
By Bobalina Smith 

 

Once upon a time there were two 

sisters, Fredilina and Tomete. They 

loved jam, strawberry blueberry most 

of all, though they loved pickle jam, 

and the best place to get it was the 

Jam Fair. And it just so happens that’s 

where our story takes place. 

“Jam for sale!” storekeepers cry.  

“Where do they keep the pickle jam?” 

asks Tomete. 

“We will find it,” says Fredilina.  She 

bumps into a shop keeper.  

“Ouch,” she shouts.  

“Oh, sorry,” he says. “Do you know 

anyone who likes pickle jam?” 

“We do. Do you know where we can 

get some?”  

“Sure, I sell it over here.”  

“We’ll take five jars.” She hands him 

the money. 

“Okay, see you later.” 

The Great Jam Scam 

“Bye.” 

On the way home Tomete says, “I 

can’t wait to eat some jam.” 

“I get to eat some first!” says Fredilina. 

“No, me!” argued Tomete. 

The sisters started fighting over one of 

the jars since all the others were in the 

trunk. Suddenly it flew into the air. 

“No!” they both shrieked.   

The jar hurdled down to earth and hit 

the ground with a deafening crash. 

Fredilina scooped some up on her 

finger. She popped it in her mouth. 

“What?” she said. “This isn’t Pickle 

Jam, its mayonnaise!” 

“That trickster,” said Tomete.  

The sisters turned around their car 

and went back to the Jam Fair. They 

returned the other four jars of 

mayonnaise. Then they went to a Jelly 

Fair instead.  

The End 
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Lily Potter’s Great Adventure 
time, this time unconscious. 

She woke up, in what seemed like five 

minutes to Lily, but was really two days. 

She wished she could turn over and sleep 

again and believe that it was a dream, but 

she could not. She blinked the sleep out of 

her eyes. She could see clearly now. She 

was in a cell. As she realized this she began 

to panic. “How am I going to get out of 

here?” Lily yelled to herself, franticly 

looking for an exit. She could find none. So 

she had to face the devastating truth: she 

was trapped. She spotted a newspaper. 

“Oh it’s the Daily Prophet,” she realized as 

she picked up the familiar newspaper. She 

read the headline: 

 

Potters found dead! 

“Friday evening at 8:42 pm, 

April 17th, 2019 the Potters 

were dead in their living 

room. Lily Potter is missing.” 

 

She gasped at the news. Dead? Missing? 

The words floated around in her head. She 

was confused. She was afraid. She couldn’t 

think.  

A shadowy figure came out from the 

corner. “Well, well, well, Lily Potter,” it 

said. 

 “How do you know my name?” she asked.  

“You are in the paper,” the figure replied.  

“Why am I here,” asked Lily. 

 “You are famous,” said the figure. “I am 

Steve,” said Steve. 

To be continued... 

By Joan Binns 

 

Once upon a time everything was 

happy… until now. Harry Potter was 

found dead with his wife and two sons 

James and Albus. And Lily Potter, his 

daughter, was missing. This is how it 

happened that night.  

Lily was sitting and listening to the story 

of her Dad’s life. It was being read by 

her brother, James. Albus had his own 

copy of it and had read far ahead. Then, 

all of the sudden, the lights went out. It 

went cold. The windows broke. Harry 

shouted: “Boys, take Lily downstairs 

now!”  

“No way, Dad, all of us are staying here 

with you!” said James.  

“But I don’t know magic yet,” said Lily. 

 “Lily, go downstairs now!”  

“Lily, go!” 

“Lily, go now!” The door burst open. A 

cloaked figure walked in.  

“Lily, go now! Run!” Lily turned and ran 

through the dark house to the cellar. 

She heard high laughter and saw a green 

light as she threw open the door and 

ran down the stairs. She only had one 

thought as she opened the door that led 

outside: I have to get out of here.  

The house exploded and she ran until 

she fell hard against the pavement. This 

is what she thinking: My life is turning 

out very bad. 

She got up. Something hit her. She saw 

a red light hit her again. She fell another 
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By Brick S. 
 

As the man climbed out of the burning 

truck he could only see snow, snow as 

far as the eye could see. As he looked 

back at the wrecked truck, he saw most 

of his gear burning, all of his hard work 

disappearing before his very eyes. He 

took off his backpack and checked what 

he had left, it wasn’t much; a small 

hatchet, some cans of food, and a lighter, 

but it would have to do for now. As he 

began walking away there was a crunch 

behind him as a bandit tried to grab him 

from behind. As he struggled to get out 

of his headlock he took the knife out of 

the bandit’s sheathe and promptly 

stabbed him in the knee with it to escape. 

As he turned around he saw the bandit 

trying to pull out a small revolver from a 

holster on his jacket. The man turned 

around and stepped on the bandit’s hand 

and took the revolver and anything he 

could find on him. 

As he approached the small cabin, he saw 

Infected within it. With his new gear he 

thought he may be able to take them on. 

He threw a rock through a window and 

hid behind a boulder as the Infected 

streamed out the window. There was 

maybe five or six Infected to take out. As 

he snuck up behind one he grabbed it and 

repeatedly smacked it in the head with 

the handle of his hatchet. As he dropped 

the limp body he saw three Infected 

coming straight at him. The man sprinted 

The Man 
into the cabin and slammed the door 

behind him. On the floor he saw a bloody 

pipe lying on the ground that would have 

to work for now. As the rest of the 

Infected broke the door down, he bashed 

the first two infected in the head. By then 

the pipe was bent from extreme use. He 

jumped back and struggled with the 

holster of his revolver. One of the 

Infected jumped onto him and slashed at 

the man’s neck. He aimed the revolver at 

the Infected man’s cranium and pulled the 

trigger. As he got up he chopped the 

remaining Infected with his hatchet. 

He slowly searched the cabin for anything 

useful. As he searched he found some 

cans of food, ammo for a hunting rifle, 

and some arrows, as well as a sturdy 

looking kitchen knife. The man turned 

around and saw another survivor 

searching through the Infecteds’ pockets 

for loot. The survivor pulled out a sawed 

off shotgun. The man in turn put his 

hands up. As the survivor approached 

him to take his weapons away the man 

tackled him and reached for something to 

defend himself. The only thing within 

reach was a glass bottle. He then 

smashed the survivor’s chest. Then the 

man turned around and grabbed his pistol 

off the table. As he looked back at the 

survivor he decided to let him live, but 

grabbed the sawed off shotgun anyway. 

He gathered up his loot from around the 

unconscious survivor and walked away. 



309 Oak Street 

DeKalb, IL 60115 

815-756-9568 

www.dkpl.org 

DeKalb Public Library 

To Inform, Educate, Entertain, and 

Inspire the Community. 

P A G E  4  

Join other local area 

tweens for a discussion of 

The Wizard of Earthsea by 

Ursula K. Le Guin on 

Tuesday, October 7th 

from 6:30 pm  to 7:30 pm. 

Books are available to 

keep, Ask Darcy for a 

copy of this Big Read 

book. A light snack is 

provided during the 

discussion. 

The next Magic Muffins 

meeting is Tuesday, 

September 16th from 

6:30 p.m. to 7:30 p.m.   

The tweens will be making 

candy buttons. It’s all 

about the sugar! Learn how 

to make your own cheerful, 

colorful candies.  

Are you interested in contributing 

to the Magic Muffin Magazine? 

Our next meeting is Saturday, 

September 27th 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. 

Stop by the library and play Magic 

Muffin Kitchen Domination the game, 

created by DeKalb area tweens! 


