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Whoosh! The wind howled as if someone was whistling. The snow was still 

falling. Yet, I was freezing despite the hundreds of layers. I hated 

shoveling the snow. I always came inside with a back and neck that was 

aching. Imagine shoveling layers of heavy snow and ice for hours. I 

finally finished shoveling. I came inside shivering. My hands felt numb 

and ached from collecting piles of ice, slush, and snow. I started 

removing all my snow wear when I remembered I left an extra glove 

outside. I grabbed the layers I removed and hurried outside, pulling my 

boot on as I rushed through my door. I searched for my glove on the 

snowy lawn. When I found it, I  slipped it on my hand and felt 

something inside.  

 

I flipped the glove and shook it hard. As I put the glove on again, I 

noticed a shiny blue gem lying on the ground. I carefully took the tiny 

gem inside and hurried up the staircase. I placed it in my shimmering 

jewelry box. Suddenly, my jewelry box spun and transformed into 

another chest. The chest had six carved spots in a shape of a gem. I 

took the blue gem and placed it in its matching carving. Once I placed 

it, the box swirled and tiny blue sparks formed around the box. A few 

moments later, the sparks faded away. I was so distracted by what was 

happening that I didn't realize the sky had grown dark. I flopped on the 

bed and began to sleep. During my night's sleep, I had an odd dream. 

 

Something like an elf was telling me I was on a mission to save the world 

of fantasy! She informed me that I had to find gems similar to the blue 

one I had found earlier. Once I had found all of them, I was told to 

place them in their assigned carving. Then the chest would take me to 

a mystical pixie who will help me defeat some evil witch trying to 

destroy fantasy for revenge. I only had five days. I woke up in shock. 



My heart was jumping in my throat. I began to question myself, but why 

me? All sorts of questions busted in my mind. What about my parents? 

Why do I have to save fantasy in a short time? Would I still be alive 

when I came back? Am I chosen because I love fantasy? My mind grew 

tired of trying to answer my own questions. I fell back asleep on my bed 

with the moonlight bleaching through my curtains. I glistened as the 

light of the moon shined on me. Little did I know I was much more 

special than I assumed.  

 

When the sun's rays hit my eyes, I jumped out of bed and I had a 

feeling I knew where one of the gems was. I rushed around the house, 

searching in every corner of my house from top to bottom; I searched. 

When I looked in my collection of craft gems, I took the colorful gems 

and rushed to my room, placing every single gem in a carving. After an 

hour and a half, a purple gem glistened in its assigned carving and once 

again the box sparkled and shimmered brighter in the sunlight. Colored 

sparkles drifted through the air, slowly disappearing, creating warmth in 

the air.  

 

I pondered where the other gems might be located. Soon the day 

passed by; in my mind, the elf was talking to me again. Last time she 

had not had enough time for questions which she had come back for. I 

asked her name first of all. If I was going to meet her tons of times, I 

had to know her name, right? Her name was Dream! She said she was in 

a rush again, so she quickly told me the problem. The second to last 

gem was in the world of horror. The witch was protecting it. She said I 

would have to face the witch to get the red gem. I quickly asked, "Why 

did you have to hide the gems?" Dream replied, "So the witch would not 

have taken them for herself; they could have given her more power." I 

told myself I could have known that. Dream left; she was busy trying to 

protect the red stone. I decided to save the hardest stone for last. 

 

Later on that day, my older brother took me to the park. We walked 

around and had some fun. But then I saw a bird nest glowing, and my 

eyes couldn't get off of it. Fireworks of curiosity bursted in my mind. 

What was creating the light? I climbed up the tree and reached the 



branch high above. The birds flew away in fear. I grabbed the stone 

and hopped back down. I scratched my arm against the hard bark of 

the tree. The large scratch opened slightly and glowed. Shocked, I 

quickly covered it with my sweatshirt before my brother or anyone would 

see it. I had no clue why it was glowing, but I decided to discover that 

later. As we arrived home, I took a sneak peek at my arm, but it was 

still glowing. I started to feel dizzy and decided to take some rest and 

skip dinner. I dragged myself up the stairs, flopped, and fell asleep. 

 

What felt like minutes, I woke up to the feeling of my scratch tingling. 

I felt a connection like it was trying to take me somewhere. My eyes 

scattered around the room as if it was searching for something. I shook 

my head and snapped out of it. My parents were downstairs making 

coffee which seemed very early, but I couldn't tell because my sight 

was becoming fuzzy and blurry. I felt a hidden force pulling me outside, 

so I decided to follow.  

