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The Battle of Crystal

| had a dream yesterday. In the dream, | was sitting in a
professional gamer’s dream room. | sat in front of a spacious, oak-
white desk with a huge beige and pink computer set. My fingers were
tapping fast on the pastel-coloured keyboard and mouse as | played a
fun and aesthetic game called “The Battle of Crystals.” In the game, |
helped cute, furry white aliens defeat incoming evil monsters with
crystal swords and lasers. My heart was beating very fast with
excitement because | was scoring billions of points easily.

Suddenly, a baby alien with silver glass headphones and a pink lacy
bow knocked on my screen. She called out to me anxiously, “Help! We
need you! Come in!” | had never talked to an alien before, so | felt
super excited. However, before | could respond, | felt a huge force.
With that, | was pulled into the screen.

The next moment, | found myself standing on the Crystal Planet. A
group of aliens surrounded me. Everything around us was built from
rocks, crystals, and glass. Fiery silver shooting stars flew over our
heads. Suddenly, | spotted a dark spaceship with red lights in the
distance. “That’s the evil monster army from the enemy planet!” one
of the aliens said in panic. “Is there a way to fight them off?” | asked.
“Our current weapons are not strong enough. However, our ancestors
left us a secret weapon to use when the evil monsters come. The only
problem is...” another alien finished. “It’s locked tightly in the crystal
vault, and we can’t figure out the code!”

| immediately followed my new friends to the vault. The keycode
seemed complicated, with symbols | didn’t recognize. Yet we worked
hard together to try typing in all the possibilities. The spaceship was
coming closer. Just as we had lost all hope, | banged on random keys,
and the vault door opened! There was an explosion of silver fire. |
screamed and fell down on my knees in fright.

“Wake up...” Mom’s voice rang in my ears, rousing me from my
dream. | woke up sleepily and glanced out my window. | thought | saw
a flash of silver in the blue morning sky. Did my alien friends ever win
the battle?




