she

Continued on pag
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odd choice of

, Emma was holding what
own poof, but it was Winter.
1 exclaimed. “He’s so cute!” She
she thought about the consequences
r if she adopted the puppy, but she didn’t
e him!”
! Would you like him ‘to go’ or ‘here?’”
ked.
mn stared at her questioningly, wondering if she
erious or joking.
en, Emma said, “You know I’m joking! Or am 1?”
gave her a straight face and asked, “Fried, deep-
d, or deep, deep-fried?” The girl laughed loudly,
people started watching them. “Of course! I’ll get
ready in his free carrier!” she said cheerfully. “Oh,
id FYI, he’s already done all his tests and shots,”
¢ added. And she disappeared into the back of the
yunter once more, along with Winter.
‘I got a good deal!’” Autumn thought. ‘Free carrier
d all of his tests and shots done already!’
About 101sh minutes later, Emma returned with
ater, and Autumn could not believe her eyes. Winter
all dressed up in a superhero suit! Autumn told
a ‘thank you,’ then left.
¢ walking on the slippery, icy ground on the
ne, Autumn first realized what could happen if
ound out. She looked at Winter, then back
ghts. ‘I could get grounded!’ she thought.
ill me if she found out! How was I so
1ze that she’s allergic to dogs?” But
ed into the puppy’s longing eyes
im. She would just hide Winter
onely, cluttered closet.’
ibly live like that. She
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rushing to

Winter leftovers. Autus

of it. Then what should she

idea! Instead of hiding Autu

make a room for him. Autumn’s be

had an older brother who worked as a

would know how to create new rooms 1

only she could just get her parents out of th
one day and still be able to oversee the projec

But just as that thought popped into her minc
found herself standing in her driveway. Au
panicked. Just then, her mom opened the door. A
managed to quickly but carefully lay the dog carri¢
the side of the car just as her mom reached her.

Autumn’s mom, Allie, was tall and had long, ligh
brown hair. She had been pregnant at a very young a
but because of how young she was, she and Autumn
were more of friends than mother and daughter. She
was very kind.

“Back from your ‘hang sesh,’”” she made air quotes
“with Summer already?”

“Er, yeah!” Autumn said, trying her best not to 100
at Winter.

“Did you have fun?” her mom asked.

“Yeah! A lot!” She became less tense and started
talk about her day with Summer. “We went shoppi
together, then the indoor water park, then we wen
her house and painted each other’s nails while
chat!”

“Ooh, that sounds fun!” her mom exclai
I could have been there with you. So, wha
guys talk about?”” she asked curiously.

Autumn felt like her body all of a

“We ... uhh ... just girl stuff. It’s
to know. I bet when you were n
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211, excuse me! For your
Houston 1s way better than
as cool when I was your age, and |
ought you didn’t like Taylor Swift?”
arms and smiled.
Autumn replied. “Where’s dad?” she

the garage,” her mom said. “Again,” she
He’s fixing that door you broke last week when
lentally locked you in your room. I should have
signed you up for tackwondo. Now you’re an
degree black belt!”
utumn stared at her.
n my defense, I didn’t even know your door had a
k on it!” Allie said.
“So you didn’t realize it after 13 years of living in
s house?” Autumn gave her a look. “And it wasn’t
oincidence that after I finally broke free, I found
and Dad downstairs in our wine cellar having a
antic dinner? Oh, and by the way, I’m still mad at
Hf you had just told me, I could’ve kept out of your
for at least 24 hours!”
cnow, sorry,” Allie said with a guilty look, still
g. Then they heard a ding! sound, and she
d her phone. “Your dad just texted that he needs
garage, so call me if you need anything.”
anks!” Autumn said, and as soon as her
he door behind her, she rushed to the car.
ought. ‘Winter’s still here!” She picked
ed to her room with Winter, into her
er.
1 over the phone. “What do you

www.TheBlueGuitarMagazine.org

room connecting to

“For the dog?” Summe
really love him!”

“No, becau... [ mean yes ... b

“Slow down!” her friend exclaimed
word of what you’re saying!”

“Sorry,” Autumn said, finally finding he
“Yes, it is for the dog, but remember, my mc
allergic to them.”

“Right,” Summer said slowly. “Then that mig
hard for you to keep a secret.”

““Might?’ Of course it will!” she said. “And tha
exactly why I need a secret room!”

“Okay then,” Summer said, thinking. “But how?’

“Your brother!” Autumn reminded her.

“Oh, oh, right. Sorry, forgot.”

So Autumn told Summer about her entire plan, fro
making the room and its design, to how they would
do that without Allie knowing. After they discussed
the plan, Autumn suggested Summer come over for
a sleepover. They pulled an all-nighter setting up the
plan. By morning they knew exactly what to do. The
were going to build the secret room that day, and te
Autumn’s mom and dad out of the house, Autumn
her friend gave them a 100-dollar gift card for the
(Autumn and Summer have a successful busine
Her parents were surely going to be out the enti
And since it was Saturday, Autumn, Summer.
brother, Kai, were all free of priorities and
start the project. It took several hours of h
lots of sweat. They took an hour’s brez
then got back to work. By the end o
complete! The floor was carpeted

