
By Brick S. 

As Frank walked forward he found a 

laptop on the ground, but it was a 

Mac so he threw it off the cliff. Under 

where the laptop was he found a note 

from Bobathon: “I know you hate 

Macs so here’s a tablet instead”. In a 

twist of fate Frank found a hang glider 

on the ground… 

Frank knew what must be done; he 

jumped off the cliff and hang-glided to 

the nearest Taco Bell. When he got 

there he had a flashback: 

The Head Pounce 

Tacos on Tuesday 
Frank was there, with Bobathon, at their 

old house. They were playing Mike 

Tyson’s Punchout, Frank was terrible at it 

so he ended up punching the NES. When 

he did the lights and all the electronics in 

the house went dead. When he realized 

that he had just caused a city wide 

blackout the police were already at the 

door, “pillows” trained on his head. He 

was being hauled to maximum security 

prison. 

Then Frank was back at the Taco Bell, 

and he ordered a box of soft tacos. 

INSID E 

THIS  ISSU E:  

Magic Muffin Magazine 
J U L Y  2 6 T H ,  2 0 1 4  V O L U M E  1 ,  I S S U E  2  

The Harry 

Potter Fan 

Freak Out 

Story 

Page 2 

 

Reading is 

Magic 

Drawing 

Page 2 

 

The Waves of 

Nothingness 

Story 

Page 3 

 

The 

“Trandefured”  

Change  

Story 

Page 4 

 

Upcoming Events 

Page 4 

By Joan Binns     

Once upon a time, a guy was sitting and 

reading. Then his cat bounded into the 

room. He was chasing a string. It had 

sprouted legs and had started running. 

Then a pencil came into the room and 

started running. Then the book the guy 

was reading started super speeding. He 

was named Mike, the guy not the book. 

Then the house started running and 

that’s when the cat pounced on Mike’s 

head. He went to the hospital. But 

when he recovered he pounced on the 

cat’s head. 

The End  

More on the story of Bobathon 
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“I challenge you 

to Harry Potter 

trivia and a duel 

to the death.” 

The Harry Potter Fan Freak Out 
Five days later 

It was the day of the battle and Joan and 

Anne were ready.  

“Round one of trivia,” announced Darcy. 

“What was the horcrux that Harry 

destroyed without knowing it was a 

horcrux?”  

DING! “Tom Riddle’s dairy!” hollered 

Anne, who was pounding the answer 

button.  

“Correct!” yelled Darcy. They froze.  

“Aw man! It was just getting to the good 

part!” whined Joan.  

“This would be cool in real life.” Anne 

pointed out.   

“Yeah,” admitted Joan. They turned off the 

TV and went to bed. 

The End 

By Joan Binns 

 

Two people, Joan and Anne, loved 

Harry Potter. They loved the books. 

They loved the movies and especially, 

they loved him. They did not care that 

he was a made up person. THEY 

LOVED HIM. They watched the movies 

every day. They read the books every 

week. They had memorized the books 

and movies. They followed the actor on 

Facebook, Twitter, and in real life. They 

followed him when he was driving, 

bathing, sleeping, and eating. One day 

Joan decided that she loved Harry 

Potter more than Anne did. So she told 

Anne: “I challenge you to Harry Potter 

trivia and a duel to the death.”  

“I accept,” answered Anne. So it was 

on. They got Darcy I-do-not-know-her-

last-name to judge. 

M A G I C  M U F F I N  M A G A Z I N E  

Artwork by Liv 
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By Brick S. 
 

The man walked out of the building he 

called home for the last time, his gear 

stuffed into a duffle bag. His trusty dog 

followed close behind him. He walked 

over to the armored sedan parked next 

to the burning building he had once called 

home. As he drove away with his dog he 

thought about one thing and one thing 

only: revenge. 

As he drove into Bartertown he stopped 

at his old friend’s stall and told him the 

grim news about his base. As they were 

talking an old battered mini-van sputtered 

into town. As it crawled to a stop about 

eight raiders jumped out and opened fire 

on the booths. 