 

The glow from my scratch grew brighter every time I took a step 

towards the mysterious force. Gently telling me to leave my room and 

sneak out the front door. Leading me to the park and through the 

overgrown bushes. Into a secret place where the leaves of the trees 

glowed, the air was fresh and crisp. Every step I took into this magical 

place, a path of wildflowers grew behind me. Blooming with every blink 

of my eye. Rabbits and deer peered from behind the trees. Squirrels 

were jumping from branch to branch with delight as I sat on the small 

tire hung underneath the shade of the tree. The sunlight gleamed bright 

toasting me up. The smell of flowers floated through the air. And the 

snow slowly faded away. Pieces of wood magically floated in the air, 

building a treehouse. With mushrooms growing on the side and glowing 

brightly. As it started to rain, it transformed into falling sparkles. As I 

touched one of the gleaming mushrooms, sparkles grew around me, 

growing so bright I couldn't see.  

 

When the light dulled, I opened my eyes. A similar place surrounded me 

as the park, but it was a village, and many elves and pixies lived in the 

tiny mushrooms. A tiny pixie flew in circles around me. With a pair of 



long pointy, and curvy ears. She rushed and told me my parents were 

fine, and everyone else was fine back home. "We have to hurry. You 

have to find all the stones by today." I was in shock; five days had 

passed already? I asked her, "What do I need to do to find the last 

stones?" The pixie replied, "You have to solve a maze to find it. Dream 

has been protecting it, Haley." I expected her to show me but, she told 

me Dream didn't trust her, and I had to find it myself.  

 

I quickly realized there was no force leading me anywhere. My gleaming 

scratch slowly faded away. "Please show me quickly. I need to find this 

stone!" I asked as I huffed up the long path of clouds floating by. Each 

cloud glowed and gleamed as my foot landed, each cloud bursting after 

every step and the remains fading away. Reaching the maze of vines and 

clouds, I rushed around the maze. Until I bumped my hand on a prickly 

vine, oddly, it didn't hurt.  

 

I heard the pixie grunting behind as her wings got caught in the vines. I 

rushed over and gently bent her wings out of the vines. The bent part 

fell off, and a new pair of wings grew in, and as the old wings fell to 

the cloudy ground like a feather they slowly shimmered away. I put my 

hand through the vines and surprisingly went straight through the wall. I 

poked my hand a couple of times and realized I could just run through 

the walls! I ran at the speed of light faster than ever. I ran to what 

felt like the middle of the viney maze. Once I reached the middle, I 

took a break sitting on a rock.  

 

As I realized, a small elf sitting on another rock nearby with her face 

full of worry. I went over and asked politely, "Hello, do you know where 

Dream is?" She shook her head no then mentioned, "Wait! I am Dream! 

And you must be Haley," I nodded my head hard. When she reached her 

arm out to hand me the stone, it fell underneath the layers and layers 

of rock beneath us. Dream stared below in shock. Below us was the 

world of horror; she screamed. I cupped my hands over my mouth in 

shock. She pulled my arm, and we rode the clouds down below the 

spacious sky. As we got lower, the trail of glitter behind the clouds 

turned to lightning, storming behind us. The sky was dark, and the 



clouds were dark. The whole world was made of reds and blacks with no 

other colors in sight. We sneaked through a secret cave with skeletons 

hung on the wall. Their eyes grew in a fury and became red. She 

whispered, "We're safe here, don't worry about those skeletons. They 

won't harm you." A shadow peered behind the wall, and loud noises came 

from behind. The magical cloud we rode soon faded away.  

 

Each footstep from behind became louder and louder as if someone was 

lurking from behind. As we reached the end of the piles of stone, we 

peered through the many rocks the stone had fallen through.As we 

searched through the rocks, the thing behind caught us by our collars. 

We tried to squirm free, but he dragged us to a dungeon where many 

other creatures from above were held. My scratch grew back, glowing 

brighter and brighter. Everyone held me and opened our eyes, including 

Dream. We were all in a spooky mansion, and there were mischievous 

laughs heard from the background. A voice echoed in the mansion, "I 

will gather all the stones and shatter them!" All the creatures were as 

silent as the wind. Dream whispered in my ear, “We have to stop her; 

all the creatures are corrupted fantasies; they need help!"  

 

I, Dream, and the other fantasies stormed in the room. Dream and the 

witch began fighting with fury; the other fantasies messed up the room 

or created distractions as I snuck and grabbed the stones. I ran out of 

the room from under the tables. And everyone rushed out, but Dream 

slowly stepped out as she screamed at the witch and slammed the door. 

Everyone ran out of the massive mansion and rode the clouds home. 

Dream and I found another stone on our way in a pit of crystals. We 

grabbed it and started to fly away. When I realized the witch would 

probably know we took the last two gems, but if we replace them with 

stones that free the corrupted creatures, everything would be perfect 

again. I quickly told Dream my plan, and we went to her mushroom home 

to make a stone known as the inverse stones. The Messengers quickly 

dropped off the crystals to replace the stones we had taken. Before we 

knew it, everything was magical again. 


