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Life goes on, even for girl saints.Another year has passed by for the Every Tuesday Club, and as
the girls look back, they fondly remember: Trying to find a would-be thief at a restaurant; Talking
over serious questions of faith at a baptism; Working together to figure out a troubling problem at
school; and even being hired to solve a 100-year-old mystery.The third installment of The Every
Tuesday Club series continues with this collectionof short stories featuring light-hearted
adventures, serious conversation and the dramas of real life. Aimed at young Orthodox Christian
readers, the books have won a wider audience through their whimsical and thoughtful approach
to questions about faith, family and friends."I am such a fan of Grace Brooks' series ... Enjoy
them along with your young friends." -- Frederica Mathewes-Green

About the AuthorKurt Zimmerman, as a father of twelve, and a grandfather ofthirteen, enjoys
writing books and crafting stories for and about his ownfamily. He has also spent many years
writing newsletters and policy manuals fora chain of retail stores, where he is currently vice
president and director ofoperations. Show More Show Less
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August — 3:10 p.m. Sunday in August – 1:10 p.m. It was raining.Maggie-May Peasle really didn’t
want to admit that the weather had changed. But unfortunately, the flat-bottomed clouds that had
been darkening the Missouri sky all morning had finally let loose, and the rain looked likely to
last through the day.“So what’s it doing?”The voice came from behind her, but Maggie ignored
it.Of course it’s raining, she thought bitterly. If it weren’t, we wouldn’t have to do
this.“Maggie?”Rather than answer, she opened the basement window wide enough to pick up
her younger sister’s toy bucket which had been left next to the sandbox.The two closest girls
leaned in as she turned and held the bucket half-full of rainwater up for their inspection.“So …”
said Xenia Murphy, pushing up her round, black glasses.“Rain, then,” reported Photini Jenkins,
turning her head over a pale shoulder so the other two girls could hear her.“Ya think?” Maggie
pronounced sarcastically, turning the toy bucket upside-down to dump rain and wet sand out on
the vinyl floor in a sodden puddle.There was an awkward pause that looked for a moment as if it
would be broken by Vanessa Taybeck. As the oldest, Vanessa often felt as if she had to fill in the
role of the grown-up. For three years, they had been members of the girls club at church called
the Every Tuesday Club, and in that time, they had learned the value of each girl’s unique
contribution. But they weren’t that old — from 11- to 13-years-old, after all — and an authority
figure was sometimes helpful.Right then, Vanessa felt like her best contribution might be that out
of the whole group, she was the one most likely to tell someone to stop acting like a jerk.
Especially when that person had been acting that way for a long time. Like, a really long time.But
Vanessa made the mistake of signaling her intentions. A narrowing of her dark fiery eyes
broadcasted her displeasure in a way the other girls had learned to read, and Abigail Alverson
took a step forward and spoke up before Vanessa could.“That’s a shame, Maggie,” Abigail said,
avoiding the annoyed glance that Vanessa threw her way. “I know you wanted us to help with the
gardening today.”Maggie shook her hand in disgust, and pulled the window closed. “All last
month it was totally dry, but now, just look at this mess!” When she turned from the window with
a sigh, she found Abigail studying her. Abigail’s hazel eyes had a way of searching a person as if
they could see all the way through. For a moment, Maggie felt a pang that almost took her breath
away.We were best friends. Abigail and I thought we’d always be best friends.“Well, …” Abigail
began cautiously.Whatever she was going to say next was interrupted by the side door of the
basement room swinging wide open with a bang.“Careful, Nathan,” cooed Maggie’s mother.
Someone else might have needed to raise her voice to her boisterous eight-year-old son, but
Mrs. Peasle’s gentle voice carried effortlessly through the expansive room, and Nathan ducked
his head in the load of laundry he was carrying to hide his shame. With six children in the family,
Mrs. Peasle had learned how to keep the house running smoothly through a variety of tricks,



most of which were so quiet and gentle that they almost went unnoticed. Almost.Holding the
door open for pretty little Isabella, Mrs. Peasle managed to free a couple fingers from the laundry
basket she was holding and twiddle a kind of greeting.“Don’t let us bother you, girls,” she smiled,
as the little parade proceeded across the family room the Peasles had set up in their basement.
“Didn’t mean to interrupt your meeting, but it was obvious that hanging the laundry out to dry
wasn’t going to work, so —” She rested the laundry basket on the ping pong table and swiped a
stray lock of her chestnut hair back in place. “Oh look at that, the rain has made a puddle.
