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Letter from the Editors

Welcome to the 19th publication of the Scholé Chronicle! We hope
this edition finds you pleasantly warm and full of Thanksgiving’s food
and hungry still for the excitement of the nearing Christmas season.

This has been such an exciting edition to work on. The overflow of
submissions was exhilarating. All of them were of excellent
craftsmanship and wondrous beauty. Thank you so much to all the
students who submitted.

This edition holds delicious recipes and intriguing interviews, along
with fantastical short stories and uplifting spiritual poems. Our theme
for this edition was inspired by the many realms of fantasy. Here, you
will find everything from reflections on Tolkien’s classic masterpieces
to the creation of new tales.

This year, we have also welcomed several new members to the team! Give
them a big round of applause for the beautiful work they have done! We
are so grateful to have them! Many thanks to all of our fantastic
editors and designers who have made this edition possible.

As we enter this season of Christmas, may we reflect upon the birth of
our blessed Savior, who came into our world to free us. May these weeks
of advent be full of beauty, blessings, and hope.

Dear Readers
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About the Artist

I am 15 and am in 10th grade. In my
free time I love reading and

writing poetry, singing as well as
chanting and working on small

embroidery projects.

By Sophia

Seasonal Embroidery
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About the author

The Forest
By Carmen Y.

My name is Carmen; I am 13 years old.
I enjoy singing, songwriting, playing

guitar, D&D, and I ride horses!

It was summer, scorching hot 
When I went walking 
I still don't know if what I saw was real or not 
But through the years I've gone back to that memory 

The garden was guarded by a gate, painted golden and blue 
It was beautiful and through the gate you will see
Something so extraordinary, you may not believe 

The garden wore many colors but they were all sheeted in white 
The frost was sparkling in the downy night 
with stars smattering the sky all of them shining bright 

The trees stood tall and strong 
Each leaf bright red orange and yellow 
As if they were still stuck in fall 
As if Autumn said “I'm not done, at all!” 
 
There were no sounds expect the rushing of the brook below 
And the singing of the newly hatched birds 
A doe with her fawn came running past 
Hopping over the fallen trees graceful and fast 

This is the garden where all the seasons stay 
Until it is their turn to come out and play 
The time here goes slow but fast 
This is the garden that will forever last
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Hi, I’m Elaina. I am 16 years old and
grade 10. I like to take pictures. I’m
not sure what my favorite season of the

year is but I definitely like fall!
Colorful leaves, cool weather, hot

chocolate and cozy sweaters.
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about the photographer

Seasonal Photography
By Elaina W.
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The Year’s Fade
By Marie V.

As summer whispers secrets to the night,  
The leaves begin their dance, a bittersweet flight,  
Once bright and verdant, now tinged with despair,  
Each hue a memory, each gust a cold stare. 

The trees stand taller, but their spirits grow thin,  
In the silence of dusk, where the shadows begin,  
A canvas of gold painted slowly in loss,  
Nature wears her crown, but knows the cost.  

Time slips through fingers like the grains of sand,  
Each day a reminder, not wholly unplanned,  
We watch as the seasons, like heartbeats, align,  
The rhythm of change becomes ours to define.

In the rustling leaves, I hear whispers of pain,  
Stories of yearning and dreams caught in rain.  
What was once full of life now trembles in dread,  
A tapestry frayed where our hopes once were spread.

With the onset of autumn, reflections unfold,  
And in every blistering gust, a truth to be told.  
A year passes swiftly, oh how fleeting the light,  
Like the fading of warmth in the deepening night. 

What once was so vivid can dull to a haze,  
As laughter grows distant, lost in the maze,  
Our hearts, like the branches, both tremble and sway,  
Shaped by the seasons, yet yearning to stay.  
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Moments are treasures, yet scattered like leaves, 
Now lost in the shuffle of what one believes. 
We wear our transitions like garments of grief, 
Stripped bare in the echoes, our souls seeking relief. 

Each passing month brings a gradual decay, 
The beauty of life will not linger or stay. 
Yet still, as the frost creeps in soft-laden grace, 
The heart learns to cherish the warmth of a trace.

In the stillness of twilight, a glimmer of hope, 
As the sunsets blaze bright, we learn how to cope. 
For change is an artist, with brushstrokes of time, 
Transforming us gently through love and through rhyme. 

So let the leaves fall, let them scatter the ground, 
Let the winds wail their sorrow, let silence surround. 
For in every descent, there’s an echo of light, 
A promise of spring waiting just out of sight. 

As the year spins its wheel, we, too, spin around, 
With seasons of laughter, and seasons of sound. 
We may change like the leaves, both fragile and bold, 
Learning to embrace every story retold. 

So when winter envelopes all hues into gray, 
Remember, dear heart, this is part of the play. 
In the cycle of life, we must learn to believe, 
That even in change, there’s a beauty to weave.

About the author

I am 17 years old, and
in my junior year.



Thematic
Column

“The realm of fairy-story is wide and
deep and high and filled with many

things: all manner of beasts and birds
are found there; shoreless seas and stars

uncounted; beauty that is an
enchantment, and an ever-present peril;
both joy and sorrow as sharp as swords.”

~J.R.R. Tolkien

10
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Fantasy Essay

 In the conclusion of his essay “On Fairy Stories,” J.R.R. Tolkien writes, “God is the
Lord, of angels, and of men—and of elves” (Tolkien, On Fairy Stories). Yet many
people in the modern world believe the opposite is true. How can mere fictions, the
paradigm of unreality, reflect anything about the ultimate Truth? The answer is
simple: the nature of fantasy itself. Magical tales are not opposed to Christianity;
they are gifts wholly united to the Christian worldview, one magical creature at a
time.  
 Fantasy often appears dark and dreadful. Yet, the villains of fantasy are not merely
the antagonists of a childish plot; they embody the reality of sin. Sauron in The
Lord of the Rings perfectly exemplifies this. The menacing eye of Sauron consumes
all that is good in burning flame. The corruption of Sauron replicates the warning
of Saint Peter: “Your adversary the devil prowls around like a roaring lion, seeking
some one to devour. Resist him, firm in your faith” (1 Peter 5:8-9). Sauron is a figure
of the Prince of Darkness, one who longs that the righteous suffer eternal death in
Hell. The depraved images of fallen fantasy characters reveal the true danger in the
world: the reality of temptation, the snares of the Evil One. It is only when physical
matter enshrouds the darkness, when sin becomes a distinct entity, that man is fully
aware of the gravity of sin. The best fantasies are sermons against evil just as much as
they are stories about heroes.  
 The devil, however, is not the only twisted being. As Lewis’ The Screwtape Letters
affirms, there are many demons who serve the Prince of Darkness, just as fairy tale
monsters serve the archvillain. The chief adversary of a novel always has sub-villains
who share his motive: the destruction of the hero’s soul. Tolkien’s orcs are innately
and permanently evil as the servants of Sauron. Though not as powerful as the Prince
of Darkness himself, the orcs wreak havoc upon those who are good; they are an
immediate threat even beyond Sauron. The haunting monsters of the fairy tale world
reflect Saint Peter’s exhortation to “be sober, be watchful”: though Satan himself
might not be at work, less powerful devils always are. The monsters are just as much
of a threat as the prime villain; so are “minor devils” equally ferocious as their
leader.  
 Fantasy also reveals the reality of the human condition, most apparent in the
presence of magic. Though glittering spells are not apparent to the everyday eye,
forces which enchant even the mundane are ever-present: the temptation to power
and the reality of God’s grace. The fallen wizard is the image of power gone wrong.
Magic drove Queen Jadis of The Magician’s Nephew to destroy her entire city with
her magic; as soon as she said the forbidden spell, everything crumbled in a flash.
Though the average person may not be able to cast such a spell, the desire for total

