
The Irregular Prophet 

As for me and my house, we will serve the Lord. 
©2011 by the Gage Family 

 

 

Saving 

Dangeronia—My 

First Novel  

By Shannon Gage 

 
 On August 20, I completed my first 

novel. It was a two-year commitment and I 

am immensely pleased with the finished 

product. I have not yet finished revising and 

editing it, but I have rewritten it and typed it 

up. The handwritten product was two 

hundred and forty pages exactly. On the 

computer it was one hundred and thirty-five. 

 The story is set in the future on a 

planet not far from Earth. The name of the 

planet is Dangeronia, due to the infinite 

number of unfortunate natural occurrences 

on the planet; for instance, it rains deadly 

acid every morning all over the planet and 

the clouds occasionally erupt with gigantic 

boulders. The planet is also overrun by man-

eating beasts and deadly, toothed plants. 

Lakes of acid, lava, and quicksand dot the 

surface of the planet like unpleasantly 

mutated acne, as well as the treacherous 

Bottomless Ocean, which is more like a vast 

dark mole. 

 But the worst part of Dangeronia is 

a vast forest known as the Wicked Wood to 

Dangeronians. It’s a dark place full of 

mysterious beasts, giant, man-eating plants, 

and death and destruction around every 

corner. It’s ten times worse than the rest of 

Dangeronia, and every unfortunate being to 

step over its boundaries has been a 

goner…except for one man. He caught an 

unclear video of something in the 

woods…something with all the wisdom in 

the world. It can answer any question in the 

world with ease. To Dangeronians, it’s 

known as the Creature. 

 When pre-adolescents Cassandra, 

Rachel, and Stupid Cupid (If you think 

that’s unusual, try saying his real name—

which I will not divulge presently…you’ll 

have to read the book) read the newspaper 

one acid-rainy afternoon, they discover that 

Dangeronia is growing bigger every day and 

slowly blocking the Earth from the sun in 

the process. What’s more, the source of the 

growth is none other than the Wicked Wood 

itself. The Wicked Wood is expanding, and, 

as if by magic, creating more and more 

hazards every day. Several houses have been 

swallowed up suddenly by new dangers that 

appear spontaneously from the Earth.  

 So the kids, being the narrow-

minded youths they are, decide to venture 

into the perilous Wicked Wood to ask the 

Creature for help about the situation, as 

nobody else seems willing to do it. Little do 

they know that some dark force is lurking 

inside of the shady forest, slithering over the 

dead leaves coating the forest floor, black as 

midnight, just waiting to get its hands on 

them. 

 Will Cassandra, Rachel, and Stupid 

Cupid manage to get to the Creature? Or 

will the mystifying things lurking in the 

secluded caves and black shadows so 

determined to stop them on their quest get to 

them first? Find out in the race against time 



handled by three kids who may very well 

reach their untimely deaths very, very soon.  

 I am currently in the process of 

editing, revising and researching how to get 

your book published—and I don’t intend to 

self-publish it, either. ♥♥♥♥♥ 

 

Extra! Extra! 

Read all about 

it!—our Stay-

cation  

By Shannon Gage 
 

 “The trip’s been cancelled because 

of the hurricane.” 

 “WHAT!?” 

 “Sorry…a few windows and the air-

conditioning system broke at the beach 

house we were going to stay in.” 

 “But…but that’d be our second 

vacation cancelled in a row!” 

 Although we were discouraged 

about the cancellation of our planned trip to 

North Carolina, we didn’t give up. Our last 

week of summer was going to be the best. 

After some careful planning from my mom, 

we had a ready-made, local, weeklong 

vacation ahead of us. And the best part? 

Most of it was free—or freer than it would 

have been at North Carolina. 

 Monday: We hit the road for the 

zoo in D.C. at the crack of dawn in high 

spirits (okay, more like ten o’clock…but we 

tried). Once at the zoo, we looked at several 

animals, including a rather disturbing fox 

eating an adorable white rabbit and a gorilla 

who thought he was the boss. Even though 

we got to see many exotic animals, Lindsay 

and Audrey’s favorite animal was the 

chipmunk they met scampering around the 

bench we were sitting on to eat a quick 

snack. 

 
Us on the Zoo sign…”I’m the king of the 

world!” 

 Tuesday: Sore from walking around 

at the zoo the previous day, we decided to 

relax and go to the movies. We watched 

“The Smurfs” and went out for ice cream.  