Maggie honey, can you get that up? And better make sure that window is closed tight. I don’t
want Izzy’s bunny to get out.”“Sorry about the weather, Mrs. Peasle,” Photini said hastily. Her
apology had less to do with real sympathy than it did with the sullen look she saw on Maggie’s
face. “Anything we can help with?”“Well, aren’t you sweet?” Mrs. Peasle dimpled in pleasure at
the offer. “Um, sorting socks, maybe?” Getting an approving nod from Abigail and a shrug from
Vanessa, she turned over the basket and dumped warm, fluffy socks onto the table.“That is so
nice of you, girls. Maggie, you can use that rag from the treadmill to clean up the puddle. Make
sure to keep all of Violet’s socks separate from Sammy’s, though. His are the argyle ones and
…” She straightened up and threw a surprised look at her daughter. “Maggie … the
water?”There was a silence that went on just a little too long.“I heard you,” muttered Maggie,
without moving.Entering through the side door with another bang, Maggie’s father gaily sang out
“Rain, rain go away! Not going to get the lawn mowed in this, that’s for sure.”Striding across the
floor, he took in the whole room at a glance without noticing the tension packed into it. “Nice day
to be indoors, my ladies. Looks like a puddle there, Mags. Can you get that?” And he swung
nimbly up the stairs.Mrs. Peasle was still appraising her daughter’s defiant look in stricken
silence, but Maggie took the opportunity of the interruption to break off eye contact and snatch
the rag off the treadmill.“Here. I’m cleaning it,” Maggie grumbled, dropping the rag to the floor
and moving it over the spilled water with her foot.Tight-lipped, Mrs. Peasle responded, “Yes, I
see that. Thank you.” She appeared to be considering what to say next. But then her look swept
over the group of girls, and with a flicker of a smile, she crossed the room and climbed the stairs
with her three children trailing after her.Photini’s shocked gaze followed the retreating figures,
taking note of a stiffness in Mrs. Peasle’s shoulders that hadn’t been there before. “Maggie,” she
winced.“All done,” Maggie declared, grabbing the damp rag and slapping it onto the treadmill
handrail. “So let’s get on with this.”“You mean the sock thing?” Xenia asked, blinking at the pile
on the table. “I don’t think it’ll take that long.”“No, I don’t mean the sock thing,” Maggie snapped
ungraciously. “Let’s get on with this Club meeting. For goodness’ sake, you guys, just because I
said we could use my basement didn’t mean we’ve got all day. It’s already after one o’clock, and
it sounds like what you guys want to do will take forever.”“It’s not going to take forever,” Vanessa
shot back. Abigail had tried to jump in again, but this time, Vanessa was too quick for her. “You
know what takes forever? Waiting for you to be in a better mood — that’s what takes
forever.”“Vanessa!” Photini never liked to hear anything that sounded harsh, and she was
tempted to put her fingers in her ears.“I’m in a great mood. I’m Maggie Peasle, and I am never in



a bad mood,” Maggie barked, kicking the treadmill as proof of her excellent goodwill. “But I told
you, I don’t know why we have to this big, dumb meeting.”“Maggie!” This time it was Abigail, who
was sensitive to all criticism of the Club.“Abigail!” Maggie countered automatically, just to make
some response.“Photini!” Xenia cried out.All eyes turned to her in surprise. It wasn’t at all
unusual for Xenia to say something that none of them could understand, but she almost never
raised her voice, and they were stunned to silence.“Well,” Xenia explained more calmly, after she
had let the pause hang for a moment, “I thought we were all calling out names. So now if Photini
will just say my name, we’ll be done and we can start the meeting without calling roll.”