As the bullets whizzed over his head he 

frantically shot his trusty .44  Magnum 

over the makeshift brick wall in front of 

the booth. When he  heard the distinct 

sound of a hit, he looked up and saw the 

minivan making an escape. As he watched 

it drive away he heard a groaning and 

The Waves of Nothingness 
turned to his friend who was on the 

ground. With his dog sitting close by him, 

he took a close look at his friend. He saw 

that he had been shot and was… dead. 

He took all the useful supplies from the 

dead raider and his late friend’s stall. His 

armored sedan had been destroyed by 

the raiders so he was forced to use his 

late friend’s truck to hunt them down. 

It seemed so long ago that the raiders 

had come…they terrorized his base and 

burned it to the ground…although it was 

only a few days ago… Now here he was 

standing next to a downed helicopter 

searching for supplies. As he looked 

inside it he spotted a crate and pulled it 

out. But just as he was opening it the 

minivan sputtered to a stop near his 

truck. As he approached it and opened 

the door he heard a snap and, before he 

could think, the minivan burst into a 

fireball and he was thrown onto his truck. 

He woke up to see his dog licking him… 

and saw all of his gear stolen as well as 

his truck… 

Don’t forget! 

The last day for summer 

reading is Sunday, August 10.  

If you wish to attend the 

Grand Finale Program on 

Friday, August 8th, make sure 

your log is turned in by the 

8th.  

Good luck! 



by Karina Burnett  

                                                                                                                                                                                                                     

I had a friend she used to be funny, happy, 

jolly, silly, and “trandefured.” It’s a word I 

made up because she was that crazy, she 

needed a word for herself so 

“trandefured” was made. Anyway an odd 
and crazy thing happened one time. I, 

Kanny went over to Jannett’s house and I 

saw a moving truck. Then I saw Jannett.  

I said, “Jan, what is this moving truck doing 

here? You’re not moving are you?” But 

Jannett did not say anything; she just stood 

there with her long, black hair blowing in 

her face. 

 

Then Jannett’s mother came up to me and 

said, “She’s a little depressed from the 

accident.” 

 

“What accident?” I said. 

 

“Danny died didn’t she tell you?” as tears 

ran down her check.  

 

“No she didn’t tell me anything about that.  

She was supposed to come over yesterday 

for a sleepover. My mom had made 

pancakes for dinner and everything.”  

 

To be continued… 

The “Trandefured”  

Change  

309 Oak Street 

DeKalb, IL 60115 

815-756-9568 

www.dkpl.org 

DeKalb Public Library 

To Inform, Educate, Entertain, and 

Inspire the Community. 
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Join other local area 

tweens for a discussion of 

The Last Treasure by Bryan 

Janet S. Anderson on 

Tuesday, September 2nd 

from 6:30 pm  to 7:30 pm. 

Books are available to 

check out on the Magic 

Muffins Recommendation 

shelf near the YA books in 

the Youth Services. A light 

snack is provided during 

the discussion. 

The next Magic 

Muffins meeting is 

Tuesday, August 

19th from 6:30 

p.m. to 7:30 p.m.  

The group will 

work on making 

their own kites in 

preparation of DeKalb’s Kite Fest on Sunday, September 

14th from 11:00 a.m. to 4:00 p.m. Kite Fest 2014 will be 

held in the field of NIU’s “North 40,” at Lucinda Avenue 

and Kishwaukee Drive, DeKalb, near Annie’s Woods and 

Anderson Hall. Admission is free. 

Are you interested in contributing 

to the Magic Muffin Magazine? Our 

next meeting is Saturday, August 

26th from 2:00 p.m. to 4:00 p.m.  

Either bring in already started 

stories, poems, comic strips, 

drawings, jokes, and news articles or 

start something new at the library. The library will 

provide laptops to work on submissions during the 

program. If you are unable to attend but still would like 

to contribute, please contact Darcy at darcyt@dkpl.org 

or 815-756-9568 ext. 250. 