Blue Guitar Jr. 2024




colored. There was
p on and even a portrait
s right!” an unknown voice
nost British! But they didn’t know
British accent, did they?
f them jumped and turned to look where
come from. It appeared to be echoing
oom, but the room couldn’t speak, and
as the only one in it, so that could only mean
at’s right! I can talk, dudes!” the voice said again.
time, they knew it had come from him.
YOu ... you ... what ... huh?!” Summer screamed
jumped back in shock. She sprinted out of the room
d started running in circles, so surprised she was
sure where to go.
‘What?” Winter asked. “You’ve never seen a talking

‘No,” Autumn said slowly. “Wait, what? How is this
en possible?” But at that moment, Summer’s phone
ged, and then, like a symphony of chimes, so did
’s and Kai’s.
just got a news alert,” Kai said, wide eyes. He read
eadline out loud:
1gerous Scientists and Government Officials
ing for Experimental Dog on the Loose
der that was a picture of Winter. Her dog. A
dle, light brown with curly, fluffy fur.
ooked at Winter. He was sitting on a patch
1ear a fake fire hydrant that they had
. “What?” he repeated. “Can’t a dog

1 said quickly, looking back at
al dog? Where the heck are
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could say <

“You know what,
rolling her eyes, starting to
Winter the picture, hoping tha
lapped water from his yellow dog b
and said, “I thought I was going to get
that life! I thought I was safe when you @

I thought that I was finally going to be free
...” but he was too speechless to continue.

As Summer calmed down and returned to t
she shouted at him, “Who are you?!”

“Let’s just say ’'m a dog of many faces ... or
something like that. Whatever you humans say,”
Winter replied. “But all you need to know is that th
guys are mad! As in cuckoo!” Now, he started to sp
around in circles, eventually landing on his soft floor
love this life! Oh, and by the way, thanks for the roor
Back at the lab, all I had was a tank full of chemicals
and at the pound, I was living imprisoned in a glass
box!”

Autumn thought he seemed like he needed help, a
she stepped into the room and sat down on the floor
with him. “So, what’s going on? Obviously, we knoy
who you are,” she gestured to the article on the pho
“But, who are they?”

Winter took a deep breath and sighed. “I was a
normal dog. I had a family, and our home curre
resided on the top of a mountain of trash in a j
Then one day, those evil people took me awa
there. I kicked and barked, but it was useless
seemed to feel like forever later, we arrive
plain in the middle of nowhere. There w
cherry tree with only one bundle of
out of place, and my suspicions p
of the people dressed in a whi
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n the ground
) a secret laboratory
ere for a couple of
glass somehow broke during
appened there. I ran as fast as my
carry me, and then I was swooped up
ied to the pound. And that’s my origin

ere all silent except for Summer, who was
» for some reason. “Beautiful,” she cried as she
her tears. Kai and Autumn glanced at each other,
g both humorous and confused.
yways,” Kai said, breaking the silence. “We
Id probably do something about this issue in case
neone finds out we’re harboring a doggy fugitive.”
“You're right!” Autumn agreed, coming back to her
nses. But, just then, they heard a noise at the door.
er parents had arrived an hour ago and were upstairs,
orking. Who else could be at the door? They all eyed
suspiciously as Autumn remembered something.
“Oh, right! Yesterday, I installed secret cameras at
s front door to connect to another secret device, a
een in my closet! We can spy on whoever’s at the
",
Vow! You did that on your own?” Kai asked,
ssed.
ah,” she smiled. Their eyes met for a second;
quickly looked away as the trio rushed to her
find a giant screen hidden behind a panel on
tumn turned it on, and the device showed
in white suits standing there, waiting
omething.
owed them into the coziness of her
and gasped. “That’s them! That’s

ose, and her heart
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“What do we dc

that she included a sec

cameras! Quickly, Autu

buttons, and soon everybody

turned into a comedy show, as the
hard, icy pavement and ran away sho

“Phew! That was close!” Kai exclaime
he said, praising Autumn again. She blushe
froze as they heard cracking glass. Her windc
turned to face the window, then, before they
it, the people were back. They jumped through
window and started rushing towards the teenager.

“Quick!” Autumn exclaimed. “Get my parents
and wait for me upstairs in their office!”” They ran
off, not looking back, but showed signs of regret fo
leaving Autumn behind. Luckily for her, she had
been preparing for this day if it had ever happened.
She swiftly grabbed a large backpack in one of her
hampers, grabbed Winter, and then bolted out of the
room and up the stairs, the scientists tailing close
behind her. Autumn locked the door to the office.
She found everybody upstairs, and her parents were
thoroughly confused. They looked at the dog, then b
at Autumn.

She read their looks and quickly told them, “No
to explain! We have to get out of here!” She hurrie
unzipped her backpack and pulled out a large gre
hook. “Out the window! No buts! Now!” The gi
hooked it onto the window sill and jumped out
three-story house, Winter tucked under her a

Everyone else was surprised and relucta
called out to them from below, the ang
got through the door.

