
Part 1:  Boston, Massachusetts 
Sam hurried down the street, not looking at anybody.  If he was caught by a Tory, 
or worse, a Lobsterback, he’d be done for.  He was carrying a message from Sam-
uel Adams to Paul Revere.  It was for a group called the “Sons of Liberty.”  Sam 
personally had nothing to do with them – he’d gone into a shop, in which Sam 
Adams was buying something.  When Adams had seen him, Adams had taken 
Sam outside and told him that Adams was the head of the Sons of Liberty, and 
asked him to please take this note to Paul Revere, the silversmith.  Adams had 
hastily scribbled something on the otherwise blank envelope and handed it to Sam.  
Sam was worried.  There was a reward for even knowing the names of one of the 
Sons of Liberty.  It was £5 per name.  Ten pounds!  thought Sam That could pay 
for a slave to help Mother cook and do housework and we’d still have enough 
money left for a doctor to come and help Tom! 

Sam’s brother Tom was nine, a year younger than Sam and had pneumonia.  
Sam’s closest friend was Tom.  They had shared a room.  But 
when Tom had come down with the sickness, Sam had 
moved his things to the attic.  The attic was really quite nice 
and bigger than any other room in the house.  It had two beds 
in it, with mattresses, and various other things.  But Sam 
missed having Tom. 

Sam should tell the first Lobsterback he saw the names of 
Samuel Adams and Paul Revere and give the officer the note.  
The note would probably get 10 pounds alone, because it 
probably had information in it about the plans of the Sons of 
Liberty.  Ten more pounds . . . well, wow.  Sam didn’t know 
why he wasn’t telling anybody about this.  He was nearly to 
Paul Revere’s house . . . (To be continued.) 
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Submission from Matty Hack 

Matty Hack has submitted his wonderful picture Southern Birdlife — Florida.  
See it on page 4. 

I’m sorry that I didn’t put “The Fair (Part 7)” in this issue, but I didn’t have 
enough space.  It’ll be in the next issue. 

Also, I apologize to Lena Hathaway for totally copying her “The Nonsense 
Story” in the last issue.  She asked me to write this so I would be publicly 
shamed. 

Zoe Crane, Publisher 

A Lobsterback soldier 
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And suddenly . . . (sorry, I couldn’t resist doing that), something opened my bedroom door.  I heard Jane whisper, 
“Aaron”   

Uh-oh.  I’d gotten so carried away with imag . . . ingaing . . . well, whatever the word is . . . 
things the creaking could be, that I’d totally forgotten to turn off my flashlight and pretend I 
was asleep.   

My sister said, “Pssst!  Aaron, I can tell you’re awake by the fact that the flashlight is on.  
Please, we’re wasting time!” 

“Wasting time on what?” I said.  It was a pretty fair question. 

“Getting into the attic!  Duh!” 

“We’re still going to do that?” I asked.  Another amazingly inte . . . Lectualint . . . Whatever it is for really smart 
comment. 

“Yeah!  Or are you too creeped out by the fact that there’s lightning and thunder?  Let’s go!”    (To be continued.) 

     
    
 

   
    

   

  

When Kitty woke up, she wondered where she was.  Then, she saw the note, and everything came back to her.  
“Maybe explore upstairs.”  Hmmm.  Now there was a thought. 

First, however, Kitty had to find a map.  She’d taken so many twists and turns it was impossible to know where she 
was.  She was far away from anywhere she’d ever been before.  Possibly, out of curfew zone.  If she was, she could 
sue the Night Police for chasing her into this house.  They are lawfully entitled to give up the chase at a curfew line.  
But the courts were partial, and it was a case she couldn’t win.  She’d have to pay a lot of money for the train ride to 
the capital, and she’d be imprisoned for a night if she admitted that she’d breaken curfew.  The courts were designed 
that way:  so that the common people couldn’t win any cases, but they could still sue, and have to pay money to the 
government, because the loser of a case had to pay the late fee, and the rich men, and that type, always turned up late 
on purpose.  Kitty set off to look for a map.  The most likely place would be a study or a bathroom.  

(To be continued.) 
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Aaron’s Tale (Part 2) 

Code Cracker! 

Halloween (Part 3) 

Below is a code.  Crack the code! 

EBERWHITE KIDS’  COURIER 

The night sky like it was that 
night 

A is  B is  C is  

D is  E is  F is  

G is  H is  I is  

J is  K is  L is  

M is  N is  O is  

P is  Q is  R is  

S is  T is  U is  

V is  W is  X is  

Y is  Z is  



What’s your favorite animal?  If you want to know what animal you have for an animal spirit 
(out of the six animals below), answer the questions on the handout that you got with this issue. 

The animals are rabbit, dog, cat, wolf, tiger or monkey. 

Yours, 

Zoe Crane, Publisher 

 

If you think of a caption for one, two, three, or all of 
these pictures, please email it to ljcranford@yahoo.com.  
It’ll be in the next issue in this article space! 

The Kitty of the Fortunes and the Dog King  
of the World 

Phunny Picture Captions 

What’s Your Favorite Animal? 
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A dog, one of the 
six animals listed 
to the left 

Oh me oh my, I hope my bad 
fortune won’t come to pass to-
day.  I’m gonna have pizza at 
lunch, and I don’t want to miss 
it! 

And your fortune 
shall be . . .  



Email ljcranford@yahoo.com to 
submit to the EKC! 

EBERWHITE NEIGHBORHOOD 
ROCKS!  

Haunting about go the ghosts, waiting for the witches, 

Around about the moon go the werewolves’ howls, 

Long sounding through the night is the witch’s cackle, 

Loud is the sound of the Flying Dutchman’s creak, 

Owned by the dragon is the stash of gold, 

When the moon grows full, 

East wind comes and tugs the leaves, 

Everyone prepares for a spooky night, 

Never again for a year! 

 

 

HALLOWEEEEEEEEN!!!!!!! 

Poetry Box — Halloween  

The EKC is online at 
selmaannarbor.org. 

Confused Says: 

The year is 359476333, 
and the latest invention 
is fire. 

Southern Birdlife –– Florida    By Matty Hack 
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