By Caitlin M.
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Fantasy Essay

 control is ubiquitous in fallen humanity. Fantasy allows man to plumb the depths of
his sin, but it reflects another element as well: redemption through the grace of
God. 
 Such redemption is, indeed, mirrored in those who use their magic for the good of
others. Just like earthly power, magic is not an inherent evil. If man uses it for good,
he will bless the world abundantly. Aristotle defined moral virtue as “coming about
by habit” (Aristotle, Nicomachean Ethics, 2.1). Virtuous characters are truly good
when they repeatedly choose what is morally upright, even in the midst of crushing
difficulty. Galadriel in The Lord of the Rings exemplifies the persistent resistance
to temptation in her refusal of the Rings of power. Galadriel, who possesses one of
the nine Rings, has access to nearly unlimited power, which could save her country if
she would exchange her soul for her nation. As she is tested, Galadriel is ever wise,
and she chooses eternal salvation instead. Virtue is objective: what is good does not
change as authors transport readers to new worlds. Fantasy provides not just
examples of sinners, but of saints, creatures whom Christians must strive to imitate. 
 The beautiful creatures in fantasy, too, reflect the goodness of God’s creation.
Though there are frightening monsters, God also sends ambassadors to bless the
world. The good creatures in fantasy, from friendly mice in The Wizard of Oz to
Aslan’s followers in The Chronicles of Narnia, are the images of God’s angels, who
nurture and assist His creatures. Psalm 91:12 assures Christians of the angels’
assistance: “They shall bear you upon their hands lest you strike your foot against a
stone.” The protagonists in fantasy need the assistance of these creatures, just as
Christians on Earth need the help of pure spirits. The noble creatures of fantasy are
reminders of God’s love, which are present on Earth just as they are in the world of
the imagination. Such gifts from the Lord revive hope in the protagonists; so, too,
should they ignite a flame of thanksgiving in the Christian. 
 Fantasy ultimately points the reader toward the highest good: the Creator.
Wherever human beings create, God’s mercy is present. There are monsters in this
world; there will always be orcs, just as Sauron still roams the earth. Yet there is
always a God more powerful than all the darkness combined. Elves still sing in
Tolkien’s Lothlórien; angels still guard every nation, every beast, each human soul.
Fantasy is an emblem of Christian hope. May all embrace this hope today. 

By Caitlin M.

Hello! My name is Caitlin, and this is my first year
at Scholé Academy. My greatest passions are theology

and philosophy, where I may glorify God and the
beauty of His creatures. When I am not buried in a
dusty old book, I am drawing, writing, and baking.

About The Author
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Lord of The Rings Photography 
By Leia M.

My name is Leia. I am 15 years
old and in 9th grade. I really

enjoy music (piano and singing).
I also enjoy soccer and dancing.

About the Photographer 
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Broth and Stock

 In the forest of faraway Delyn, there once lived a woodcutter with his wife and
their three daughters: Rose, Ebony, and Bianca. 
The woodcutter’s name was Basil; that of his wife, Sarah. Basil was a good man who
worked hard and never grew bitter of heart in difficult times. As for Sarah, the
cottage in which they lived glowed with hope and happiness because of her
comforting presence. The three girls were each different in their own ways, yet
equally loved by their parents. 
After some time, Sarah gave birth to another baby girl, Berenice. When five years had
passed, Berenice began eating outdoors on warm days. One morning the sun was
shining, the wind was blowing, the red-gold leaves spun and danced, landing where
they pleased. Berenice sat on the back step with her porridge. She called to her sister
Rose, “Please fetch me a drink of water, for I am so thirsty!” 
 Rose saw that although the day was still new, it was already quite warm. She took
both their cups to the nearby well. 
The summer had been dry, and the water level had not risen since. The bucket fell for
a long time before reaching the water. It caught on something and could not be
pulled up. 
 Rose tugged at the rope with all her strength. She stopped to catch her breath, and
suddenly an invisible force dragged her into the well with terrifying speed. She
slipped underwater and found herself in the Wellworld that lies below. 
 She sat in a green meadow hemmed with tall, dark pines. The air was tinted with the
soft, golden light of late afternoon. 
A small house stood at the meadow’s edge. Inside, a grey-haired woman spun the
strangest flax Rose had ever seen: at once every color imaginable, and yet no color at
all. 
 “Godmother Holly,” Rose cried, “you have not visited us for years!”
“But I never forgot you, my grey-eyed redhead,” she replied. “I remember you
running about, chasing butterflies, catching frogs. I well remember you: clumsy and
careless, happy and good-natured. Come, have some supper and tell me all that has
happened since last I saw you.” 
Eating chicken soup in the morning felt very odd. 
 “In my house, there is a rule that you must eat all the broth before the stock,” said
the woman. 
Rose tried to follow this rule, but pieces of chicken occasionally floated into her
spoon. She eagerly related all the news, and the time flew by, until she remembered
Berenice patiently waiting for her. With a cheerful goodbye, she stepped through 

By Rosemary L.
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Broth and Stock

the door and was instantly transported home with the two cups: one empty, one full.
“Have I been gone long?” she asked. 
“No,” Berenice replied, pouring some of her water into Rose’s cup. At the peak of
day, the sun was blazing, the wind was sighing, the red-gold leaves tumbled around
with reckless abandon. Berenice sat on the back step with her bread and butter. She
called to her sister Ebony, “Please fetch me some water, for I am so thirsty!” 
 Ebony scowled, but the day was hot and she was also thirsty. She took both their cups
to the well.
When she lowered the bucket and could not pull it up, she climbed down into the
well to free it and lost her grip, falling into Wellworld. 
 It was still late afternoon, but now the woman was winding and measuring the
mysterious flax thread. 
 “Godmother Holly,” Ebony cried, “have you been down here all this time?” 
 “Time runs differently here, my blue-eyed lass with the wild black curls,” she
replied. “I remember you, sullenly refusing to do as you were told. I well remember
you: sour, cross, and sharp-tongued. Come, have some supper and tell me all that has
happened since last I saw you.” 
 Ebony did not bother separating broth from stock, and when asked for news, she
answered rudely and abruptly. She could not leave soon enough, and when she stepped
through the door, she found herself back at home with the two cups: both empty,
bone dry. 
At day’s end, the sun was setting, the wind was rising, the red-gold leaves frantically
scattered into deepening shadows. Berenice sat on the back step with her stew. She
called to her sister Bianca, “Please go fetch me some water, for I am so thirsty!”
Bianca was already at the well with both cups. She lowered the bucket and could not
pull it up. When she turned away to call for help, she was forcefully dragged down
into Wellworld. 
 No time had passed since Ebony’s departure, but now the woman was snipping the
unusual yarn into lengths with a pair of copper scissors. 
“Godmother Holly,” Bianca cried, “I have not seen you for years!” 
 “Neither have I seen you, my black-eyed lass with the white-blond hair,” she replied.
“I remember you helping with housework, stitching samplers. I well remember you:
quiet and observant. Come, have some supper and tell me all that has happened since I
saw you last.” 
Bianca took great pains to eat every drop of broth before she got to the stock. She
would gladly have spent the evening talking with her godmother, but after a while
she excused herself, saying, “I must go back to my sister now.” 

By Rosemary L.
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Broth and Stock
By Rosemary L.

My name is Rosemary L. I am 17
years old and in 12th grade. I
love reading and writing. My

three favorite fantasy novels are
The Black Cauldron, The Dragon's
Tooth, and Howl's Moving Castle.
My three favorite fairy tales are
Red Riding Hood, The Firebird,

and Coraline.

About The Author

“Little Berenice,” her godmother mused. “Tawny hair, green eyes, and a wise heart
for one so young.” 
When Bianca stepped through the door, she found herself back at home with the two
cups: both brimming with water. 
 She and Berenice sat on the back step, watching the sun drown and calm night flood
the land.
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Fantastic Art
By Grace A.

My name is Grace. I live in
Africa and I am 12 years old. I'm
in grade 7. Some things I enjoy
are playing with my dog, Oreo,
baking bread and drawing with
colored pencil over watercolor.

About the Artist 
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What is Fantasy?
By Grace A.

Some people greatly mistake fantasy;
They think it simply some unreal idea—

Of my immature and unrealistic mind, perhaps;
But no, that belief holds no truth: they are greatly mistaken.

Nay, it is their unrealistic fantasy that holds them back
From seeing the wonders, the magic,

The shimmering, iridescent talent of the mind—
A star of shining flames.

