
  
  [image: ]




  
  Copyright © 2025 by Heidi Harris 
 
All rights reserved.
No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, Steampunk Rock Press LLC, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. For permission requests, contact Heidi Harris, heidiharriswrites@gmail.com.
The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred. 
Book Cover by Heidi Harris
Illustrations by Heidi Harris








  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        For Azlyn,
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Scripture
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Kaylina Strawly, future mystery author.
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Magnifying Glass
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        1
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Magnifying Glass
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        2
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Magnifying Glass
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        3
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Magnifying Glass
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        4
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        5
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        6
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Magnifying Glass
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        7
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Magnifying Glass
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        8
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        9
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        10
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        11
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Missing Mascot
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Magnifying Glass
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        1
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        2
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Magnifying Glass
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Heidi Harris
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Kaylina Strawly
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Kaylina Strawly
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Kaylina Strawly
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Trice Strawly
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Trice Strawly
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  For Azlyn,


a little girl in our neighborhood that often joins us for s'mores.  








  
  Scripture


“Better the poor whose walk is blameless than a fool whose lips are perverse.”

(Proverbs 19:1) NIV

Sometimes we judge quickly,

and we yell at others. 

God wants us to be nice to those around us.

People remember who is kind to them.

I want to be known as kind, and nice.

I hope you choose to be kind.








  
  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


“Kaylina, can you help carry the groceries in?” Mom asked. 
“Sure.” I put the lid of my marker back on, and made my way to the front door. 
“I want to help!” TJ yelled. 
“Not so loud.” Mom winced. 
“You has to be quiet.” Tori placed a finger to her lips. 
“Oops, sorry.” TJ whispered. 
“Much better.” Tori smiled. 
I opened the front door. Dad was carrying in a load of groceries. I walked my brother and sister to the car, and helped them load up their arms. They toddled back to the house. I filled my arms, and made my way back into the house. Setting the bags onto the ground, I noticed a fluffy white bag. 
“Why are there marshmallows in here?” I held up the bag of marshmallows.  
Mom and Dad only bought marshmallows if they were planning on making something special.  Usually, we picked some up during December, but this was summertime, and cookies weren't usually something we made during the summer. 
“So, we can put them on your face.” Trice teased. 
“Unt uh.” I shook my head. 
“Marshmallows aren't for your face.” Tori scrunched up her nose. 
“They're for eating.” TJ nodded his head. 
Dad chuckled. 
“So?” I asked. 
“We were thinking about making s'mores this weekend, and having a campfire.” Mom took the marshmallows out of my hands, and put the bag in the refrigerator, so it wouldn't attract ants. 
“S'mores!” I was excited. 
“More of what?” Tori asked. 
“Not more, s'more.” Mom smiled. 
“Does that mean I can have a marshmallow now?” TJ's brow scrunched up.
“No.” Mom shook her head. 
TJ growled under his breath.  
“I told you that we should have gotten another bag.” Dad said. 
“We did.” Mom held up a second bag. 
Dad chuckled. 
“Can I?” TJ reached for the bag. 
“No.” Mom pulled the bag out of his reach. 
“What about me?” Tori put her hands together beside her head and tried to look innocent. 
“No.” Dad shook his head. 
“Nice try.” I giggled. 
“Since there are two bags...” Dad opened the bag, and popped a marshmallow into his mouth. 
“You are worse than the children.” My mother didn't look mad as Dad handed out marshmallows to each of us. 
“Thanks.” Tori giggled. 
“Don't tell your mother.” Dad said with a mouth full of marshmallow. 
“Shh.” TJ put a finger to his lips. 
I finished eating my marshmallow and reached for another before Mom told me no. 
Dad took the bag from me, and popped one in his mouth. He winked at me, and handed me a marshmallow when Mom looked away. I shoved it into my mouth before Mom turned around. 
“Did I miss something?” Mom asked. 
I shook my head no, and smiled. My mother's eyes narrowed. Dad handed me a marshmallow. 
“Justin!” Mom pointed at him. 
“What?” He grinned. 
“What?” I quickly put the marshmallow into my mouth.
“You are going to ruin her dinner.” Mom said. 
“I'll eat dinner too.” I promised. 
Mom chuckled, and took the marshmallow bag away from both of us. She put it on the top shelf of the refrigerator. 
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My father bent down, and started stacking sticks in our fire pit. The wind blew the grass, and stilled. 
“Can I help?” I asked. 
“Do you think you remember how?” Dad stood up to his full height, and folded his arms. 
I nodded. 
“Okay, Princess, let's see it.” Dad nodded to the woodpile. 
I bent down, and made a teepee with the sticks.  I left a little hole underneath, and put in some dried grass, and small twigs.  
“How is that?” I grinned proudly. 
“Not bad.” Dad rearranged the sticks a little. He lit a crumpled piece of paper, and laid it on the dried grass. He put a few small twigs on it, and the flame took.  


[image: ]
“Do we have enough wood for the fire?” I put my hands on my hips.
“If we don't, I'm sure you kids can pick up sticks from the yard.”  Dad scanned the yard.
“Can I do that now?” I loved gathering wood. 
“Sure, but put them here. We'll wait until the fire gets going. We don't want to smother it.” Dad said. 
“Okay.” I ran around the yard.  
“What are you doing?” TJ asked. 
“I'm gathering up sticks for the fire.” I picked up another stick.  
“I want to help.” TJ dropped his toy car, and raced after me.  
“Me too! I'm a really good helper.” Tori ran towards us with her doll tucked in the crook of her arm.  
“You can't carry sticks with a doll.” TJ shook his head. 
“Can too. She's helping me, aren't you, Dolly?” Tori patted her doll. 
I giggled. 
It didn't take long for us to have most of the sticks put into a neat pile beside the fire pit.  
“Teamwork.” I held up my hand. 
TJ gave me a high five. I smiled at my younger brother's enthusiasm. He handed a stick to Dad. Our father chuckled, and laid it down on the fire. I sat down a few feet from the fire. I loved watching the flames lick the firewood.  
Mom walked outside. “Is everything set up?” 
“Almost.” Dad answered. 
“I can help.” Tori leaned on Dad. 
Dad wrapped his arms around her and gave her a hug. “I bet you can.” He turned to me. “Kay, can you get the chairs out of the garage?” 
“Sure.” I gathered up a handful of grass, dropped it on the flames, and led my brother and sister to the garage. 
“I want a big one.” TJ held out his arms.
“Okay.” I chuckled, and gave him Mom's chair. 
TJ dropped half of it. “I got it.” He hefted the chair up, and drug it to the backyard. 
“I want the unicorn one!” Tori jumped up and down.
“That was mine when I was little.” I handed her the chair. 
“Thank you.” She held it tightly. 
“Do you think you can carry TJ's too?” I asked. 
“I can come back for that one.” Tori ran off with her chair. 
I placed the little blue camping chair with baseballs on it by the entrance. I put my chair over my shoulder, and put Trice's chair on my other shoulder. I managed to set them beside Dad's chair without dropping them. 
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