“Rain, then,” reported Photini Jenkins, turning her head over a pale shoulder so the other two
girls could hear her.“Ya think?” Maggie pronounced sarcastically, turning the toy bucket upside-
down to dump rain and wet sand out on the vinyl floor in a sodden puddle.There was an
awkward pause that looked for a moment as if it would be broken by Vanessa Taybeck. As the
oldest, Vanessa often felt as if she had to fill in the role of the grown-up. For three years, they had
been members of the girls club at church called the Every Tuesday Club, and in that time, they
had learned the value of each girl’s unique contribution. But they weren’t that old — from 11- to
13-years-old, after all — and an authority figure was sometimes helpful.Right then, Vanessa felt
like her best contribution might be that out of the whole group, she was the one most likely to tell
someone to stop acting like a jerk. Especially when that person had been acting that way for a
long time. Like, a really long time.But Vanessa made the mistake of signaling her intentions. A
narrowing of her dark fiery eyes broadcasted her displeasure in a way the other girls had learned
to read, and Abigail Alverson took a step forward and spoke up before Vanessa could.“That’s a
shame, Maggie,” Abigail said, avoiding the annoyed glance that Vanessa threw her way. “I know
you wanted us to help with the gardening today.”Maggie shook her hand in disgust, and pulled
the window closed. “All last month it was totally dry, but now, just look at this mess!” When she
turned from the window with a sigh, she found Abigail studying her. Abigail’s hazel eyes had a
way of searching a person as if they could see all the way through. For a moment, Maggie felt a
pang that almost took her breath away.We were best friends. Abigail and I thought we’d always
be best friends.“Well, …” Abigail began cautiously.Whatever she was going to say next was
interrupted by the side door of the basement room swinging wide open with a bang.“Careful,
Nathan,” cooed Maggie’s mother. Someone else might have needed to raise her voice to her
boisterous eight-year-old son, but Mrs. Peasle’s gentle voice carried effortlessly through the
expansive room, and Nathan ducked his head in the load of laundry he was carrying to hide his
shame. With six children in the family, Mrs. Peasle had learned how to keep the house running
smoothly through a variety of tricks, most of which were so quiet and gentle that they almost
went unnoticed. Almost.Holding the door open for pretty little Isabella, Mrs. Peasle managed to
free a couple fingers from the laundry basket she was holding and twiddle a kind of
greeting.“Don’t let us bother you, girls,” she smiled, as the little parade proceeded across the
family room the Peasles had set up in their basement. “Didn’t mean to interrupt your meeting, but



it was obvious that hanging the laundry out to dry wasn’t going to work, so —” She rested the
laundry basket on the ping pong table and swiped a stray lock of her chestnut hair back in place.
“Oh look at that, the rain has made a puddle. Maggie honey, can you get that up? And better
make sure that window is closed tight. I don’t want Izzy’s bunny to get out.”“Sorry about the
weather, Mrs. Peasle,” Photini said hastily. Her apology had less to do with real sympathy than it
did with the sullen look she saw on Maggie’s face. “Anything we can help with?”“Well, aren’t you
sweet?” Mrs. Peasle dimpled in pleasure at the offer. “Um, sorting socks, maybe?” Getting an
approving nod from Abigail and a shrug from Vanessa, she turned over the basket and dumped
warm, fluffy socks onto the table.“That is so nice of you, girls. Maggie, you can use that rag from
the treadmill to clean up the puddle. Make sure to keep all of Violet’s socks separate from
Sammy’s, though. His are the argyle ones and …” She straightened up and threw a surprised
look at her daughter. “Maggie … the water?”There was a silence that went on just a little too
long.“I heard you,” muttered Maggie, without moving.Entering through the side door with another
bang, Maggie’s father gaily sang out “Rain, rain go away! Not going to get the lawn mowed in
this, that’s for sure.”Striding across the floor, he took in the whole room at a glance without
noticing the tension packed into it. “Nice day to be indoors, my ladies. Looks like a puddle there,
Mags. Can you get that?” And he swung nimbly up the stairs.Mrs. Peasle was still appraising her
daughter’s defiant look in stricken silence, but Maggie took the opportunity of the interruption to
break off eye contact and snatch the rag off the treadmill.“Here. I’m cleaning it,” Maggie
grumbled, dropping the rag to the floor and moving it over the spilled water with her foot.Tight-
lipped, Mrs. Peasle responded, “Yes, I see that. Thank you.” She appeared to be considering
what to say next. But then her look swept over the group of girls, and with a flicker of a smile, she
crossed the room and climbed the stairs with her three children trailing after her.Photini’s
shocked gaze followed the retreating figures, taking note of a stiffness in Mrs. Peasle’s shoulders
that hadn’t been there before. “Maggie,” she winced.“All done,” Maggie declared, grabbing the
damp rag and slapping it onto the treadmill handrail. “So let’s get on with this.”“You mean the
sock thing?” Xenia asked, blinking at the pile on the table. “I don’t think it’ll take that long.”“No, I
don’t mean the sock thing,” Maggie snapped ungraciously. “Let’s get on with this Club meeting.