One can easily access this star.
A simple reach; a cautious, delicate hold

As one gazes into it with wonder and delight.
Different tales, creatures, people—

Unicorns and pegasus, with shimmering flanks and graceful wings;
Nymphs, faeries, gods: the children of nature,

Clothed in mist and adorned with flowers and laurel;
Dim, dusky woods, where strong webs of enchantment rule;

Kings, queens, princesses and princes, bedecked in jewels,
Shining-eyed, strong, beautiful, and courageous;

Sorcerers and enchantresses;
Tales of the emerald sea and the creatures that lurk just below the foam;

Ships: vessels of mystery, gliding atop the sea;
Dragons, demons of fire,

Coated in deadly gems and iron scales, wielding the breath of death;
Mountains, stately and gloomy;

Castles, towers, dungeons; romance, adventure, swords, legends—
—All are caught in the swirling depths of the star.
Yet this star, this lustrous work of enchantment,

Must be handled carefully.
For different elements are needed to grant it its brilliance:

Imagination, joy, sorrow, courage, virtue, truth—
If but one of these is forgotten, all is lost,

For virtues and truth are the foundation of the star,
And imagination builds her temple upon it;

And what is the mind for,
if it creates things without the foundations of truth and goodness?

But what is this star?
This thing, this magnum opus—where do I find it, you ask?

Ah, ‘tis simple.
A simple book is a complex universe,

A work of art, a shining star, a fantasy.
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What is Fantasy?
By Annabelle K.

Hello! I’m Annabelle, the eldest
of six and an aspiring poet,
author, artist, and musician.
Along with doing all those

things, I also love romping with
my little siblings, spending time
in the real, glorious, magical
outdoors, and searching for the
enchantments, great and small,
that God has woven into all the

things in our world.

About the Poet 

The old pages never lose their radiance
For a such a star, if built on a strong foundation,
Will last unto the ages and gladden many hearts.

Fantasy sweeps us away from the world,
It is an escape from the world;
A good one, when used rightly.
But hear my words of warning—

Let not your fantasy lead you astray,
Or make you forget your place in the real world,

Nor the beauty and adventure of this world;
But rather, enjoy it while it lasts,

And having held the star of wonder,
Return to the world refreshed.
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The Legend of Beowulf
By Lela C.

Hello! My name is Lela. I am in
9th grade. My favorite subjects

are literature and history.
Poetry is one of my favorite
pastimes because it combines 2

things I love: music and
language! Some of my hobbies
include playing violin, piano,

singing hymns, sketching
and reading classic literature.

About the Poet 

From the land of Geats there rose a man
With soul of strength and sword of hand

He led the conquering of the beast,
The midnight-horror causing grief.

And what would now this young prince do
But slay the monstrous mother too?
His people, delivered, glad and free

Rejoiced with him his victory.

For fifty years he ruled as king
Though we know not of most his reign.

His pride increased, a shadow-thorn
That wisdom could not well reform.

One day he left without a fear
And, knowing not his end was near,

He sought to fight the winged-lord
Who watched in greed his golden hoard.

The battle came, and he did choose
To pass with glory should he lose.

The dawn-light vanished, dead to Fate.
And soon arrived at Heaven’s Gate.

We know this warrior now as one
Who fought for triumph, fought to win.

Alas! for as he rose to fame
King Beowulf did fall

the same!
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By Lilias

By Mary Sophia L.

Hi! My name is Mary Sophia L.
I am in 9th grade and almost
15. I love reading christian
themed fantasy books like the
Wingfeather Saga and I love
to draw! This is my third
year at Schole Academy and
I'm so grateful for the
teachers, friends, and
opportunities that make

learning here such a gift!

About the Artist 

Hi, I'm Lilias, I'm eleven
years old and I'm in fifth

grade. This is my second year
at Schole Academy. I like to
write, draw, be outside in

nature, go swimming, and ride
horses (When I get the

chance).

About the Artist 
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The Story Tree

 Once upon a time, over mountains, valleys, across fjords, beyond dales, past moors,
and far from oceans, there was a tree. This tree was old, so old that it had first been
planted by Adam and Eve. It had huge branches, which spread over a great deal of
ground. Every year it grew its leaves, and every winter lost them. This was an oak
tree, and all kinds of animals had lived around and in it. Birds nested in it; animals
rested in its shade. 
 This tree was special. Men said that once, lightning had struck a small branch, and
the branch had fallen off it. Later a puppet maker had used the branch to make
Pinocchio. Wands were said to be made out of the twigs; unicorns were horses who had
rubbed their heads on the tree’s trunk. 
 But no one knew where this tree grew, or even if it existed. Every story teller, bard,
sailer, and magician had theories as to where this tree grew, but there was only one
agreed on fact: 
 When God made the world, He made the Story Tree for people. Every story that was
ever told, written or thought of, came from the Story Tree. The Tree’s roots were
deep, and its fallen leaves traveled all over the world, which is why most stories are
told in the winter, which is when the Tree’s leaves reach most people. 
 Some say that there is a Song Tree as well, but from what I have heard, the Story
Tree uses songs to make stories. 
 This is the story of the only time in memory that someone has found the tree. That
person was me, and many things happened while I lived in the branches of the Story
Tree. 
 When I was young, I sailed the seas, and it was while on one of my journeys that I
first heard of the Story Tree. I was sixteen, a young lad, still a cabin boy on the old
‘Cynthia. Cooky told me while telling me the tale of Aladdin, saying that a single
thread of Aladdin’s flying carpet had been made from a tiny root of the Tree. 
 It first started when I was in the Mediterranean working on a private clipper as a
cabin boy, which meant that I scrubbed decks and cleaned up when the owner was
looking, and played with the cat when he wasn’t. 
 I remember the first time I heard of the Story Tree. It was late, and the owner Mr.
Smith, and his wife, were already in bed. Cook and I were washing up after supper, and
Cook happened to see a strange design on a greek plate I was washing. It was blue, and
covered in pictures of people. One of the pictures was a man kneeling in front of a
tree with a unicorn standing next to him. Cooky said nothing for a long time when I
gave him the plate, and stared at it for a long time. Then he traced the outline of
the unicorn with his finger. 

By Reagan C.
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The Story Tree

“I saw a unicorn once,” he said slowly, wiping the plate dry and stacking it with the
other china dishes. He looked out the window for a long time, before he pulled out
his wallet. Cook made his own wallet, out of pieces of leather that he collected
around the world. It was huge, full of surprising compartments and pockets. This
time Cooky pulled a single white hair out of the wallet. The hair glowed in the
bright cabin light. It was smoother than glass, and when I pulled my hand away, there
was faint white dust on my finger.
 “This unicorn I saw when I was in Italy. I was working in a hotel in the mountains. I
was feeding my chickens one night and looked up, and there she was.” 
 “The unicorn?” I asked. 
 “Aye,” Cook nodded. “She- and you could tell she was a female, no stallion pranced
so lightly or had such dainty feet- she came up to me, and touched right here with
her horn,” Cook tapped his heart. “ I felt something warm light up inside me, like I’d
just woken up. Then she stomped her pretty golden hoof on the cobblestones, and
suddenly was gone. But she left this,” He held up the hair again, and then carefully
stowed it in his wallet again. “I still use it to this day, in soups and such. Never such a
good thing for making a man happy as putting unicorn hair in his soup.” 
“Does the hair ever get stale or old?” I asked. Cook laughed. 
 “Unicorn hair get old! No boy, I’ve had that hair nigh on fifty years and it still
looks the same as when I was first gifted it.” 
 As time went on and I grew older, the Story Tree’s whispering hint drew me to look
for it, and soon I visited that tree. It was an accident, but there I learned many
things. 
I will tell you of one thing that happened while I was there. 
 I had just discovered the Story Tree, and was sleeping under the tree, when a single
flower dropped next to me. I sat up and looked at the flower. It was pink with veins of
gold. I looked into the flower and saw a tiny girl, just as big as my thumb, with the
dantiest wings, dressed like a queen. She told me she was a fairy, and was to live in 
 China. I learned that there were many kinds of fairies, a different kind of each
continent, and even a special kind for children.

By Reagan C.