“Ahh!” Summer screamed, and
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he rope,
hat was fun! Could |

ed. The rest of them slid down
nd. But where was Kai?! He was
irt collar and yanked back into the

mn screamed. She climbed back up
etermined to get her friend back. He was
being pinned to the floor by one of the
its, while the others were searching her room.
t thinking, Autumn jumped off the window
nd kicked the guy’s face. He fell back in pain,
she grabbed Kai by the arm. Out the window,

y went, and when the man regained his stability, he
d to grab the hook, but Autumn swung it at his face
d pulled it back down as she put it back in her bag.
ar!” she yelled. They were lucky that the garage door
d been open and that the white coats hadn’t noticed.
veryone, back seats! Summer, you sit next to me!”
ey rushed into the car, then Autumn took the wheel.
erybody around her was perplexed and mortified.
> was 14 and driving a car without a license!

ait, stop!” her dad shouted, but he was too late.
had already stomped on the accelerator, and
vere off. Down the street, they went, and at the
utumn was going at, they arrived at a strange
ton in 10 minutes.
we lost them!” she exclaimed and rushed out
he rest following close behind. Autumn took
t of her backpack and pointed it at the car
ey stopped at a lake for some reason,
hat to do. She peeked behind a
all stone, and an entrance opened
ointed at the staircase as
ran behind them, and
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became an und
bunk beds, a king size
peered into the lake, and a
here!”

“Okay! I don’t know what happe
amazing!” Summer exclaimed.

“When did you learn to drive a car so
mom asked, surprised.

“Why are we here? Where are we?” Kai sa
at Autumn, his face white.

“Ahhh!” her dad shouted.

“Shh!” they said.

“It’s fine. This place is entirely soundproof!”” A
said.

Everybody turned to her and continued to bomba
her with questions.

“Where did my car go?” her mom screamed.

“EVERYONE, QUIET!” Autumn shouted, making
everyone in the room jump back in surprise. “Your cé
just shrunk and is in my backpack right now, Mom,
so calm down. We are currently in a secret safe house
under the lake, and here because of whoever those
people were. And most importantly, this is Winter,”
held up the dog. “I got him from the pound, and he
talk.”

“And fly!” he added.

“WHAT?!” she shouted as he rose into the air.

“Whoal!” they all said quietly under their brea

“Wait a minute? How did you just do that?”
asked suspiciously.

Autumn sighed as she sat on the couch,
for everyone to follow her. “I’m an oper
supervisors taught me how to drive, @
legally do that. Our agency has be
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st one to have
y friendly. And one
a book on the table before
was hollow and not an actual
ellow button inside, and Autumn
ret door opened up on the floor behind
ter. There was another flight of stairs,
got up, went down the stairs, and once
one followed behind. On the bottom were
aining grounds. Kicking dummies, obstacle
s, every gadget you could possibly imagine, and
a smoothie and slushie bar! As everyone explored
e, Autumn returned upstairs, pulled out her
puter from her bag, and started typing. As she got
phone out too, Winter jumped on her lap when her
DN came out.
‘Hey, I see you got a dog,” Allie said, sitting beside
T.
“Right, sorry,” Autumn apologized. “I know you’re
lergic. I’'m not sure what I was thinking.”
“Actually,” her mom said. “I’m not. I lied. It’s just
at [ had an incident with a large dog when [ was very
ng, and [’m scared of them. But I guess not all are
scary. “ She looked at Winter and petted him.
tumn stared at her mom, jaw-dropped.
n sorry,” her mom said.
okay, [ understand,” Autumn replied. “But I
ake a call right now with the agency. Could |
v minutes?”
ally,” her mom said, smiling. “I’m gonna
downstairs!”” She walked away, and
p her phone. She called her boss and
rything. He said he had some stuff
ould be there in a few hours. In
ided that the best idea would
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else. They spe

kicking and punching

obstacle courses, and check
demonstrated the three obstacle
and flew through it in a minute.

Kai stared at her in awe and gave he
applause. She smiled, then had everyone
hours later, everyone tested the gadgets exc
Autumn and Kai. He hadn’t gotten a chance ¢
obstacle course yet. He took off and did well, t
he went a bit too fast and fell on Autumn, who
supervising him. They laughed awkwardly and
eyes again but quickly got off the floor and went t¢
smoothie bar together. Just then, BANG! Everyone
rushed upstairs to see the commotion. The white sui
were back again. They all peeked out to spy on them
but Summer might have gone too far.

“Hey! You!” one strong-looking thug said, pointing
at Summer. All of the other men turned to her.

“M-me?” she asked, terrified.

“Yes, you! Now tell me, where are the others?”

Summer tried her best to act clueless. “What others

The man did not believe her and eyed her
suspiciously. He started walking to the kitchen co
his shoes thumping on the ground. The closer he
came, the louder it got. Soon, no one could retain t
excitement of using their new knowledge of figh
and they all wildly jumped out.

“Wait! Stop!” Autumn told them, but they
already off. Kai went against the big, bulky ¢
nearest to the counter. Summer, who was e
scared, went against another frightened ¢
skinny man hiding behind the sofa. A
teamed up together to fight one o
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anding there, watching
. Autumn assumed
and decided to sneak up on
trance next to her. She slipped
te later, was standing behind the
ere, she kicked her in the back, and the
er, but soon got back up again. Autumn
a blow to the face, but in time, Winter
in and bit the lady. She stumbled back and
ed, saying that she had rabies. Autumn’s team
in minutes, but she forgot about one thing. Her
arriving! Only when she saw him descending
rs did she realize he was coming.
e you’ve gotten it all taken care of?” he said,
d at the sea of people on the floor. “I’ve brought
t with me if that’s alright.” He stepped aside to
he mayor of their city.
llo!”* he said. “I’m assuming you know my

2

, Mayor Dinglehopper,” Autumn said quietly,
er hardest to stifle back her laughs, but she just
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family, who all sta

say, you’ve done a fine
criminals. We have been

and never managed to even take

“Thank you, sir,” Autumn repliec
voice, she asked him, “And I was wo
keep Winter?”