For goodness’ sake, you guys, just because I said we could use my basement didn’t mean we’ve
got all day. It’s already after one o’clock, and it sounds like what you guys want to do will take
forever.”“It’s not going to take forever,” Vanessa shot back. Abigail had tried to jump in again, but
this time, Vanessa was too quick for her. “You know what takes forever? Waiting for you to be in a
better mood — that’s what takes forever.”“Vanessa!” Photini never liked to hear anything that
sounded harsh, and she was tempted to put her fingers in her ears.“I’m in a great mood. I’m
Maggie Peasle, and I am never in a bad mood,” Maggie barked, kicking the treadmill as proof of
her excellent goodwill. “But I told you, I don’t know why we have to this big, dumb
meeting.”“Maggie!” This time it was Abigail, who was sensitive to all criticism of the
Club.“Abigail!” Maggie countered automatically, just to make some response.“Photini!” Xenia
cried out.All eyes turned to her in surprise. It wasn’t at all unusual for Xenia to say something that



none of them could understand, but she almost never raised her voice, and they were stunned to
silence.“Well,” Xenia explained more calmly, after she had let the pause hang for a moment, “I
thought we were all calling out names. So now if Photini will just say my name, we’ll be done and
we can start the meeting without calling roll.”With Xenia’s stone-faced delivery, it was impossible
to know whether she was intentionally being funny or not. But one by one, suppressed snorts
found their way out, and if what followed wasn’t exactly laughter, it was still much better than
what had gone before. Even Maggie finally had to chuckle, though she tried to hide it, and
Photini mildly said “Xenia” in a quavering voice so they could dispense with any more
strangeness and gather around the table.Chairs were pulled over from different parts of the
family room and put into place around the ping pong table. After a nod from Abigail, Photini led
them in prayer, and the first annual review of the Every Tuesday Club began in earnest. It was
obvious from the feisty way that Maggie was grabbing socks that she still had objections, so
Abigail politely began the meeting by saying what they all knew already. The idea to go over the
last year’s worth of Every Tuesday meetings was something that Xenia had suggested, and for
some reason the idea had caught on with everyone except Maggie. It’s true that Xenia had
gotten the notion after doing research in a way that the girls had often told her not to do.Her
interest in doing their Club meetings more seriously had some good side effects — without her,
they might not have known that the record of their meetings was called “minutes.” Still, whenever
Xenia found a new book or website dedicated to procedures, the Club was forced to try out
something new.“Like taking roll call,” Maggie reminded her. For a while, Xenia was trying to make
them start out by answering whether they were present or not. “Why would we need to do that
when there are only five of us?”“That’s not the point,” Xenia frowned. “What if we became an
international organization someday with offices around the world?”No one could think of a good
answer to that, and Xenia used the moment of silence to produce an untidy stack of paper from
her backpack and hand a set out to each of them.“Are these the minutes of all the meetings?”
Photini asked timidly, turning pages. She began to wonder if Maggie hadn’t been right after all.
“That’s kind of a lot. I mean, I know we didn’t really meet every Tuesday — ”“Which is why I still
think we should change the name of the Club,” Xenia put in.“Request denied,” Abigail replied,
without lifting her head. This particular exchange between her and Xenia happened on a regular
basis.“— but even so,” Photini continued, ignoring the interruption, “I’m not sure that we need to
look at all of it. I mean, what if we cut out all the everyday stuff, like what errands we ran and all
that? Maybe we could just focus on the meetings we had away from church. Like that time last
winter at the Broadmere? Now, that was a meeting!”There were murmurs of agreement at that,
since the girls regarded that adventure as one of the highlights of the year. But Maggie was still
feeling disagreeable and objected to Photini’s idea.“But if we’re going to do this, we need to
cover them all, right?” Maggie groused. “Why jump all the way to January? Or did you just want
to bring up Steven Bartcik?”Photini blushed furiously, and Vanessa had to come to the rescue.