My name is Reagan, I am 16, and am a Sophomore.
I have been writing stories since I was 12, and am currently
undergoing the publishing process for a fantasy fiction book
that I have written! I love horseback riding, and do mounted
archery, show jumping, dressage, and I make medieval costumes

for my horses. I also paint, and my favorite subject in
school is history.

"All we have to decide is what to do with the time given us"
-J.R.R. Tolkien

About The Author
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In Fairy Land
By Walentyna G.

In Fairy Land,
The trees are grand,

And when Fall comes,
The leaves all fall.

Fairies come and take them all,
Away to far away lands,

Where there is an old man.
The man’s name is Time,
And this is all a rhyme.
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Fantastic Art & Photo
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By Elizabeth S.

By Noah B.

My name is Noah, I am 16, and
I am currently a Junior (11th

grade I think) in high
school. I love photography
and the outdoors, and the
farm that I live on gives

ample opportunity for both.

ABout the Photographer 

Elizabeth S. is 15 in her
sophomore year of high

school. She enjoys coaching
gymnastics as well as

competing gymnastics, playing
the piano, the mandolin,

singing and trying new art
mediums and styles.

About the Artist 
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Changeling
Reese

 Jake lay in the underbrush scarcely daring to breathe. Fairies! He had never seen a
fairy before, but the village lore held that at midnight, during the full moon, there
would be a gathering of sprites at the Fairy Ring. And here he was, at twelve o’clock,
during the full moon! 
 Suddenly, out of the corner of his eye there was a twinkle of light. He turned to
look at it, but nothing was there. Laughter came from all around and another
twinkle of light burst out in his peripheral vision. The sprites were dancing. 
Servants of the Fairy Queen 
Dancing ‘round her, half unseen. 
‘Round and ‘round the Fairy Ring 
Let’s bring to her a Changeling! 
Suddenly, Jake felt very tired. He sank to the grass, half asleep. The last thing he
heard was the laughing of fairies as they danced over him.
 * * * 
 When Jake woke up he found himself in a large room made of what seemed to be
crystal as clear as water. He leapt up, remembering last night’s events. 
Had the fairies abducted him? 
 At the other end of the room were three doors. It took him a while to decide which
one of the doors to open, but eventually he decided on the one to the right. 
 He opened the door and walked through. On the other side of the door was a
courtyard, and in the center of it was a throne, on which sat a beautiful fairy about
three feet tall. 
 “Greetings, mortal,” said the Fairy. “I am Titania, Fairy-Queen. My hand-maids have
brought you to my realm to compete in the Games.” 
 “What games?” Jake asked wonderingly. Nothing so exciting had ever happened to
him before.
 “The Games are a set of quests, or tasks, in which you must out-fox other
Changelings like yourself,” said Titania. “You will not die, though you may be
turned into a toadstool. Some people have even exploded into dandelion fluff,
though I doubt anything like that will happen to you.” 
 Suddenly, an impish voice came from behind him. “Another mortal? Goodness, he
looks half frog already.” Jake turned to see a grinning hobgoblin with a hazel wand in
his hand. 
 “My name is Robin Goodfellow,” said the hobgoblin. “I will be the Overseer of the
Games while you are here. Your first task is to steal the silver sandal of the moon
from a vicious dragon who has taken it. You will be competing against Hector 

By
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Changeling
By Reese

Madison, a mortal from the land of England. Off you go!” 
Suddenly, Jake knew the way he was supposed to go. He ran down a long staircase and
came out at what must be the royal stables, for inside were rows and rows of stalls. In
each stall was a noble creature not unlike a horse, but with wings. Pegasi, Jake had
once heard them called. 
 With newfound confidence, he led one out of its stall and jumped on its back. It
whinnied, before trotting out of the palace. And then, it flew. It soared through
the air faster than anything Jake had ever imagined. The wind whipped his hair back
and tears came to his eyes. He was flying! 
But then, as quickly as it had started, the pegasus alighted on a narrow cliff near
the mouth of a large cave. Was this the dragon’s lair? Just then, a whooshing sound
came from behind him, and a boy of about fourteen landed nearby on what seemed to
be a magic carpet. “Are you Jake O’Connor of Ireland?” asked the boy. 
“Yes,” said Jake hesitantly. 
 “I’m Hector Madison of England. I think I’m your opponent. So do we just go into
the cave and hope for the best?” 
“I guess,” Jake said, shrugging. 
 Hector approached the cave cautiously. He peeked inside. Then he yelled back, “I’m
gonna win!” and dashed into the cave. 
 Jake ran after him into the mouth of the cave. On the other side were three bottles
on a table. Jake ran up to them. The first bottle had a message on it that said, I will
lead you to freedom, the others will lead you
 to death. The second one said, The first tells the truth, yet he will kill you and I
will set you free. The third one said, All us three tell the truth. Hector was
standing by the table looking puzzled. “Which one do you want to drink?” 
 “We have to drink them?” Jake asked, panicked. What if they were all poisoned? 
“Seems that way,” said Hector. 
 Jake looked at the bottles. Suddenly he had the answer. He picked up the third
bottle and swigged down the contents. Suddenly the room spun and he found himself
on a balcony overlooking the room he had just been in. He saw Hector drink the first
bottle and disappear. Ha! The first led to freedom—freedom from the Games. It also
led to death, because eventually Hector would die, like every mortal. Any other
path also led to death. But nothing said the third one led to freedom, therefore it
was the one to bring him to the finish. 
 Just then a roar pulled his attention to the far side of the balcony closest to the
cavern wall. There, sitting on its haunches, was a huge dragon with silvery scales, and
right before it, a silver sandal. 
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He ran towards the dragon. Right as it opened its mouth to melt him with flame, he
grabbed the sandal. Everything faded away, and there he was in the clearing again. It
was morning. 
 Had it all been a dream? But suddenly, he saw, in the dirt, the tiniest footprint–a
fairy-sized footprint. 

My name is Reese, I am 12 years
old, and I am in seventh grade.
My hobbies include reading,

writing, and playing chess. I
hope you enjoyed this story.

About The Author
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Myth Retold: 
Baucis and Philemon Lord Fredrik of Lavenham 

ByKatherine G.

 There was once a very rich lord, Lord Fredrik, who ruled the sprawling city of
Lavenham. He was always quite happy, for after all he owned beautiful lands, lived in
a magnificent mansion, and the rooms within the mansion were filled with priceless
treasures.  
 One day, his friend came back from a visit to Lord Fredrik’s city and said to him,
“Oh, my friend, I had just finished my long journey to Lavenham, and I am saddened. I
was looking for a place to stay before I proceeded to my grandmother’s house, but
every door I knocked on was slammed in my face!” He threw up his hands. “Oh, my
friend! You must fix that problem of hospitality in your city, for Lavenham’s beauty
does not match the people’s souls.” With that, he turned and stomped out the door.  
 Lord Fredrik was surprised to hear his friend’s account. He sat on a chair
overlooking the city and pondered on what he had just heard. His thoughts were
interrupted when his butler came into the room. 
“Sir,” the butler said, “there is a beggar at the door. Shall I send him away for you?”
 “No,” cried Lord Fredrik, jumping from his chair. “Let him in and give him a feast!”
 
 The next day a beggar walked into the city of Lavenham. Of course, the beggar was no
beggar at all, but rather Lord Fredrik in disguise. He decided that if what his friend
said was true, then he would have to see it for himself. 
 Lord Fredrik went from house to house, from apartment to apartment, knocking on
door after door, asking if the residents had a little slice of bread to share with him,
an old beggar. But time after time, the door was indeed slammed in his face. Once the
final door of the upper-level dwelling at the end of the last street of his city was
slammed in his face, he felt a sadness  
overwhelm him. If he could only have found one single household, a single family,
who would show kindness and a generous spirit, then perhaps there would be
something left of his city to save after all. However, having found no such charity,
he felt completely hopeless.  
 He was about to descend the steps into the seemingly murky streets belonging to his
greedy citizens when he noticed a door at the top of the stairs leading to an attic.
The attic was an impossible dwelling for any person to live in. The hot days would
make the space unbearable, and the nights were enough to keep anyone awake and
trembling from the cold. But Lord Fredrik was so desperate to find a single ray of
hope in the city that had lost its color, that he decided to knock on that door. Just
in case.  
Much to his surprise, the door opened, and on the other side of it was a young couple.
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By Katherine G.