 Wednesday: This day’s activity 

was a smart choice. We went to Splashdown 

Water Park in Manassas. It was an amazing 

experience. This was by far the most 

enjoyable day of the week. 

 
Me trying to get across the lily pads 

 Thursday: We had our school 

orientations, so we just chilled at the house 

until it was time to go to our schools. 



 
Dad’s First Day of School 

Friday: We went to the National Gallery of 

Art and saw tons of famous paintings and 

sculptures!  

 

 
Actually, we could have just gone for gelato 

and that cool walkway between the two art 

museum buildings and we’d be happy… 

 

Pet’s Corner has been replaced by: 

 

Story Time 

By Shannon Gage 

(Thankfully, animals cannot read, so our 

formerly famous pets are unaware of their 

removal from the newsletter.) 

 

 Don’t you wish you could be a little 

kid again and have someone read you a 

story? And even if you are a kid, don’t you 

just love having someone read to you? 

Young or old, this is a chance to relax. Curl 

up in your favorite armchair. Get a steaming 

cup of hot chocolate with marshmallows. 

Snuggle up in a blanket. It’s story time. 

(Warning: do not attempt this outdoors. May 

cause excessive sweating and/or heat 

exhaustion. THIS STORY MAY OR MAY 

NOT HAVE A HAPPY ENDING. READ 

AT YOUR OWN RISK.) Please, do not add 

your own background noise to the story. 

Silence all cell phones and kindly refrain 

from excitedly dancing on top of your coffee 

table. Thank you, and enjoy! 

 

Hummingbird Food 
 

  
 “Honey, we’re out of hummingbird 

nectar…will you get out the box?” my 

mother calls from the kitchen. “My hands 

are full; I’m making dinner for when the 

Darlings come over!” 

 I drop the broom I’m using to the 

floor with a loud clatter. Maybe if I help her 

with the artificial nectar, she’ll forget that 

I’m supposed to be sweeping the entire main 

level and cleaning the toilets. “Coming, 

Mom!” 

 I hurtle into the kitchen and grab the 

box of instant hummingbird nectar powder. 



My mom unhooks the nearly empty plastic 

feeder from outside, much to the indignation 

of my little sister Mary’s favorite 

hummingbird, “Suzykins.” Don’t look at 

me…I didn’t name her! 

 “Thanks, Andy…stir it in for me, 

will you?” she says. 

 I start measuring pink powder and 

mixing it with the water when Mary comes 

sliding into the kitchen on her pink, fluffy 

socks. “Hi, Andy. Whatcha doing, Andy?” 

 “Mixing hummingbird nectar,” I 

say. 

 “Why?” she asks, cocking her head 

to one side. 

 “For the hummingbirds.” 

 “Why?” she asks again. I try not to 

get too annoyed—after all, she’s only five. 

 “Because it’s empty.” 

 “Why?”  

 “They ate it all,” I tell her through 

gritted teeth. 

 “Why?” 

 “They were hungry.” 

 “Why?”  

 “Will you stop asking questions?” 

 My mother gives me a warning 

look. “Don’t talk to your sister that way.” 

 “Yeah, stop being a Foofy!” 

 “What the heck is a Foofy?” I ask 

grumpily, slamming the box of 

hummingbird nectar powder on the counter. 

 “It’s a really bad word,” Mary says 

in a hushed voice, suddenly serious. In an 

instant, she loses her solemn manner and 

skips out of the room, picking a stuffed 

animal up off the ground and singing, “Andy 

is a Foofy, Andy is a Foofy!” 

 I finish stirring the hummingbird 

food and pull the silver spoon out of the 

mixture. Red liquid drips from the end of it. 

I wonder what it tastes like. Hummingbirds 

drink honeysuckle nectar, don’t they? That’s 

not bad. Maybe the hummingbird food will 

taste similar…I look around to see if 

anyone’s watching. 

 Mom’s putting a meat pie in the 

oven and listening to some way out-of-date 

song on her iPod. Mary’s nowhere to be 

seen, probably playing with her silly dolls in 

her room.  

 My tongue darts experimentally 

through my lips to meet the spoon, 

disturbing the tiny red sea in the spoon. It 

isn’t even close to the flavor I expected. I 

shudder as the liquid slides down my throat. 

It’s vile. It tastes stale and unfamiliar, like a 

rotten mango made into a cracker. It’s got a 

strange aftertaste, too. Nothing like 

honeysuckles. 