“Oh, leave her alone. Maybe you just don’t want us to recall that meeting? As I remember, you’re
the one that got the really insane idea that night.”“It wasn’t insane,” Maggie shot back. “It wasn’t



nearly as weird as playing mystery detectives last month.”“Hey, that was awesome,” Xenia
objected combatively. “You can’t tell me that wasn’t cool! We’re the heroes of Saint Michael’s
because of that.”Abigail sensed that an argument was brewing and waved her set of minutes
over her head to get attention.“Guys, we don’t need to go over that right now, okay? It’s all in
writing, remember? That’s what we’re here for. We don’t have to look at every little thing —
maybe just the highlights. But we want to briefly look at the minutes of the year’s meetings
because …” For a moment, she faltered. Photini and Vanessa exchanged a glance.“Well,”
Abigail continued, a little more quietly. “A lot has changed in the last year, that’s all.”“Has it?”
Maggie said with her head bent over the minutes. “It doesn’t seem to me like it has.”“It has,”
Photini responded, and there was enough sadness in her voice that even Maggie noticed and
raised her head.“Well then!” Abigail interjected, attempting to brighten the mood. “Start at the
beginning, right? ‘Meeting of the Every Tuesday Girls Club’ … oh, that’s right. That was the old
name. Anyway, the first one is from July 20 of last year. And actually, that’s where we figured out
we had to change the name, right?”“And decided on our signature colors,” Vanessa said, smiling
dreamily.“And talked about saints and elephants,” Xenia finished, shaking her head. “I hope I got
everything down accurately. Once we started arguing, it was hard to keep up.”“We got a little
worked up, maybe,” Abigail said, slightly offended, “but we figured everything out in the end.
That’s what matters,”Her memories of that meeting began to come back, and her look became
more tranquil and more vacant.“We figured out a lot of things at that meeting,” she said. “We
used to do that.”The Five Girls and the Elephant The social hall of St. Michael the Archangel
Orthodox Church could sometimes be a quiet place. The building had a certain old-fashioned
kind of formality to it, since it had been built as an event center for a men’s society called the
Elks, who had used the hall for rather stuffy dances and solemn ceremonies. It had been sold to
the church many years before, but it could still feel like a calm and stately place when the
Sunday school classes or parish council were carefully considering important questions.But that
was not how it was most Sunday afternoons. The coffee hour after church let out might start a
little reserved, as the parishioners weighed the words of wisdom they had heard from Fr. Andrew
or Fr. Boris. They might begin by making their way over from the church still in the tranquil glow of
prayer and worship. But that same glow tended to lead quite naturally to an increased sense of
fellowship, and that led to happy chatter and laughter that escalated quickly in volume until it
was almost deafening.On this particular Sunday in mid-July, things got noisy faster than usual. It
was the Peasle family’s fault. Mr. and Mrs. Peasle and their six children were hosting the coffee
hour, and not only had they brought trayfuls of little deli sandwiches, but also five-gallon glass
jugs of icy cold root beer they had brewed at home, and a bucket-sized container of ice cream to
make root beer floats. Brewing the root beer themselves had been their son Nathaniel’s
suggestion, and Mrs. Peasle laughingly informed everyone that the experiment would not be
repeated, since it had taken a lot of time and made a big mess. But bothersome or not, the
results of the enterprise were a sensation — frothy and refreshing, with a little nip of wintergreen
that tickled the tongue. Fueled by the sugary treat, St. Michael’s coffee hour became even more



boisterous and high-spirited than usual, and soon the walls nearly vibrated with babble and
hilarity.The social hall was extensive enough that even under those circumstances, there were
some sanctuaries that could be found in the confusing maze of rooms. At a point removed by
several hallways, the reading room sat in relative calm. So naturally, it was to that quiet spot that
a jumble of girls was racing, led by Abigail, with four others trailing close behind. Shrieking and
laughing, the members of the Every Tuesday Club sprinted down the short hallway and Abigail
managed to turn the doorknob just in time to let them all spill into the room, gasping.“You’re so
fast!” Maggie-May sputtered out, dropping onto the nearest couch. She made a passing attempt
to get her hair into some kind of order, but she needn’t have worried. Her whole family was
almost ridiculously good-looking, and the ginger-colored locks that had come loose from her
scrunchie formed curling strands around her face that might have been arranged that way by a