“The dog?” he asked.

“Yes ... sir.”

“I suppose that’s alright with me,” he said
“He better be in good hands, though.” He gave
look and laughed.

“Then I guess we’ll take it from here now,”
Autumn’s boss said. “A job well done.” He orde
other operatives to take care of the unconscious

“Hi!” Summer appeared out of the blue. “I hav:
many questions to ask you!”” He paused to look at
and laughed as Winter suddenly pounced on her.

The End
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Viissing

By Charitha Yarlagadda

ed around the room.
dge ended at 3:30, thirty
es after Highland ended.
at her watch. It was 8:30. She
o the other room, where her
d parents were talking to a police
ho was taking notes. She heard
Om scream.
cmow my daughter. She wouldn’t just
t with friends for five hours and not
us or tell us about her whereabouts. I
t care that it doesn’t seem much like a
d. In 24 hours, she could be dead!”
he police officer just shook his head.
knew he thought her mom was one of
e crazy people who went insane. “I’'m
, ma’am, but | can do nothing about
e can only label a person missing if
are gone for 24 hours or more,” he
d left.
ie couldn’t believe her ears. Her
s right. Kelli could be dead in 24
they needed police help now.
er mom shriek and then burst
ie’s dad was holding her
o her, telling her Kelli
he furrow in his brow
e looked over to the
way, where her

eping.
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said, hugging her good night.

“Good night,” Sophie said. She made
her way to her room and jumped onto the
bed. What had happened to Kelli? This
was so unreal. She wished all of this was
just not happening. She suddenly broke
into tears. What was happening? Her head
echoed with thoughts until she finally
drifted off to sleep.

Sophie skipped school the next day.
Kelli didn’t show up, so the police had
to check in and report her missing. She
nervously drummed her fingers. The
police would come any minute now. She
heard the door open. She smoothed her
hair.

“Sophie,” her mom said. “You should
try and catch up on schoolwork. Down
you go.”

No, Mom, I want to stay. I care. I can
help. She wanted to say this so badly. But
instead, she headed down. Her mom had
enough on her plate. She sat in her chair
and pulled out her notebook. It was an
clective block, so there was no homework,
and Sophie already studied. She could do
this. She wrote the list of names she knew
from Northridge.

- Sasha Anderson

Charitha Yarlagadda is i

grade. She likes playing
violin, swimming, reading
and writing.

Continued on
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cople Kelli knew? Her sister only

d Evelynn were her best friends, Jaeda

partner with good science ideas, Deana was
minion, and Cadence was her sister’s enemy.

ed Cadence’s name. It might be useful later.
I'wo weeks later, and no results. Kelli was
ore to be seen. The police were no help, and her

ly was devastated. Sophie put on her new uniform.

skirt was hunter green, and her shirt was a white
o with the school crest. She had a hairband and a

into class and Sophie ¢
rang. Next was science.
HATED science. She shnked pa
“Kelli!” she heard. Sophie swive
found herself face to face with a girl v
hair and mocha eyes. “Where were you?
“I’m not Kelli,” Sophie said. “I’'m Soph
twin sister.”
“I knew it!”” she shrieked. “Kelli has a birtht
under her eye. I’'m Sasha.”
“Nice to meet you, Sasha,” Sophie said. She
she had to get to business and find her sister.
“I have something to tell you. Maybe you can he
me.” Sasha said, twirling her hair. Sophie was not 1

the mood to get to Sasha’s problems. She had her o
“The day when Kelli went missing, she and Cadence
had a fight. A BIG fight. So, they both got in trouble.
Kelli had to sweep the hallways, while Cadence had
to clean the cafeteria after Sloppy Joe Thursday. Me
and I were helping her clean up, but we both had to g
home. Evelynn went before me, but right before I lef
Kelli asked me if she should sweep corridor 6. It’s a
forbidden corridor, so I said no. But she didn’t look
sure. She might have swept it.”

“I don’t understand,” Sophie said. “Why does th
matter?”

“You don’t get it, do you? Northridge has bee
missing some students recently, but those have
covered up. Usually, the students we take 1
anyone to look for or know they’re missi
police can’t go deep. The thing is, after
found out the last place they have al
corridor.”

“Kelli HAS a family though

ter-green checkered one on the school website,
ich fit well with her jet-black hair. She sighed. It
as her first day at Northridge Institute of Fine Arts.
phie, before, never in a million years would’ve
ought she was going to Northridge. But, since it was
gquired that Kelli never came out of school, there was
ue in checking inside the school. So, Sophie signed
She stepped inside the ginormous school. She
kly headed to the lockers and dropped off her stuff
. Her first period was English with Ms. Lockton.
h, sadly, was on the other side of the school.
sophie panted as she knocked on the door. The
irled open, and Sophie quickly hurried to her
eacher didn’t even notice. Luckily, Sophie
he end. A blonde girl whirled to face her.
neered. “You’re back. Why did you skip
? Not like I was sad or anything.” She
ont of the classroom.
ton called. “Focus.”
s apparently Cadence, rolled
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now. Northridge is getting
. That means the police can
ent Northridge for only one

"7

g to something!” Sophie squealed.