 “Andy likes hummingbird food! 

Andy is a FOOFY!” 

 The voice startles me into dropping 

the spoon to the floor and backing into the 

open hummingbird feeder, which tilts back 

and forth and sloshes its red dye all over me.  

 “MARY!” 

 She gives a scream of mirth and 

waves a disgruntled-looking stuffed rabbit 

around by its ears at me. “You are a Foofy! 

You like hummingbird food, I saw you eat 

it! You’re like Suzykins!”  

 “Go to your room, Mary!” I yell, 

sopping wet. I glance into a nearby mirror. 

It’s hard to tell which was redder; my face 

or my shirt. 

 “You can’t tell me what to do,” she 

sings gleefully. “You’re not Mommy!” 

 With a roar of frustration, I storm 

upstairs to my room. I can still hear Mary 

singing, “Andy is a Foofy!” Trying to ignore 

her, I peel off my sticky, now-red shirt and 

throw it in the trash can. It’ll be useless to 

try to bleach it.  

 “Honey, the Darlings will be here in 

five minutes,” Mom calls through my door. 

“Look sharp! You don’t want to disgust my 

friends, do you?” 

 Sick of red, I pull on a blue shirt, 

stomp downstairs, and wipe up the mess I 

made with the hummingbird food. Carefully 

avoiding the remains of Mary’s make-

believe tea party all over the kitchen floor, I 

hang up the half-empty hummingbird feeder 

outside. Just then, the doorbell rang. Mom’s 

friends must be here. I kick aside Mary’s 

plastic tea set and open the door. It’s my 

dad. 

 “Hey, Dad.” 

 “Hey, Sport. Where’s Mom?” 

 “Upstairs.” 



 “Thanks.” He ruffles my hair and 

marches upstairs, humming “Somewhere 

over the Rainbow.” 

 Suddenly, a horrible retching sound 

bursts out of my throat. It feels scratchy, like 

someone’s rubbing sandpaper all over the 

inside. Dad turns around.  

 “Say something, Sport?” 

 I can’t answer. My whole body feels 

like it’s being poked by a million pins from 

the inside. Something’s trying to get out 

from under my skin. I can see it moving—

or, I can see them moving. They look like 

tiny, wriggling maggots.  

 “Son! Are you choking on 

something?” He looks seriously alarmed 

now. 

 My skin breaks all over my body. 

The things under my skin pop into view. I 

can’t believe my eyes. They’re feathers, 

bright green giant feathers. Before I can 

contemplate what’s happening to me, I look 

like a gigantic green Big Bird and my nose 

is starting to lengthen. 

 I feel like Pinocchio—until my 

mouth starts to disappear and my nose splits 

in two. It’s turning black. My dad’s staring 

at me, white-faced, frozen with fear. His 

mustache is quivering so much, I almost 

want to laugh. Well, I would want to laugh if 

I wasn’t rapidly turning into a…a something 

at the moment! 

 Suddenly, I feel myself shrinking. 

My clothes are getting bigger and 

bigger…Dad is suddenly an intimidating 

giant! A frightened chirp escapes from what 

once was my mouth.  

 And suddenly, all is silent. 

Everything stops. My dad is standing over 

me, muttering nonsense under his breath. 

Suddenly, he gets very red in the face and 

falls to the floor with a thunk. But I have 

bigger worries.  

 I give my arms an experimental 

flap—wait a second, I don’t have arms. Just 

wings.  

 Shaking, I flap my wings once. 

Nothing happens. I flap them harder—only 

they don’t stop. They keep on fluttering and 

fluttering and fluttering until my head hits 

the ceiling. I catch sight of myself in the 

mirror and nearly fall out of the air.  

 Staring back at me is a tiny green 

hummingbird with tiny black eyes, a long, 

slender beak, and a red patch on its back. 

After a few seconds, I realize that the bird is 

me.  

  For some weird reason, the first 

thing I do is fly out of our open window and 

taste the hummingbird food from the feeder. 

It tastes completely different. Delicious. 

Alright…I’m done with my little 

experiment. I want to be me again. Before I 

can fly back through the window, a strong 

wind blows by and shuts it. Daaaaaaang it! 

 Hmm…looks like I’m not going 

anywhere for a while. Oh well…while I’m 

at it, I might as well meet the famous 

Suzykins…and save the awkward questions 

from the Darlings for my parents. But one 

more thing before I go: let my story be a 

lesson to you. NEVER EAT 

HUMMINGBIRD FOOD. ♥♥♥♥♥ 

 

Ask Audrey 

By Audrey Gage 

 
Dear Audrey,  

How did Mommy and Daddy meet? 