“Please,” said Lord Fredrik, “please could you spare a small slice of bread?”
 “Of course!” said the wife. “Come in and stay, please.” 
 When Lord Fredrik entered the house, the overwhelming heat washed over him and
immediately he could see how poor the couple was. Despite that, they still gave him
the best they could offer and although they barely had enough room for the two of
them, they offered him a place to stay for the night. 
 “No,” said Lord Fredrik. Finally finding the hope he was looking for, he felt
compelled to reveal himself. “I mustn’t impede, for I am Lord Fredrik of Lavenham!”
He straightened his posture, threw off his beggar’s cloak, and unveiled his rich
garments. 
The couple stared at him in complete disbelief. 
 “I am so grateful for your generosity,” he said, “and I would like to reward you! For
your kindness and hospitality, I will give you anything money can buy.” 
 “We cannot accept your offer,” the husband said, “for we have everything we need
that money can buy. The only thing my wife and I desire is to be blessed with
children.”
 Lord Fredrik left the home of the couple but could not forget their words.
 How could he bless them and reward them? 
 On his way home, he passed house after house, each one beautiful on the outside but
with ungrateful, unfriendly people inside. How unfair it was that the best people in
the city lived in the worst residence. 
At once he knew what he could do. 
 The next day the young couple received a letter. The first page was a deed to a large
estate with a beautiful home and lush gardens, in the most beautiful part of the city.
On the second page there was a handwritten note from Lord Fredrik, 
A home for you, with plenty of rooms for your many children to come.

Myth Retold: 
Baucis and Philemon Lord Fredrik of Lavenham 

My name is Katherine. I am 11
years old and in grade 7. I am
passionate about books and

horses! My favourite book is
Misty of Chincoteague by

Marguerite Henrey. I currently
ride a horse named Sweet Pea.

About The Author
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Math Mindset!   
By Ainsley VB, with Mrs. Christina Royals 

 Question One: What is the most
damaging thought for someone who
already struggles with math?

 Mrs. Christina Royals: “I’m not good
at math.” 

 Question Two: What is the biggest encouragement you have
for kids who struggle with math? 

 Mrs. Christina Royals: It’s a journey, not a destination.
If you aren't struggling, you aren't learning, and your

brain isn't growing. Embrace brain growth. 

Question Three: What is your favorite quote about math? 
 Mrs. Christina Royals:

-“There is geometry in the humming of the strings, there is
music in the spacing of the spheres.” -Pythagoras 
-“Do not worry too much about your difficulties in

mathematics- I can assure you that mine are still greater.”
- Einstein  

Here’s something I tell my students: “Being smart isn’t
having the answers. It’s knowing how to find them.”  
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 Question Four: Could you summarize
what is so important about having a

growth mindset? 
 Mrs. Christina Royals: If you do NOT
truly believe, at your core, in your
heart, in your mind, that there is NO
limit to your academic potential and
brain ability, then you’ve already
subconsciously limited yourself.  

 Question Five: Could you summarize why having a growth
mindset is so important to math in particular? 

 Mrs. Christina Royals: For some reason, the study of
mathematics and the mathematics classroom seems to bear a

heavier weight and effect on our confidence, self-
perspective, and emotional responses over other subjects.

So many people view an incorrect answer, an error in
calculation, a misjudgement in problem solving, as a

failure of their ability or self, and those reactions are
damaging, and ultimately, will negatively affect academic
performance both now and in the future. Right or wrong
answers don’t change your status as a mathematician.  

Question Six: Why is math important?
Mrs. Christina Royals: It’s in everything. Name
something that’s devoid of mathematical patterns

or design. 
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 Question Seven: Why do you love
teaching math? 

 Mrs. Christina Royals: Because it
allows me the opportunity to change

minds. I might not get you to love math,
but I can teach you not to fear it. And
hopefully, you will enjoy coming to math

class.  

 Question Eight: What is the most common complaint
you hear about math, and what is your response to it? 
 Mrs. Christina Royals: “This is hard.” So is life.
Tackling the adversity of math is an opportunity to
develop the ability to problem solve, build the
character traits of perseverance and patience, as

well as practice executing logic, reasoning, drawing
connections, deductive reasoning, and a host of other

beneficial skills.  

 Question Nine: What do you think is the main cause of
kids not liking math?

 Mrs. Christiana Royals: The presentation style, method
of delivery, and incorrect responses from educators

towards students not performing well.  
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 Question Ten: What led you to loving
math? 

 Mrs. Christina Royals: I went from
almost failing 8th grade math with one

teacher to a completely different
teacher the next year who explained the
“why” and the “how” in such a way that I

felt so much more enlightened and
encouraged.  

Bonus Question: Why do you love teaching math at Scholé
Academy? 

Mrs. Christina Royals: There is never a bad day at
Scholé, firstly. And most importantly, I can share the

love of Jesus with the students I teach. 

 Hello! My name is Ainsley VB. I am thirteen, and
never really enjoyed math. This year, I am taking my
first ever math class at Scholé with Mrs. Royals,

and she has really changed how I thought about math!
It has been such a pleasure to be in her class,

working on math problems and cultivating a healthy
growth mindset. These are a few questions I asked
her, and if you are someone that struggles with

math, I hope you read her answers. They are all so
wonderful and comforting!

About The Interviewer
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Talking Typewriters
an Interview by Olivia H. with Allie Millington

Allie Millington is the author of
Olivetti, a masterpiece including

typewriters, family, and a mystery. It
explores the idea of family and sticking
together, no matter what comes next,

simultaneously healing and breaking the
reader’s heart— we rise as the family
rises, and fall as the family falls.
Through the character of Olivetti

himself, we learn that the idea of worth
is so much more than just ability—it’s
value, it’s love, it's holding dear to
the heart what others might not see as
worthy. And, like a phoenix, something

beautiful can rise from the ashes of what
was burned and broken. 
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 One of my favorite things about writing
is the ability to connect with readers

and tap into feelings or experiences that
many people face. Books are so special in
that they bring us closer to people who
we might not think we have anything in

common with at first glance. I spend most
of my time writing in the quaint shed my
husband built for me in our backyard,
which feels like a nice escape from the

world.

How do you decide on names for characters? 
Many young authors (including me!) have long lists and
usually can't decide. For character names, I often

test a few out until one feels just right. I like for
my characters to have unique yet accessible names,

ones that can appeal to different ages and
backgrounds. I find that most times there is always a

name that fits the feel of the character. 

What is one of your favourite things about writing?
Do you have a favourite spot you go to for

inspiration? 
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Along with that, what is a common way you find to
form a character? Does the name come first, or does

the backstory?
 I think who the character is always
shows up first—as in what they feel

like, what their voice is. From there I
start to learn what they want in the
story, what they are struggling with,
and eventually their backstory begins
to fill in. I find it’s very important
with characters to listen to what they
have to say and let them share the

story, rather than forcing them to fit
whatever plot or structure you have.
This makes them feel more alive and

authentic, which readers will connect
more to.

How do you tap into emotional scenes, to make them seem
real, without making them overly dramatic or cheesy?
Thank you for asking this! Emotional scenes can be

tricky, especially as I tend to be very emotional and
sentimental myself. I try to balance plenty of heart in
my stories while also making them feel realistic by

adding in tension, humor, and not always tying everything
together with a neat bow. My books all do tend to have
some sort of emotional resolution at the end, but I

always leave some things unresolved or up to the reader
to fill in themselves because perfect, happy endings are

rarely the case. 



39

 I have a wonderful Novel Writing teacher, Mrs. Courtney
Chancey! I interviewed her to find out more about her

background.

First I asked her what made her want to be a
writer.

 I have always been drawn to any creative
process – whether it is writing, painting,
dancing, building, etc. Writing is fun

because it allows my imagination to come out
on a page and be shared with others. I

believe that we all have a story to tell that
comes from our life experiences. I was a

counselor before I started staying home with
my kids and helping others find their story
of strength and hope within them was very

important in my practice. 

 Mrs. Chancey homeschools. I asked her about the hardest
parts and what she enjoys. 