odded. “I’ll bring Evelynn. We can all look
en.”
school, Sophie leaned against the hallway. She
exted her parents that she was coming maybe at
because she was doing a study session with her
friends, Sasha and Evelynn, to make sure they
ldn’t get worried. She saw Sasha, running up to
r. A girl with light blonde hair and blue eyes ran
side her, who was probably Evelynn. “So, where’s
1s corridor?” Sophie said.
“Follow us,” Evelynn said, her voice low. They
1sted all over the huge walkway paths, shining with
amonds. They reached a door bolted with wood,
struction tape everywhere, trying to be blocked off
the hallway.
at do we do now?” Sophie asked, exasperated.
don’t know,” Sasha said sadly. “Maybe I was
y. Maybe she went to another corridor, close to
e.” She and Evelynn started walking off.
was something about this door that caught
e, though. Something that could get them
r eyes fixed on the knob. It wasn’t covered
d it didn’t look locked. Was it as simple
ook a deep breath and turned the knob.
creak, then open. She ran up to
apped their shoulders. She

suppressed a squeal. They
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Sasha saw he

away, causing the g

twirling her fingers like she

them. Sophie understood, thoug

schools in the districts, sign languag

so even back in Highland, Sophie had
language. Shhh, we don’t know if anyo
people could be kidnappers! Sasha signed

Evelynn bobbed her head in agreement.

Okay, okay! I won’t turn on the light, don’t v
Should we start going forward? Sophie signed. 1
be careful and precautionary. We have to stick tog
Sasha signed. She motioned with her hand to mowve
forward. The three girls tiptoed further on.

A staircase! Evelynn signed. Come on, what are
we waiting for? Sophie took a big breath and started
quietly descending down the staircase, with Evelynn
and Sasha sauntering behind her.

As soon as Sophie hit the last step, something
exploded. Bits and pieces flying everywhere, Sophie
slammed a wall, face down on the floor. She groaned
pain and tried to get up, but she was sure her arm was
broken.

She looked around, Sasha was struggling to get ur
quietly, and Evelynn looked unconscious. Both had
blood on them and looked like they might have br
a bone. Sophie touched her head and brought her
fingers to her face. It was blood. She pushed her
off the floor, and as she hurried to Sasha and E
she felt something come in contact with her f
landed on the floor with a thunk, and the la
heard before she blacked out was, “Thes
learn how to mind their own busines

Sophie opened her eyes. She was
ceiling. She rubbed her eyes. W]
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olted up. She
elli and leave! She
1 back hurt so much?
. A girl with long, smooth hair
y on the stretcher beside her.
age of Sophie, but one thing that
as a birthmark under her eye. She was
a bunch of machines, snoring quietly.
ophie shrieked, unable to contain herself.
2d her eyes.
2! You’re here. I missed you so much. Thank
1l said, tears spilling out of her eyes.
t happened? The last thing [ remember was
the floor with a soft thud.” Sophie said, crying
efore Kelli had the chance to answer, though, her
s and Alex came running in.
phie! Kelli! You two are awake

'9’

her mom said,

g, her eyes red. Her dad held Sophie’s and
s hands, and his eyes were red, too.
ym, what happened? How are we at a hospital?”
asked.

mom sighed. “Sophie, your father and I were

www.TheBlueGuitarMagazine.org

wouldn’t lose bo
I called Sasha’s mom, de
was. Sasha’s mom said that
studying at Evelynn’s house. So
mom, and Evelynn’s mom said tha
that you guys would study at our hous
worried sick and called the police, sho
that both of you had gone missing, and prc
school. The police checked it out, and they
door that was opened with your fingerprints o
they went in, they found a bunch of kids chai
blood on the floor, so they staked out and arrest
people behind it, who were some rebellious peot
had a grudge against Northridge but also the boa
principal. You guys were hurt and in need of med
care, so that’s how you ended up here.”” her mom
“I can’t believe it,” Sophie said, weeping, hugg
her family. “We’re safe.”
“We are,” Kelli said, smiling. “We are.”

© 2024
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aunted Librs

By Akshaj Neil Atluri

glimmering, beautiful
o in the distance with the
Avelinda High; Home of the
Surrounded by giant glass and
buildings that tore the sky, he still
t believe it—he was at Avelinda High
s first day at school. Being one of the
ated schools in the state of Florida itself,
oot pretty lucky to get that note on the day
was about to fly over from his rural North
akota life. Avelinda High was giant, with
ke’s first reaction, on par with walking into
e lobby, was an astounded “What!?!” with
few rapid blinks as if to get something out
f his eye that was making him see things.
fter what seemed like a few minutes of
aring at the skylight and the large metal
obile hanging from the ceiling, along with
the trophies the coveted Avelinda Jaguars
won, he started hurrying to his first class
e day, English and language arts, with a
p at his new, partially cramped locker.
3 class, he found Ms. Linda, his
and the cruel diagram that separates
ur friends, the seating chart.
ext to a kid named Neal, and
help each other on small
were allowed to, which
d a friendship. About a
eal and Jake went
s, attending
vould
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be different. Chemistry, which both friends
looked forward to, had been canceled due
to an experiment gone wrong, and his
class had a free period. Thinking nothing
of the incident, he decided to head to the
large library near the school’s 2,000-seat
auditorium.