—Curious in Charlottesville  

 

Dear Curious, 

They went to the same school. At 

school, they were in the same classroom 

and then they asked each other what 

their names were. They had to meet each 



other because they were going to sit next 

to each other. 

—Audrey 

 

Dear Audrey, 

What’s the best way to clip my 

kittens’ toenails? 

—Desperate in Detroit 

 

Dear Desperate, 

Wrap your kitty in a blanket like always 

and if they scratch or bite, squirt or flick 

them. If they run away, grab them and 

keep them tight in your arms and clip 

their toenails.  Make sure you don’t clip 

them too far back.  

—Audrey 

 

Dear Audrey, 

One of my kittens always steals 

photographs! I don’t know what to 

do! Help! 

—Annoyed in Alabama  

 

Dear Annoyed, 

Draw pictures. Take the other ones and 

put them in the room they don’t go in 

that much or aren’t allowed in. 

Sometimes don’t let them take the 

pictures. If you see them steal the 

pictures, squirt them. Maybe then they 

won’t steal pictures so much.  

—Audrey 

 

Dear Audrey, 

I have trouble falling asleep at night.  

What do you think is wrong with me? 

—Insomniac in Illinois  

 

Dear Insomniac, 

Nothing really. It’s just that you need to 

try harder. Pray to God that you can 

sleep and say, “In Jesus’ name, amen” 

after each prayer.  

—Audrey 

 

Dear Audrey, 

How do you know when you’re in 

love? 

—Love struck in Louisiana  

 

Dear Love struck,  

I don’t know really. It’s just that 

sometimes you get embarrassed and 

stuff and don’t want to sit with him 

because people laugh at you. Sometimes 

you feel happy and you feel like your 

heart is big and filled with love.  

—Audrey ♥♥♥♥♥ 

 

Mom’s Corner 

By So Young Gage 

 
 There’s nothing I love more than 

cooking for my family. I like to try new 

recipes and see the reaction I get from 

them. I just made a delicious tortilla 

soup. I knew this one was a keeper when 

the kids were quiet for most of the meal. 

Afterwards everyone gave the soup big 

thumbs up! The preparation was a little 

laborious, but the cooking was easy; I 

just got to put my feet up and wait for 

the crock pot to do all the work! I love 

my crock pot! 

 

Here’s the recipe. 

 

Ingredients 

1 pound shredded, cooked chicken 



1 (15 ounce) can whole peeled tomatoes, 

mashed 

1 (10 ounce) can enchilada sauce 

1 medium onion, chopped 

1 (4 ounce) can chopped green Chile 

peppers 

2 cloves garlic, minced 

2 cups water 

1 (14.5 ounce) can chicken broth 

1 teaspoon cumin 

1 teaspoon chili powder 

1 teaspoon salt 

1/4 teaspoon black pepper 

1 bay leaf 

1 (10 ounce) package frozen corn 

1 tablespoon chopped cilantro 

7 corn tortillas 

Vegetable oil 

 

Directions: 

1. Place chicken, tomatoes, 

enchilada sauce, onion, green 

Chiles, and garlic into a slow 

cooker. Pour in water and 

chicken broth, and season with 

cumin, chili powder, salt, pepper, 

and bay leaf. Stir in corn and 

cilantro. Cover, and cook on Low 

setting for 6 to 8 hours or on 

High setting for 3 to 4 hours. 

Preheat oven to 400 degrees F 

(200 degrees C).  

2. Lightly brush both sides of      

tortillas with oil. Cut tortillas into 

strips, then spread on a baking sheet.  

3. Bake in preheated oven until 

crisp, about 10 to 15 minutes. To 

serve, sprinkle tortilla strips over 

soup.  

*From Allrecipes.com 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Praying’ For Ya!  

By Lindsay Gage 

 
 Can’t get enough sleep? Is 

counting sheep not good enough? I have 

the perfect solution; pray yourself to 

sleep! But what to pray? Here are some 

suggestions: 

 

1. Please keep praying for my mom, 

who has a brain tumor. 

2. Please keep praying for little 

Naomi, who drowned but 

miraculously survived and is 

recovering. She is able to live at 

home now. 

3. Pray that God will provide food 

and water for the kids in the 

drought in Africa.  