Renaissance painter. Abigail never worried about her hair. She had begun growing it longer over
the summer, but always pulled it back into a ponytail. It would be the most practical if, as she
said, someone with a horse should show up and want to take her riding. She didn’t know anyone
with a horse, but it was summer, and Abigail liked to believe that anything was possible.“I have to
be fast,” she grinned, flicking on the lights. “Mark is on the track team, and he is always racing
me. I can’t let him beat me all the time. He gloats enough as it is.”Pale Photini, who had found an
armchair and was taking off her Sunday shoes, stopped in wonder. “But your brother Mark is
what, fourteen? And you can still beat him sometimes? Oh my heavens, I’m glad that Jeffrey
doesn’t race me around the house. I’m terrible at sports.” Photini’s brother Jeffrey was ten years
older than her and serious about church things, as the whole family was. He had tried for a time
to join a monastery, and even though it hadn’t worked out — he was kicked out for eating too
much cheese — none of the girls could imagine him running at all, let alone racing his younger
sister.“You’re not worse at sports than I am,” Xenia declared between gasps. She was still
struggling to recover her breath, swiping straight black hair out of her face with typical
clumsiness. “I’m the worst.”Maggie objected to that harsh statement, but that was more out of
kindness than honesty. The group had learned that Xenia didn’t do well with anything that
required tact or was physically challenging. But Maggie thought that had a lot to do with her
being more comfortable in front of a book or a screen than outdoors. On the whole, the girls
found that Xenia had more than enough talent with technical gadgets and logical problems to
make up for what she lacked in other areas.“Maybe we can all be the worst at sports,” Maggie
sighed. “Except Abigail, of course. Right, Abigail?”But Abigail had gotten distracted watching
Vanessa, who was uncharacteristically quiet. Abigail acknowledged the compliment with a quick
smile and thumbs-up gesture, but then turned back to Vanessa, who was looking around the
room with a thoughtful expression.“Are you thinking about James?” Abigail asked
lightly.Vanessa’s expressive eyes opened wide. Although she had seen many times how
insightful Abigail could be, it still surprised her. James was her older step-brother, and it wasn’t
that long ago that she had shared her worries about him with Abigail.“Yes,” Vanessa admitted
helplessly. Attempting to push back her wild mop of hair, she gestured vaguely around the room.



“This was where he and I argued.”“I remember,” Abigail nodded. And then she hastily corrected
herself. “Well, I don’t remember, of course, because I wasn’t here. I mean, I did hear a little of it,
but that was just an accident, and …” Abigail drifted off in some confusion, unsure whether
Vanessa would be sensitive about the events of that night. But Vanessa had gone back to
perusing the room thoughtfully, and Photini and Maggie were looking pensive as well.“Can you
believe that was only four months ago?” Vanessa asked.Maggie shook her head. “Four months.
It seems like a lot longer.”Abigail nodded, memories of that extraordinary time coming back to
her. Vanessa had been faced with a family crisis when James lost his faith. Vanessa had always
been a strong and resourceful person, but it took everything she had to meet the challenge. And
still, she wouldn’t have been able to do it without the help of a wise and holy woman that
Vanessa had bumped into — literally — on the night she argued with James. That woman’s
name was Mary, and she had left a lasting impression on all of them. The girls still spoke
sometimes about her — they tended to call her Wise Mary — and Abigail couldn’t help
wondering what Vanessa would have done without her help.Not to mention the Every Tuesday
Girls Club.Abigail knew she shouldn’t feel proud, but she stood up a little straighter just thinking
about it. The Club, after all, had been her idea. It was true that she had started it for reasons of
her own. But the Every Tuesday Club had blossomed into so much more than she could have
imagined. And after all, the main reason they had stayed together was to help people with their
problems. The Club had already done a lot of good for each of them, and for some other people
besides. And with what she was carrying in the notebook she brought with her, she just knew
they could take things to a new level. She cleared her throat to speak, but Photini commented
first.“You know, Vanessa” Photini said, peering up shyly through a cascade of long, straw-
colored hair. “Some people still ask me if you’re the girl they saw in that video.”The remark
seemed to wake Vanessa out of her dreamy state, and she said with typical frankness, “Well, I
am. You all know that I am. But I don’t think people should make a fuss about it, that’s all. What
happened was amazing, but it really wasn’t about me.”Abigail still struggled to adjust to the