The boys were traversing across the
vastness of the Edwin Roberts Memorial
Library, the famed professional basketball
player out of Avelinda High who won
four golds in a row at the Olympics and
five championships in his 18 years for his
only team, the Boston Leprechauns. They
would then see a row lined with Chemistry
books: Row 66F. Once they walked in, they
immediately felt as if something was off.
Textbooks and other little books would start
being nudged off the shelves and onto the
ground, making a loud clunk every time
they dropped. The bookshelves would also
rattle occasionally, making it feel like the
walls could cave in at any moment. Once
encountering this odd spectacle, it was easy
to spot the friends’ different insights about
what could be causing the peculiar sights of
Row 66F.

“This ain’t right,” muttered Neal, ensuring
no one heard them for the friends’ safety.

“Let’s get the books and dip, ASAP,” Jake

Continued o

grade. He loves to travel,
play basketball, read, and
play video games. In college
he wants to study business,
earn an MBA, or study
cardiology and become a
cardiologist.

Blue Guitar Jr. 2024




elves as quickly as they
the library. Later, during the next
e, where the students could study,
p quizzes, and all other activities of the
w their classmate, Sarah, whom the boys
ends with, sitting with the looks of boredom in
e boys, thinking about their incident yesterday
ng to share it with someone, consulted her. After
5 minutes of interesting conversations, they devised
as Sarah shared their curiosity and interest. That
ing, after arranging a time with their parents to meet up
ke’s house, they then devised a plan, which sounded a

e something like this:

“So first, we’ve gotta get there and look around the area
d see if we can find the cause from there, and then we—"
id Jake.

“Like duh, what do you think we’re gonna do, dive
eadfirst into the row of ghosts or something?” interrupted
eal.

*Stop, and just listen to him, you—" Sarah intervened

y, unlike the other two boys.
“As | was saying, after that, we’re going to figure out
the rattling’s sound waves and the sine function of said
e corresponds to how—" Jake continued.
e got an idea,” Neal sarcastically said, not wanting to
e go on and on about things he saw in the back of
textbook for the year. “Why don’t we just wing

realization and agreement pervaded Jake’s
the kids set off the next day during early
ards the giant Edwin Roberts Library,
he “EdRo” by Avelinda’s students, to
they approached the row lined
valked in only to see the same
ran out of the row and
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scouting trip, whic

“Look, I feel like I heas
above us, which 1s kinda weird,
one who obviously had more co

“My sine theory is definitely working
you to try and dispro—" Jake cut in.

“Man, we really have to stop interrupting ¢
feel like Sarah might be right,” Neal intervened

“Alright, let’s go one more time,” Sarah said.

Row 66F was in a rather odd spot, positioned rig
under an air vent that closed the row for maintenancs
reopened a few days before the incident happened.
group heading back with the mantra “Third time’s the
charm, we think at least” would support their remarkab
quest. Once in the middle of the row, the boys realized
as they listened closer, the rattling of the books and shelve
was still present; the group would then look up to see that
air conditioner vent, which, after angling their ears toward
the AC, seemed to hear an odd rattling noise. After running
out of the row, which would have looked like a chaotic
game of tag to any bystander who didn’t know what was
happening, the friends asked Ms. Watson, the old yet carir
librarian, what was happening.

“Hey, Ms. Watson,” asked Sarah. “Is the air conditione
above Row 66F undergoing repairs?”

“Oh, some workers showed up and said they would
the vent’s power up by a bit to test the filter,” replied
Watson.

“Oh!” replied the kids, all in unison.

“Welp, looks like we solved this one, even tha
a kinda boring result,” remarked Sarah.

The kids then walked out of the library aft
books to Ms. Watson, and came out of
and discussing how they would tell the
had found.

L
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d the forest was hot and restless. At night, the moonlight shone

e trees. The trees stood tall and proud, and the animals moved at their
I'he breeze rustled through the plants, and the air carried sweet and earthy
eaceful, and in this forest, there was a firefly. She was loud and entertaining.

, the firefly had many friends. At night she aided her friends, and ensured they

eep. However, one night, she noticed the full moon shone down with praise.
1’s beam illuminated everything in a soft glow. Every day for a week, she tried to
e moon. However, it had never worked, even with the moon waning. She soon

Jasintha Saravanan i

d with envy and thought to herself that no one could see her glow with the moonso middle school studen
d bright. She was filled with remorse, and self-pity, and envy, and spite, and desire and ﬁ‘:..zs%';fa th?{‘,ﬁ;‘.’,"ﬁf.t‘.‘,’,

2ss. It overwhelmed her, and she accidentally bumped into the wise turtle when flying ~ music. She likes to reac
, ] j ; . Young Adult Fantasy Fic
Is her home after helping her friend that night. The turtle noticed her envy and asked and enjoys spending ti

roubled her. Out of her frustration, she burst into tears and replied, “I can’t outshine the  With herfriends.

however hard I try.”

ening to this, the wise turtle smiled and answered, “The moon lights the sky,

1g the stars in peace. However, you light this forest, keeping us in peace. You

sure we’re warm.”
that interaction, the firefly realized that every light has a purpose, and everyone
Jue strengths and roles.
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Amazing Day V¢
for Middle School
By Shreya Bansal

re we starting soon?” |
asked, ready to get started.
“We’ve been waiting for so

s been three minutes,” my friend
1, giving me a look of derision. |
nfully listened to the instructor tell us
w to direct people until we were finally
out of the room. I thought this would
¢ an easy volunteer for the school, and
erything would go smoothly. Boy, was
wrong, but I didn’t know that yet. I
alked with my backpack to the cafeteria
d found a table big enough to fit the
olunteers helping out. The instructor told
to get everyone’s attention, and there
¢ many people. One of the volunteers
1 getting people to listen, but it didn’t
as much because she needed to be a
ouder. Eventually, I got fed up with
rojected my voice very loudly,
eople to pay attention. Shouting,
P” in an enclosed room
e. All of the volunteers were

www.TheBlueGuitarMagazine.org

out for a debate club, meaning preparing a
speech.