The hardest part about homeschooling is how many
topics there are to learn and so little time! I enjoy
getting to focus on topics that are most interesting
to my kids or me. I love getting to explore and dive
deep into whatever is fascinating at the moment. 



40

How would you describe your family in one sentence ? 

 My family is loud, outgoing, curious, silly, loving,
funny; they are my happy place.

What is your favorite thing to do with
your family?

That is hard to choose! I love cooking
together and making fun meals, snuggling up
on the couch for a movie night, and singing

loudly in the car as we drive around. 

 What is your favorite teaching method and how many
classes at Schole do you teach? 

 Being a part of Schole Academy I have loved learning more
and more about the Socratic teaching method. On the

practical side, I have always been a
 big fan of play- and project-based learning. I am

currently teaching 4 classes through this school year. I
am teaching the following: Novel Writing, Star Stories,
Acrylic Iconography Workshops, and Orthodox Liturgical

Common Arts 

How did you hear about Schole?

I actually learned about Schole Academy when I was looking
into Iconography classes for myself. I found the Adult
Iconography Apprenticeship in the St. Raphael House and

started that program with Maria Sider-Rose. 
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What are your three favorite books? 

This is difficult too! A few of my favorites are
The Secret Garden by Frances Hodgson Burnett,
The Inheritance Games series by Jennifer Lynn

Barnes, and Shark Heart by Emily Habeck.

What are your three favorite movies?

Three of my favorite movies are “Crazy,
Stupid Love,” “Thor: Ragnarok,” and “The
Little Mermaid” (animated version). 

What are some hobbies/ interests you have? 

One thing my sweet grandmother instilled in me is the love
of learning and being curious! Therefore, I have a wide
variety of hobbies and interests! Arts and crafts, escape
rooms, cooking and baking, landscaping, trying foods from

other countries and cultures, playing with my kids,
building projects out of wood, reading, counseling,

serving the women and children at our parish, learning and
so much more! Over the last few years I have had the

privilege of studying iconography both with the wonderful
Maria Sider-Rose here at Schole and with a Greek

iconographer named Dr. George Kordis through his Writing
the Light program which is run through St. Vladimir’s

Seminary.
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I’m a bird-loving, sailing, dancing, reading, writing,
and hanging-out with my friends middle schooler. Need I

say more?

It has been so much fun getting into
teaching with Schole Academy! I have

learned so much preparing for classes and
from the students I have had the privilege
to teach. Every student brings something

unique to the class and It is fun to watch
curiosity grow and relationships develop. 

Do you have anything else you would
like to share? 

About the Interviewer
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Caramel apple Cupcakes 
This amazing Fall recipe is absolutely delicious! 

It can easily be switched to gluten free by using a measure for measure 
flour instead of all purpose flour, but you would never know the difference! 

For The Cakes: (makes 18) 
1 ¼ cup finely chopped pecans

(optional) 
3 ¾ cups all-purpose flour 
1 ¼ cup granulated sugar 

1 ¼ cup brown sugar 
1 ¼ tsp. sea salt 
2 ½ tsp. cinnamon 
1 ¼ tsp. baking soda 

1 ¼ tsp. ground nutmeg 
2/3 tsp. allspice 
5 large eggs 

2/3 cup plus 2 tbsp. canola oil
(or melted coconut oil) 

2/3 cup plus 2 tbsp.
unsweetened apple sauce 
2 ½ tsp. vanilla extract 

4 cups peeled and diced granny
smith apples 
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 Step one: Preheat oven to 350 degrees. Spray
cupcake tin(s) with cooking spray and set aside.
Place pecans on baking sheet (if using) and bake
them for 8-10 minutes, or until they are golden

brown and fragrant. Set aside. 

 Step Two: Mix the flour, sugars, cinnamon, salt,
baking soda, nutmeg, and allspice In a large
bowl. Add eggs, oil, apple sauce, and vanilla
extract and beat with a hand mixer until

smooth. Gently mix in the apples (and pecans if
using) by hand.

  Step Three: Spoon the mixture equally into
the wells of the prepared cake tin(s) and bake

for about 20 minutes or until a toothpick
comes out clean. Let the cakes cool in the tins

for 5 minutes before taking them out. 
 

Caramel apple Cupcakes 
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For The Caramel glaze: 
1 ¼ cup packed brown sugar 

½ stick of butter 
7 ½ tbsp. milk 
2 ½ tsp. vanilla 

2 ½ cup powdered sugar 

 Step Four: Make the glaze. Heat the butter and
brown sugar together, stirring with a whisk, in

a medium saucepan. Once melted, boil for 1
minute while whisking constantly, and remove

from heat. Stir in the milk, vanilla, and
powdered sugar and beat until smooth. Drizzle

over the cakes.

Caramel apple Cupcakes 

My name is Reagan, I'm 14 years old and in 8th grade. I love
Fall, baking, theater, reading books, and writing stories. One
day, I want to become a Christian actress and singer. I hope

you love this recipe as much as I do!

About the Baker
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The Ant Who Lost a Pear by Emma R.

One day an ant was walking and spotted a pear. He
said, “I want to go devour that pear; I am very
hungry!” So he tried to climb the tree, but he
failed every time. He walked away scornfully,
saying, “I bet that 
pear would have
been too sour to 
eat anyway.”

   Moral: Many 
   people despise 
   what is beyond
   their reach. 

About the
Author:

Hi, my name is
Emma R. I am 9
years old and in
the 4th grade.
This is my very

first semester at
Schole. I love to

read, ride
horses, and play

make believe
with my sister.

My favorite
class right now

is U.S
Geography.

About the Artist:
My name is Ivana, I'm

13 and in the 8th
grade. I've been doing
art for a while and I

like to do it in my
free time.
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About the Author:
Victoria is a 10 year old, 5th grade student in Writing

and Rhetoric 1. She has retold Aesop's fable, The Fox and
the Grapes, using a Cat and a blackberry bush. This is her
first year with Schole Academy. Victoria enjoys playing

viola, doing Irish dance, and Brazilian jiu jitsu in her
free time.

Forbidden Fruit
inspired by the Fox and the Grapes

By Victoria, age 10, grade 5

 Once there was a Cat who wanted something to eat. The
Cat walked by a neighbor’s patch of blackberries. “How

tasty they look,” thought the Cat.

 She pawed at blackberries near to the ground, but
thorns blocked her. She pawed at blackberries higher up,

but thorns blocked her again. Finally she leaped onto
the blackberry bush. She fell into the middle of the bush

and was pricked many times by its sharp thorns. Yowling
loudly, she freed herself.

 Angrily she declared, “I will never eat blackberries
again!”

  As she stalked away she comforted herself, saying,
“Those blackberries were probably too squishy anyway.”

Moral: Many people despise what is beyond their reach.



Francis Barlow Picture Study by Gabriel and Nathan T.

By Nathan:                              By Gabriel:

About the Artist:
Gabriel loves

animals, art and
video games. He

enjoys traveling with
his family and

sketching comics to
narrate literature.

This is his third year
homeschooling.

About the Artist:
Nathan, age 10
enjoys building

with legos, kiwico
crates and

reading the
Manga Bible.

50

Natura Nativity by Nathan and Gabriel T.
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                              The Chicken Princess 
                                         by B.E.E  

Chapter 1 
   
       Once upon a time, long, long ago there lived a
prince whose name was Ivan. He was the only son of 
the king and queen. He was a handsome prince who 
loved hunting, swimming, and other outdoor activities. 

He longed to get married and have children. One day, he was walking
through the forest when crossing a stream, he looked down into the
crystal clear water and saw the reflection of the most beautiful
bird he had ever seen. For a moment, he was stunned by what he saw.
Then, regaining control of his body, he looked up into the branches
overhanging the stream, and there, sitting in a small nest sat the
most beautiful bird ever known to man (at that time). The prince
studied the tree closely to find the best way to get up to the bird.
The bark was very smooth all the way around and the only branch
below the very top of the tree was about ten feet from the ground.
He decided he would have to jump, so standing a few feet back on the
path, he took a running leap and caught hold of the branch, pulling
himself up to the bird’s nest. When he looked in the nest he saw a
young hen sitting upon the neatly woven sticks, feathers, grass, and
leaves that she had used to make her nest. Not wanting to disturb
her, Ivan took his sword and cut off the end of the branch which
held her nest. Placing the nest upon his head, he swung down from
the limb. Safely on the ground, he took the nest with the bird in it
gently into his arms, and walked quietly home to the castle for
supper. 

