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  Scripture


Scripture

“The heavens declare the glory of God; 

the skies proclaim the work of his hands. 

Day after day they pour forth speech; 

night after night they reveal knowledge” 

(Psalm 19:1-2).








  
  For the United States of America's 250th birthday. 

Happy Birthday USA!



A big thank you to all the men and women that served. 








  
  Kaylina Strawly, future mystery author.


Iam twelve years old... I am not a published author yet, but I will be one day. I find a mystery around every corner. If I don't find one at the end of my case, my younger brother and sister, TJ and Tori, help me find another case to solve. 
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  one
1


Iwiped my forehead. The heat was starting to get to me. July was the hottest month of the year, at least, it felt like it. I’d probably feel the same way in August. I knew that July didn't actually start until tomorrow, but the heat didn't get the memo. It was supposed to be a scorcher for the next week. 
“What are you guys doing for the fourth of July?” Chase asked.  He lived down the street. We played together a lot, because he lived close by. 
“Don’t know.” I threw the softball to my brother. 
Trice caught the ball. “I think Dad said he’s going to have a cookout.” 
“Is he going to make hamburgers?” I licked my lips. 
Trice threw the ball. “Don’t know. You can ask him.” 
I caught the ball. “Dad!” 
“You don’t have to ask him now.” Trice rolled his eyes. 
“I do if he is going to have time to go shopping.” I jogged towards the garage. 
The hood of my mother’s van was up. Dad tossed a bottle into the trash can in the corner. I clapped. 
“Hey, Kay.” Dad poked his head around the hood. 
“Daddy, pretty please, can we have hamburgers when you grill out?” I put my glove, that was holding the ball, to my free hand together, begging for him to say yes. 
“Grill out? Who’s grilling out?” My father’s lips were in a straight line. 
“You are, for the 4th of July!” I frowned. 
“I am? What for?”  My father tilted his head. 
“For Independence Day, Daddy! Did you forget?” I marched closer. 
“Forget Independence Day?” My father put his fingers to his chin. “I might have. When is it?” He asked. 
“ON THE FOURTH OF JULY!” I pressed my hand to the car, and leaned my gloved hand against the car. The softball escaped, and rolled away. 
Dad picked up the ball, and put it into my outstretched glove. I quickly closed my glove around the ball. Holding it inside of my glove, I rocked back on my heels, and tipped forward again. 
“Soooo can you?” I grinned. 
“Make hamburgers on… Christmas, sure.” Dad smiled. 
“No, Daddy! For the 4th of July... in three days!” I stepped towards him. 
“Relax, Princess. Go put it on the grocery list, and I’ll see what I can do.” Dad hit one fist on his other fist, and tapped it.
“Daddy, you are supposed to say yes, not maybe.” I protested. 
“We'll see,” Dad chuckled, and went back to working on the car. 
“Kaylina, are you coming back?” Trice yelled. 
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“Give me a minute.” I made my way through the garage door, and peeked into the freezer. 
Trice was right; we were out of hamburger. I found a pen, and jotted down hamburger, hot dogs, and ice cream on the list. Putting the pen back in the drawer, I made my way back outside.
“Finally,” Trice frowned. 
“I had to put it on the list.” I threw the ball at my brother. 
Trice caught it easily. “I don't see why you had to do it right now.”
“I didn't want to forget.” I protested. 
“So... instead, you forgot we were playing ball?” Trice threw the ball, and I caught it. 
“No, I remembered... I just made you wait.” I giggled. 
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  two
2


“Kaylina, can you go outside, and grab the groceries?” Dad called. 
“Sure, Dad!” I put down my book, and made my way to the front porch. 
“I can help!” Tori came running down the hallway. 
“Me too! I have super big muscles.” TJ posed with his muscles on display. 
“Not bigger than mine!” Tori took a matching pose, and rolled up her sleeves, so we could see her muscles.  
I laughed, and shook my head. When I opened the door, several bags were waiting on the doorstep. I let out a long breath.  It looked like a lot of work. 
“Whoa!” TJ bent down. 
“There are a lot of bags.” Tori picked up a bag.  
“Take it into the kitchen.” I pointed behind me. 
Tori was right. Dad didn't usually get this many groceries, but it looked like just enough groceries for the 4th of July. It was a big day around here. Everyone hung up their flags, and had cookouts. 
“Mommy, look what I got!” Tori yelled. 
“I see.” Mom’s voice carried down the hallway. 
“Wait for me!” TJ grabbed a bag, and ran down the hallway. 
I loaded up my arms, and carried a load into the kitchen where Tori and TJ were unbagging their treasures. I put the items next to the refrigerator. Mom took a pack of cheese from Tori, and put it in the refrigerator. 
“Come on, TJ. I need your help.” I lightly pushed my younger brother out of the kitchen, and down the hallway. 
“You don’t have to push me.” TJ shrugged me off, and took off running. 
My brother picked up a bag. I put a few smaller bags on his little arms. He took off waddling down the hallway.  I waited for the crashing of items falling out of the bags, but it didn't come. I was surprised that the bag survived the trip to the kitchen. 
I picked up a gallon of milk, and chocolate milk, and put them on the kitchen table.  TJ and I went back, and gathered two more trips of groceries, before the front porch was clear. I closed the door behind us. 
“That’s all.” I placed the last of the items on the kitchen counter. 
“Thank you.” Mom said. 
“Did I do good?” Tori asked.
“Yes, you did.” Mom patted her back. 
“What about me?” TJ asked. 
“You did too.” Mom took the ketchup bottle out of my younger brother’s hands. 
“When are we going to eat?” TJ leaned on the kitchen counter. 
“First, I have to put these groceries away, and then we’ll see.” Mom moved the items around the refrigerator. 
“I’m going to go play,” TJ ran out of the kitchen. 
My younger brother didn't have any patience for waiting. Kind of think of it, I didn't like to wait either. My stomach rumbled. I hoped it wouldn't be long until we had dinner. If I helped Mom put away the groceries, then dinner would be ready faster. 
“Here, Mommy,” Tori handed Mom a container of salad dressing. 
“Thank you.” Mom took it, and found a place for it. 
TJ ran back into the kitchen. “Okay, Tori, come play cars.” 
“Do you think you can put things away without me?” Tori asked. 
“I think I can figure it out.” Mom chuckled. 
“Okay.” Tori followed TJ through the doorway. 
I laughed, as I emptied the last of the grocery bags. Crumpling up the bags that had broken, I threw away the bags. The bags that were salvageable, I stuck them under the sink. We would use them later. 
“I think we should order something for dinner.” My mother whispered conspiratorially. 
“I think you're right.” I nodded. 
“Barney Bears?” Mom suggested. 
I nodded. 
“Do you want to try to order?” Mom asked. 
“Me?” I squeaked. 
“Yes, you.” My mother laughed. 
“Okay.” I nodded again. 
My mother gave me her card, and phone. I nervously called, and placed our normal order. The lady on the phone read the order back to us, and confirmed our address. 
“Okay, it will be about thirty minutes.” The lady said. 
“Perfect, thank you.” I tried to hang up, but it took three tries to get it right.  I breathed easier when the call ended.  
“You did a great job.” Mom flashed me a smile. 
I smiled back. If Mom said I did a good job, then I must have. Still, I didn't think I was going to be ready to make another call like
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