It had gotten very loud since some
people were practicing, so we told them
to quiet down. We were having difficulty
getting people to listen, so we reminded
them again to keep the volume down. One
of the volunteers and I called people for
their tryout time. We had to walk around
and ask people who they were. It was an
entertaining job because we had a list of
people who showed up and didn’t show
up, meaning that some people were late to
their spot and they couldn’t do anything
about it.

Some of the volunteers were very
tired, so they went home. Honestly, I
was feeling exhausted, too. One of the
lunch ladies saw that we were super tired,
and she brought out some free snacks!
They were chocolate muffins, and they
were also melty and chewy at the same
time. This helped because many cranky,
nervous kids were waiting for their tryout
time to finally get a snack. I graciously ate
that muffin. It was such a pain reliever for
my voice when calling people.

Continued o

Shreya Bansal is a 7th
grader. She likes to spend
time with her dog and to
do fun activities such as
baking once in a while. Her
poems and stories have
also been published in
Scribbler Literary and Arts
Magazine.
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ITW BI
YOUR NAME. DC
She was fuming, and t
Everyone looked either shoc
message was clear: stop talking
From that point on, the room was
and more people left the room for the
quieter. The silence lasted until everyor

ell. The noise got louder and louder and the volunteers couldiSOMUEEE_—_G
B lost it complctely. was exhausted, they all stayed for donuts.

E ASKED YOU MULTIPLE TIMES TO ~ Wouldn’t?
KING. WE MADE THE EXPECTATIONS
EAR AT THE BEGINNING! YOU GUYS
VEN KNOW HOW HARD IT IS TO BE

o tell them that they
as give me a side eye and
our table and had a moment
1 and sat on the table briefly to
busly works, and it gives me more
maining people in the room were
y eardrums, but [ ignored it since [
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1l always smile
the dark with no sunlight
d pour all you want

it’s raining more and more
out and tap tap tap
¢ away with a smile on our face
ce me think of my favorite song

you was amazing
ew the way right back to you

my doors for you
it’s already over

www.TheBlueGuitarMagazine.org

3y Minzi Kim

with you all.”
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wires are thin,
s power up within.

s cracked, and your ends are torn,
I make our gadgets warm.
all the twists and every bend,
p our screens to not expend.

k and pull and sometimes tug,
still charge without a shrug.
ough you’re worn and frayed,
still super cool and well-made.

’t come undone,
got a job; keep having fun.
1 every snag and every tear,
ill the best, beyond compare.
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and going on bike
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ppus and
By Mingyu Kim

s a small aquarium a
ocks down from where I
. It was a cozy, one-room
blue walls and a white tile
lights were a warm yellow, and
ed the animals enjoyed living in
quariums. I never met the owner,
e tanks were clean and well-kept
ever I stopped by, so somebody must
e maintained the facility. Although
glass bubbles of water contained a
of strange marine life, I often visited
turtle and the octopus. They were two
uliar creatures, almost human-like in
ir actions.
he turtle was probably the least exotic
ng in the room; it was a small, fairly
age turtle that swam in its pool and
d out on the plastic rocks of the
owever, watching the turtle gave
ense of pride in such a small being
ed so hard. Every day I visited
ium, the turtle tended to the kelp
one corner of the tank and
dust or gunk that may have
e. The turtle’s work
ect, and sometimes it
ake the day off and
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to see its home become beautiful, like
how we clean our rooms and sweep the
patios even if nobody is coming over.

The octopus was, on the other hand—
or tentacle, I suppose— the strangest
creature in the aquarium. It could traverse
land for short amounts of time and jump
from tank to tank for food. In contrast
with the turtle, the octopus hungrily lived
its life; if it were human, I don’t think I
would want to be friends with it. Never
had the octopus tended to any of the tanks
as the turtle did lovingly, nor did it stay
in one tank for more than a single day. Its
life was led by animalistic greed, feeding
off the turtle’s labor, but the turtle was too
absorbed in its delightful work of tending
the kelp garden to notice.

One day, like any other, I visited the
aquarium to see how my two marine
acquaintances were doing and walked
into a scene I could never have imagined.
The tanks were gathered into a small
circle, with each tentacle of the octopus
suctioned onto a different tank. The main
body of the octopus bellied downward in
the center point, each tentacle spanning
a slimy radius to each tank. On top of
the octopus’s head, the turtle lay dry and

Continued on

Mingyu Kim is a 10th
grader. His hobbies are
writing stories, competin
in speech and debate, anc
spending time outdoors
with his Boy Scout troop.
He has also been publishe
in Scribbler Magazine and
Ink & Feather Literary and
Arts Journal.
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woman lugged a

me sharply for a few seconds,
ssion in her eyes. She shrugged
van cleaning up the watery mess
atched her silently for a moment,
should ask again or not. The woman’s
d to a stop briefly, and, without looking at
stured towards a room in the back. I thanked
wkwardly moved around the tanks into the
, which turned out to be a tiny office with
a computer, and a half-finished mug of coffee
a worn leather mousepad. The old desk chair
as I sat at the desk and looked towards the
ter screen. A paused security camera recording
ast night filled the screen. I clicked the play
1. The computer whirred as the video played a
dering sequence.
1etimes, when my life feels tumultuous, I
ber that recording and the events that supposedly

www.TheBlueGuitarMagazine.org

Consciousness.

that fateful night, the octc

from eight tanks at once anc

unknown to me or anybody, for t

woman in the aquarium knew, but

the aquarium again. A couple of days ¢

in on that scene, the entire aquarium had
with the building converted to a warehou
afterward. I guess it’ll be a mystery to pond
aquarium and its strange animals.