change that had come over Vanessa since that night, four months back. She had always been a
clever, confident person to have in the group, but sometimes she had seemed a little stuck on
herself. It was only after that night that she had become more humble. Expressions like “it’s not
about me” hadn’t been in her vocabulary before. Now, they were.Photini began to speak again,
but Vanessa made a quick dismissive gesture.“Never mind,” Vanessa said quickly, “we’re not
here to go over all that again. So Queen Abigail, why did you bring us here? What’s the big
announcement?”“Oh!” Abigail exclaimed, relieved she could tell her exciting news. “Okay, so I
was watching cartoons with Bet on Saturday. Or maybe it was Friday, or … no, definitely
Saturday. But of course, whenever the commercials came on, she’d start to get bored.”The girls
nodded. Abigail’s younger sister, Elizabeth — Bet, for short — was good company as six-year-
olds went. But she had a fertile imagination like her older sister and got restless in a hurry if there
wasn’t enough to keep her creative mind busy.“So we started making up our own commercials,”
Abigail told them, grinning at the thought of them cavorting around the living room. “Like, we



would just grab a book or a soda can and then start talking and singing about how wonderful it
was and how everyone needed to get one right away.”Abigail couldn’t help cracking up at the
memory, but the quizzical looks around her told her that she was in danger of losing everyone’s
attention. “Sorry. So … here’s the thing,” she coughed, struggling to get to the point. “Bet picked
up our new kitten, Brinkley. And I just wanted her to put him down before he got sick or
something. So I’m all, ‘No, Bet. You can’t advertise Brinkley. He doesn’t come in a package, and
he doesn’t have a logo.’”Vanessa’s polite look was changing to a mild frown, and Abigail
wondered if she had lost her.“A logo,” Abigail repeated. “You know, that’s like the writing and the
picture that goes on a store-bought thing. Like the swirly lines on the soda can, so you know
you’re getting the right one.”“I know what a logo is,” said Vanessa, raising one eyebrow.“Well, so I
had to tell Bet about how companies put a logo on their product so that everyone will know it has
quality and stuff. And she’s all, ‘Does everything have a logo on it?’ and I said, ‘No, not
everything.’”Abigail realized that she had come at her story all wrong, but she put on a sprint of
energy, determined to bring it to a conclusion before anyone interrupted. “But that got me
thinking, you know? And so I got out my drawing stuff — the good stuff, I mean, not the cheap
pens that keep drying out — and it took me a while, but —” She pulled a sheet of paper out of
her notebook with a flourish and slapped it triumphantly down on the coffee table. “There’s our
logo!”There was a stunned silence as the four girls perused the drawing in front of them.“Our
what?” asked Photini.“Our logo,” Abigail replied, fighting irritation at what seemed like a slow-
witted response. “The logo for the Every Tuesday Girls Club.”Abigail hadn’t really thought she
would need to explain this. The logo did, after all, say ‘Every Tuesday Girls Club’ on it, plain as
day — those exact words, in Abigail’s very best cartoony printing. It was the special way of
writing Abigail always used when she doodled, because everything looked bigger and more fun.
There was a lovely circle with flowers and fancy squiggly lines (even better than on the soda can,
if she did say so herself), and inside the circle was her drawing of the five of them, looking happy
and proud and very ready to help people with their problems.It was just a stupendous logo, as
anybody could see — something that made it obvious that this Club had quality. So it was very
annoying that the first person to say something didn’t sound terribly impressed.“Why do we
need a logo?” asked Vanessa.“Why?” Abigail sputtered. “Like I told Bet —”“I know what you told
Bet,” Vanessa retorted impatiently. “But we’re not a sports drink or something.”“No,” Abigail
countered. “But we’re an organization.”“We’re a group.”“We’re a club,” Abigail insisted. “And we’re
a team, just the same as your soccer team. If we want to look serious, we ought to have —”“A
logo,” Xenia finished for her, breathing the words blissfully.The others turned in surprise as Xenia
lifted the drawing up close to her round glasses so she could see it better.“I’ve always thought
we should have a logo,” Xenia panted, still entranced. “Photini, haven’t I said that?”“No,” Photini
replied, too confused to be polite.“Yes, I did,” Xenia said. “Or at least, I always said that we
needed to advertise on television, and you can’t do that without a logo. Maggie, remember
that?”“Uh …” Maggie faltered. “Well, yeah I do, come to think of it.” She could recall that Xenia
had said that very thing on the night that Abigail had proposed they form a club in the first place.