Chapter 2 

       When Ivan returned home, he went straight to his bedchamber
and set the nest on his chest of drawers. He then quickly shut the 
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windows, closed the curtains and changed out of his
hunting garments into more festive attire. He
glanced down to inspect his outfit when he realized
he had forgotten to put on his magic cuffs and his
dark brown leather belt with its golden buckle and
one large ruby. He had inherited these from his 
father. He hurriedly put these on and hastened to the banquet
hall where his mother beckoned him to sit down in his seat of
honor. As he hurried forward she whispered, “Your father is going
to make a speech. Hurry!”  

       When Ivan had seated himself, the king stood up and raised his
hand for silence. The room grew quiet. “Ah hem!” said the king. “As
you all know, the prince is in his nineteenth year, and by our good
laws he must marry a princess by his next birthday.” Ivan was
petrified. He had completely forgotten that he had to marry by
the age of nineteen. He opened his mouth to say something, but
seeing that his father was not finished speaking, he quickly shut it
again. “As we all know,” continued the king with some bitterness,
“the prince has not chosen a bride. I hereby declare the queen and I
shall choose a bride for him in a fortnight from this hour if he has
not already done so. Now rise, good people. We toast thee and drink
thy health!” With that, the king, queen, and prince bowed to their
people. Everybody then turned toward the East and the king led
the Afore Meal Prayer. The feasting and entertainment had begun.  

Chapter 3 

       The prince tried to act normally. The food was excellent but
the prince could not enjoy it. Knowing he had to choose a wife in a
fortnight laid heavily on his conscience. When the desserts
arrived, and everyone was absorbed in their food and the
entertainments, Ivan thought it was safe to show his parents, and 
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only his parents, the chicken he had found. He
quickly and quietly slipped out of the banquet hall
and ran to his bedchamber where he found the hen
nestled under the coverlet of his bed. To his great
surprise, the chicken’s head was resting upon his
pillow and she was fast asleep. Ivan thought this was 
very strange as he had only ever seen chickens sleeping with their
heads under their wings or tucked into their breast feathers. He
gently took her into his arms and walked back to the feast. Just
outside the heavy oak doors of the banquet hall, Ivan hid the
chicken under the part of his shirt that was not obscured by his
belt. When he had finished doing this, he re-entered the hall and
slipped back into his original chair. Ivan waited for a break in the
entertainment when the dancers would leave the hall to change
their costumes. During this break, the prince tapped his mother on
the shoulder and said, “Mother, by your good leave, I wish to show
you and Father a curious thing I found in the forest nigh on three
hours ago.” The queen nodded and touched the king’s arm saying,
“Your Highness, our son wishes to show us a great thing. Will you
consent to ask what it is?” The king turned saying, “Yes. I consent
to listen if it will not take too long of a time, for I am rather
absorbed in—” but he got no further. For Ivan had been listening
all this time and had grown impatient. When his father had begun
to speak in that slow, drawn out manner that everyone despises,
Ivan lost his patience completely and interrupted the king by
hissing, “Yes, yes, this won’t take long if you would just let me
start! Before I show you, please promise to let me do whatever I
want with it.” The king and queen gave their promise, and the
prince said, “I am warning you, you might be very surprised, but you
must be quiet at all costs.” There was a small pause and then Ivan
pulled out the hen. 
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Chapter 4 

       The queen gasped as the splendor and magnificence
of the chicken was revealed in the light from the
hundreds of candles stuck fast in the many
chandeliers that lined the immensely high vaulted 
ceiling. Ivan set the chicken on the table where it started walking
to and fro betwixt the platters and goblets. The prince then told
the story of how he found the hen, which I have written down in
full at the beginning of this tale. When Ivan had finished telling
his thrilling story, his parents started making suggestions for what
he could do to it. The queen said, “You could try to breed it with
the finest rooster we have!” The prince objected to this statement,
however, and asked his mother’s handmaiden what she thought
would be the best thing to do with the chicken. The girl thought
for a minute and then said, “Don’t be offended or anything, you
highness, but you know this chicken could taste very good. And I am
sure the cook will not mind cooking it.” “NO!” said Ivan, a bit
louder than he meant to. “You can’t make me eat my chicken!” He
said this forcefully, but inside he was sorry for the way he had
spoken the word “no.” The handmaiden obviously realized she had
made a mistake by suggesting the prince could eat the hen because
she quickly said, “I didn’t mean it in that way. I was merely
suggesting the possibility.” “If I may be so bold as to ask,” said the
King, “What are you planning on doing with her?” “Yes,” said the
Queen, “I’ve been wondering about that myself.” “Well,” said Ivan
slowly, “I was thinking I could keep her as a pet.” His parents
looked at each other with raised eyebrows. Then they said in
unison, “All right. You can do whatever you want with her, but do
not ask us for help! She is your responsibility!” Ivan nodded, slipped
the chicken under his shirt, and walked back to his room.  

To Be Continued...
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About the Author:
Beatrice loves to draw and invent stories to tell to her siblings
and many farm animals. She lives on a ranch in the mountains. She
likes to ride horses, take walks with her goats, explore nature, play
piano, and paint paintings.

The Chicken Princess artwork
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Reflection By Audrũnas G.

About the Artist:
Audrũnas is a human living on

planet Earth. He enjoys
photographing reflections and
submitting them to the Schole

Chronicle.

Courtship of the Mantis 
By Elizabeth 

The fine lady mantis perched on a branch, 
 Her mighty strength stunned the natural world. 

With fierceness, stun, stoicism, was she rich, 
But overall, it was mother nature who had her hold. 

 The gentleman mantis, fragile as he was, was courageous.
 Was still yet dealt the poor hand from creation’s creator.

 He gave all to his cause, above all staying umbrageous. 
For, all he wanted was to protect his species from a fall. 

 One dark night, the flashy lady mantis was in her slumber, 
And the lad meant to fulfil his purpose. 

against his life, for the future, towards the lady he lumbered.
Successful in his mission, he ended in death's fiery furnace. 

The male had successors, the female had her supper. 
Their sinister ritual—life for life—will always endure.

About the Author:
Hey there, I'm Elizabeth! From a very young age, I've been encouraged to express

myself creatively and to embrace the gifts that God has given me. Now, in my
sophomore year of high school, I've taken that to heart, and I'm aspiring to

bring greater glory to God and to grasp the concept of truth through writing.



Spiritual
Column
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Spiritual Reflections Poll

"4 But when the kindness and love of God our Savior appeared, 5
he saved us, not because of righteous things we had done, but

because of his mercy. He saved us through the washing of rebirth
and renewal by the Holy Spirit, 6 whom he poured out on us

generously through Jesus Christ our Savior, 7 so that, having
been justified by his grace, we might become heirs having the hope

of eternal life.” -Titus 3:4-7

This verse reminds us that our good deeds don't measure our worth, but by
the incredible kindness and mercy of God. It's like a divine shower—

washing away our past and refreshing us with a new beginning! Imagine
stepping into a warm, inviting spa, where the worries of the day just melt
away. That's the renewal we're gifted through the Holy Spirit. And the

best part? This isn't just a one-time treatment; it's a generous outpouring
that keeps us rejuvenated! It’s as if God is saying, “Hey, you’re family now!

Enjoy the luxury of grace!” So, let's embrace our status as heirs of
eternal life—what a heavenly inheritance! It’s proof that love finds us
where we are and invites us to something far greater. Who knew that

kindness could have such a profound impact? -- Marie V.

This verse reminds us that our good deeds don't measure our worth, but by the
incredible kindness and mercy of God. It's like a divine shower—washing away

our past and refreshing us with a new beginning! Imagine stepping into a warm,
inviting spa, where the worries of the day just melt away. That's the renewal

we're gifted through the Holy Spirit. And the best part? This isn't just a one-
time treatment; it's a generous outpouring that keeps us rejuvenated! It’s as if

God is saying, “Hey, you’re family now! Enjoy the luxury of grace!” So, let's
embrace our status as heirs of eternal life—what a heavenly inheritance! It’s
proof that love finds us where we are and invites us to something far greater.