4. Pray for your family!!! 

5. Praise God for what a wonderful 

day it is!!! 

THANK YOU! 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

We Survive the Great 

Quake of 2011! 

By James Gage 
 

 I was at work when it started. I 

heard a distant, growing rumble and felt 

the ground shake slightly. At first, I 

thought that it was a large truck parking 

outside the building as they sometimes 

do, but then I realized the ground was 

shaking too much for it to be that. 

 The trembling increased as the 

seconds passed. I stood up and looked 

around, wondering if I was the only one 

who thought this was unusual. Nobody 

in my cubicle area seemed to notice. 

Soon a small mirror on my desk began to 

wobble back and forth with force. It was 

at that moment that I realized it was an 

earthquake. I don’t think I would have 

known this had we not been through a 

smaller earthquake in 2010. Until then, I 

didn’t think earthquakes ever happened 

in Virginia. 

 My coworkers soon stood up as 

well, and we all began walking toward 

the exit. Well, most of us walked; a few 

ran. I said, “Don’t panic!” I don’t think 

anyone was listening. 

 It occurred to me as I walked that 

it could also be something more serious, 

like a nuclear blast or large explosion in 

nearby DC. I work as an IT contractor 

for the State Department, so this thought 

is never distant from my mind. But the 

duration of the tremor convinced me that 

it was an earthquake. 

 We are on the first floor of a one-

story building, so everybody was outside 

quickly. We all stood in the parking lot 

and talked. Most of us were amazed and 

actually kind of excited about what we  

 

 

 

had gone through. Many people tried to 

make calls with their cell phones, 

including me to So Young, but none 

were going through. Once back inside, 

we searched the Internet to find out the 

magnitude of the quake and were 

dumbfounded to discover that it was 5.9. 

 When the rumbling began, So 

Young and Shannon were at home. The 

cleaning ladies were upstairs tidying up. 

Shannon and So Young heard it and felt 

the shaking. They both thought, “What 

are the cleaning ladies doing up there?” 

So Young quickly realized it was an 

earthquake and had Shannon stand under 

a doorway with her. (We later found out 

that doorways aren’t the best place to 

seek cover.) I eventually reached So 

Young by calling our home phone from 

my work phone. She was very disturbed 

by the quake, so I drove home and 

worked from there for the afternoon. 

 Lindsay and Audrey were at the 

fabric store with Nana. When the quake 

started, a lady screamed and everybody 

exited the store, some running. The girls 

reported that Nana was very calm 

throughout the event. They were 

eventually allowed back in to complete 

their purchases, but for some reason 

fabric cutting was forbidden. 

 Our friends KT and Elaine had 

perhaps the most interesting story to tell 

about the earthquake. They were at the 

zoo before, during, and after. Just before 

it started, the tiger stood close to the bars 

and growled ferociously. He then leapt 

into a tree and devoured an unsuspecting 

bird, brutally ripping it apart. The 

octopus was unusually lively on that 

day, grappling with a ball. Thirty or so 

zoo patrons encircled a cicada and a bee 

engaged in a pitched battle to the death. 



The normally taciturn zebras were also 

in open conflict, rising on their hind legs 

to fight each other. And all of that 

occurred before the earthquake. The 

Washington Zoo isn’t normally so 

exciting, I assure you. The Washington 

Post reported about strange zoo animal 

behavior the next day. None of their 

anecdotes were as interesting as what 

KT and Elaine observed. After the 

quake, KT and Elaine saw the dark side 

of human nature too, as metro 

passengers grappled to get on trains and 

even pushed an old couple aside to 

board. 

 We are blessed because the 

quake was not catastrophic, like some 

that occur in California and other parts 

of the world. For those in the DC region, 

it was mostly a novelty, a diverting 

distraction from everyday events. We 

also waited out Hurricane Irene, which 

came just four days after the earthquake. 

For us, this just meant rain and wind that 

is greatly diminished in an area so far 

from the ocean. 

♥♥♥♥♥



 

Harry Potter  

A Word search by Shannon Gage 

WORDS: Dumbledore, Hermione, Magic, 

Slytherin, Gryffindor, Harry Potter, Hogwarts, 

Hufflepuff, Ravenclaw, Ron, Voldemort. 
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Picture of the Post: Jesus said, “Let the little children come to me, and do not hinder them, for the kingdom of heaven belongs to 

such as these.” Matthew 19:14. By Lindsay Gage.  
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