I stood up from my breakfast table, where I
thinking about the aquarium again. On my wa
work, I drove past the same old stores and resta
I’d seen my entire life. As I turned the corner, |
surprised to see a new store where the old conve
store used to be. It was an aquarium.

My conclusion, dear reader, is don’t be greedy ¢
stuff.

© 2024
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By Cindi Reiss

Dog told me a secret
about Catty down the street.
He caught her reading Shakespeare.
to the man with giant feet.

Oh, that is silly, 1 told him,

We all know cats can t read

and the man with giant feet
only speaks in Snead.

No, you 're wrong, said Dog.
The secret is now out.
The man with giant feet
speaks Snead, Horse and Snout.

Well, I had no idea
that the man was so tri-lingual.
Must be his giant feet,
two of mine equal his single.

Well, that could be, said Dog.
His knowledge is quite rare.

He evens speaks in Rabbit
To Mr. and Mrs. Hare.

©2024
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Rabbit said my hair’s too brown,
the color of chocolate ice cream.
But Dog, who sits behind me,
said Rabbit’s just being mean.

Skunk snickered at my smelly lunch,
tuna and mayo on white.

But Cat thought it looked quite tasty
and asked to have a bite.

Roadrunner raced around the track
to practice for the relay.
He asked if I would join the team,
but Parrot squawked, No way!

Her legs are short and kind of stout,
her arms hang from her sides.
Her feet are larger than my head.
These things I can’t deny.

Then Owl flew in, his eyes quite wide,
his voice was low and booming.
Now listen here, you silly snipes,

this girl is only human.

© 2024
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all to Writer
e Blue Guitar

Open to children and teens who write
and to adults who write
for children and teens

annual 1ssue for children and teens. Submissions from children and teens
and adults who write for children and teens are sought by Oct. 1, 2025,
n all genres — fiction, poetry, plays, creative nonfiction — all geared to appea
) youthful audiences. Writers must submit original work and must live in
1zona (no Al-generated works). Simultaneous submissions will be acceptec
the writer must notify the magazine as soon as possible if the work 1s
oted elsewhere. It is free to submit, and submissions may be made in
e genres. Please include your name and the best way to contact yc
mission. To submit or for further information, e-mail Editor R
eccadyer@theblueguitarmagazine.org. For additional inf
eguitarmagazine.org.

The Blue Guitar Jr. magazine seeks literary submissions for its next
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|l to Artis
e Blue Guitar

pen to children and teens who create a
and to adults who create art
for children and teens

issue for children and teens. Submissions from children and teens

and adults who create art for children and teens are sought by Oct. 1,
2025, 1n all media geared to appeal to youthful audiences. Artists must submit
original work and must live in Arizona (no Al-generated works). Simultaneous
submissions will be accepted, but the artist must notify the magazine as soon as
ossible if the work is accepted elsewhere. It is free to submit, and submissio
ay be made in multiple mediums; up to 5 images can be submitted. Artists
puraged to submit images of work by e-mail; please provide high-resol
of 300 dpi. Images must be 1dentified in the e-mail with the artist
ontact information, titles of works, dates and mediums. Please in
e and the best way to contact you. To submit or for more in
Richard Dyer at richarddyer@theblueguitarmagazing
1ation, visit www.theblueguitarmagazine.org

The Blue Guitar Jr. magazine seeks art submissions for its next annual
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READ~~TRADE~~SAVE

Dog-LLared Pages Used Books

Phoenix, A7 8503
(Just south of Bell Road on the West side of 32™ Strect)
602-283-5423

11 a.m. to 4:15 p.m. Monday through Frida
Closed Saturday and Sunday.
Summer hours — Please call first!

Visit us online at
www.dogearedpagesusedbooks.com
or

Come in and have some fun in your new
neighborhood bookstore!

st m«"‘“"‘%

Lf terature

NON-FICTION
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Imagine Wellness

— Chiroprache Cenlers —
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Meet the statf of The Blue Guitar Jr. magazine

b

ornton, publisher: Founder and president of The Arizona
s an educator, artist and poet and lives in Phoenix. Reach her at i

er, co-editor: A Tucson native, Rebecca is a poet, journalist and teacher ] 1
Mesa with her husband, Rick, her Blue Guitar co-editor. Reach her at ‘ @
er@theblueguitarmagazine.org. ' /A

| Richard H. Dyer Jr., co-editor: Richard (married to Rebecca, above) is the managung edito
seven monthly newspapers and websites in the East Valley, a photographer and a welded-s
sculptor. Reach him at richarddyer@theblueguitarmagazine.org.

design artist for The Blue Guitar Jr.: Marjory, of Scottsdale, is an
ralist and an acrylic-painting instructor. Her biography and
ilable at mboyerart.com.
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