
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

    

     By Grandpa Nick













               Sierra clapped. “Step, step, twirl!” 
               Blinky beeped and spun in a circle—then toppled over. 
               Jameson peeked in. “He needs lessons from you, teacher Sierra!” 
               Sierra giggled. “Maybe I can teach him with… code!” 



                  That afternoon, Sierra visited Grandpa Nick. 
                  His workshop smelled like sawdust and sparkle.  
                  Gadgets ticked, lights blinked, and gears twirled in jars. 
                  “Grandpa,” said Sierra, “how do you teach a robot to dance?” 















And if you listen very closely, 

you might still hear tiny footsteps and robot whirls— 

because Sierra’s dreams never stop dancing. 