Who knew that kindness could have such a profound impact?
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Spiritual Reflections Poll

"4 But when the kindness and love of God our Savior appeared, 5
he saved us, not because of righteous things we had done, but

because of his mercy. He saved us through the washing of rebirth
and renewal by the Holy Spirit, 6 whom he poured out on us

generously through Jesus Christ our Savior, 7 so that, having
been justified by his grace, we might become heirs having the hope

of eternal life.” -Titus 3:4-7

At first, this passage is a call to humility. Verses 4 and 5 say two things to
me concerning this: 1) nothing you can do (in terms of human performance)
will ever be enough to get to God; however, 2) who we are or what we have
done doesn't matter at all to Christ, He loves us all the same. I also love

how justification is mentioned -- it's super cool! Justification is
essentially God's pardon of all our sins and His declaration that we are

new creations. From here, we undergo salvation -the pursuit of cleansing
your entire being to be holy- with the Holy Spirit. What an awesome
reminder that God cares for us and went the infinite extra miles to

redeem us through Christ! 
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Angels Embrace
By Jewel Marie 

Angels are glowing and singing on High
While christ is asleep with his mother near by.

Baby of heaven born on Earth
Baby born to bring all to rebirth.

Satan he comes to make people sin,
But the Lord always saves those he made as his kin.

Jesus is there though we may know it not,
He keeps us safe from anything hell hath brought.

The night we call Christmas is one to remember,
For that is when Jesus was born, the month of December.

Hi, my name is Jewel Marie, I am 13 years young and
I'm in eighth grade. I love writing poetry and this

poem is one of my newest creations. I hope you enjoy
reading it!

About the Poet 
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Broken Wings
By Olivia R.

Lord,
You lovingly crafted man

From dust and dirt
And breathed your life and spirit

Into him

But he sinned against you
His loving Father--

Broke the convenant
Because of the word of a Serpent

Since then, we have been born with broken wings
Crushed and crumpled into the world we came

Yet still, even now, God’s grace reigns
He works miracles every day

One day, when the Prince of Peace returns
We shall be restored once more renewed

And we shall soar
Perfect and pure.

Olivia is a tenth grader who is in her second year
with Scholé Academy. When she’s not busy with

schoolwork, she enjoys serving in her church’s music
ministry. Her favorite book is Crime and Punishment.

About the Poet 
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Sarah S. 

Genevieve S.

                       Genevieve S. dwells in rural
NC and loves anything involving

notebooks, tea, or walking. An avid writer
of many genres, she spends far too much

time researching major wars and
attempting new magic systems all while
weaving the emotions of love, fear and

grief through her works. She loves testing
the strength of the human body and soul

through her fictional characters and
showing the hope and renewal that Jesus
offers us. As her seventh year at Scholé
continues, she is ever intrigued at the
conversation and thoughts provoked
through the gaining of knowledge.
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Sarah is a 17-year-old junior. This is her fourth
year with Scholé, and she is currently taking

Spanish 4, German 2, and Introductory Korean -
all of which are exciting classes! Although she's
fascinated by learning languages, she is primarily

an artist at heart. Her preferred mediums are
graphite and colored pencils, though she enjoys
painting with acrylics as well. In her free time,

she loves reading and writing stories. Lately, she
has been delving more into the world of

children's literature. You may also find her
journaling, tap dancing, bowling, or spending

time with her three crazy dogs.

Head Editor

Head Designer



My name is Gretchen D. and I am fifteen
years old. I have been at Scholé for six
years, but this is my first year working on
the Scholé Chronicle. I love stories and
art, particularly video games and books. I
love drawing so so much, and enjoy thinking
of my own stories and characters as well. I
am often amazed at how many things in this
world (both online and IRL) are inspiring,
and the Scholé Chronicle is such an
amazing example and accumulation of that
that I am so glad I get to work on as an
editor!

Elizabeth D.

Gretchen D.
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Elizabeth has been at Scholé for six years and
has started taking college classes at ASU.
After deciding to start a personal fantasy
story in January of 2024, it has become her
greatest achievement and is over 70 chapters
and 750 pages long (with no end in sight). She
has recently taken up drawing, and is
improving her watercolor and gouache skills.
After being a pianist for eight years she has
started organ this year. She is a known world
traveler and in this year alone she has flown
34 flights, visited 10 counties, and traveled
over 49,060 miles.

Editor

Editor



                           In her sophomore year,
Alitsa is delighted to be once again a part

of the amazing Schole Chronicle team.
When not doing homework or school,

Alitsa works on her current novel-in-
progress, exercises, flips through smoothie
recipe books, write posts on her blog, and
reads outside. Alitsa loves to whip up her
own matcha lattes, pumpkin spice lattes,

and other tasty treats. Despite some
apprehension at the beginning of the year,
she's discovering that she actually enjoys

chemistry (electron configurations,
anyone?). Alitsa's thrilled for the
upcoming 2025 Christmas season!

Olivia H.

Alitsa S.
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                       In her 5th-ish year with
Scholé, Olivia is a senior privileged to be

serving for the second year as an editor on
the Chronicle team. In her nonexistent
spare time, she enjoys reading, writing,

singing or listening to music, and talking
about ice hockey (NHL). Her favourite

authors are the classics, as one might
expect (Tolkien, Lewis, Sayers), and, given

that most of her favourite authors are
British, she tends to use British spelling.

Soli Deo Gloria!

Editor

Editor



                               Abigail is thrilled to be back on
the Schole Design Team for a bonus year! She
graduated from high school in the spring, but

is completing her study of Attic Greek
grammar with Mr. Kotynski, while she applies

to colleges and works part-time at a local
stationery store, The Papermouse. Languages

fascinate Abigail. She is studying Anglo-Saxon
with her mother, French with the polyglot

Alexander Arguelles, and the Odes of Horace
in Latin with the Catherine Project. She also
loves to write poetry on her Olivetti Lettera
22 typewriter. She is pictured here conversing

with her friend, Will, at The National
Portrait Gallery in London last year.

                                             Violet Cooper is a sixteen
year-old who lives in Las Vegas, NV with her

family and beagle, Bentley. She is continuing her
journey with the Trinity, and even through ups

and downs, she carries on. Violet leads a group at
her speech club, is a cadet in Civil Air Patrol,

joined the Schole Chronicle this year, recently
got her license, and will soon be getting a job.

She plays guitar, bake/cooks, sings, organizes, and
does lots of other things too. She is learning to

take life as it comes, and seeks true rest and
happiness in the Lord.

Violet C.

Abigail G.
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Designer

Designer



                      A fifteen year old who lives in San
Diego, CA. This is her fourth year at Scholé

and she is very excited to start working on
the chronicle. Lenna fills her time with

reading, embroidering, and baking. She loves
to capture the beauty of nature in any way

she can by taking pictures, writing about it or
decorating with it. She lives with her Mom,
Dad, three brothers and her two cute cats,

Fern and Gus.

                           Chloe is Freshman in her sixth year
with Scholé Academy and her third at the

Chronicle. She loves to play piano and guitar, sew,
make greeting cards, knit, explore nature, read

(some of her favorite books include Agatha
Christie novels, Jane Austen novels, and anything
historical), write novels and poetry, and practice

archery. She also participates in local youth
organizations. It is her goal to get a drone pilot’s
license and ASL Interpreter Certification by the
end of high school. Currently she is taking Art of

Poetry and Introduction to Illustration with
Scholé and The Gothic Genius of Edgar Allan Poe

with SRS.

Chloe O.

Lenna O.
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Designer

Designer



~ Titus 3:4-7

4 But when the kindness and love of God
our Savior appeared, 5 he saved us, not

because of righteous things we had done,
but because of his mercy. He saved us

through the washing of rebirth and renewal
by the Holy Spirit, 6 whom he poured out on

us generously through Jesus Christ our
Savior, 7 so that, having been justified by his

grace, we might become heirs having the
hope of eternal life.

Thank you for reading the 19th

edition of the Chronicle! We hope you

have a fabulous Christmas break! 
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