But they all thought it was just one of her typical weird remarks. Maggie threw Abigail a look of
distress.“Okay, yes. That’s nice … but,” Abigail began, a little alarmed that television
commercials were back in discussion. “I really don’t know if —”“Only, you have to do it over,”
Xenia observed, tilting her head to one side as she scrutinized the drawing.“I do? Why?”Holding
the drawing out for them to see, Xenia pointed to the writing and explained more carefully,
“Because of the pen you used. You colored in the letters with a glitter pen. But if we run the logo
off on a printer or copier, that part won’t look right. I mean, you can’t get out your glitter pen and
color in the words on all our stationery.”“What stationery?” Photini frowned.“For our
correspondence.”“What correspondence?” Photini persisted.“All of the letters we’ll send out,”
Xenia answered sensibly. “And then there’s the business cards. And the flyers we’ll make. And
then we’ll advertise on television.”“Xenia —” Abigail sighed, unsure where to start.“But,” Xenia
counseled, putting the drawing carefully back on the table, “not with the glittery writing. It
probably should be just black and white.”“Black and white?” Both Vanessa and Abigail said it at
the same time, but Vanessa was the first one to recover and continue.“No way,” Vanessa
declared, tossing her head for emphasis. “I don’t get why we need a logo at all. But if we’re going
to have one, it shouldn’t be black and white. That’s too depressing. We have to pick colors, and
they have to be good colors. Things like that matter.”Abigail felt torn between satisfaction and
irritation. She was relieved that Vanessa now saw the need for a logo. But it was impossible to
miss the implication that something was wrong with the colors Abigail had chosen.“What’s the
matter with the way I did it?”“Because you just used the pens you had at the time. Look, you
drew my hair black with purple in it!” She folded her arms with offended dignity. “Our color palette
has to show our style.”Abigail felt confused. She thought a palette was what a painter used to
mix paint on, but Vanessa obviously meant something else.“A color palette,” Vanessa remarked,
reading Abigail’s perplexed expression, “is the bunch of colors we decide on. And then we can
mix and match them and stuff. James did some posters for the jazz club at college, and he let
me help him come up with the palette for those.” Her eyes lit up a little at the happy memory of
sitting with her older brother, trying out shades of striking blues and vivid pinks until they got it
just right. “People can tell a lot about you from your signature colors.”“Oh come on,” Maggie cut
in, just in time to stop Abigail. “There is nothing wrong with this logo.” She swept it off the table,
holding it up high to bestow additional dignity to her friend’s artwork. “Abigail put a lot of work into
this and I think …”She froze, spellbound by one detail of Abigail’s drawing of her.“Does my hair
really look like that?” Things didn’t go well for several minutes after that. Maggie really wanted
to take Abigail’s side in the debate, but she couldn’t get past the bad haircut she had been given.
Vanessa wanted to stay focused on picking colors. For her part, Xenia moved on from the issue
with the glitter pen, but she began to notice other things about the design as well.
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Julie M. Chien, “Very enjoyable. Love how the girls learn about themselves and each other in this
book.”

Vasi, “Funny, relevant, and REAL. I've been a fan of Grace Brooks for years, from her illustrations
for The Littlest Altar Boy to her 2 early Every Tuesday Club books. Orthodox kids deserve to see
their lives reflected in the media they consume, and her ETC series really is a beautiful creation,
full of realistic people with real kindnesses and faults, who could be any of us. I was offered an
Advanced Reader Copy (but had this wishlisted already). As this is the third book in the series,
I'd strongly recommend reading the other 2 first for the best experience--especially if you don't
enjoy spoilers! The girls' individual motivations, desires, and choices are richer when you
encounter them with all their history from the first two books, and it'll help you to understand their
character development as they age.This volume is a series of short stories effectively tied
together with a framework of the girls reviewing the minutes of the past year's meetings. In the
present-day meeting, Maggie has been increasingly miserable over the past year. She's feeling
betrayed by her mother and her friends. She's prayed and prayed, and nothing seems to be
getting better. Is it hopeless? In the flashbacks, we deal with the girls' desire for a logo that truly
represents them, first crushes, their decision to make the club inclusive to boys (theoretical
boys, at this point ;) ), feeling as if their faith has been challenged (and wondering what the basis
for faith is, in the first place), a few light-hearted mysteries at the church's restaurant, dealing
with how others treat them based on various types of labels, and solving an old murder
mystery.Grace Brooks shines in weaving the REAL. These kids have faults and they see others'
faults and they also recognize the beauty and glory of God in each other. Without spoiling too
much here (although if you have a question, comment and I'll respond), the typical Christian kid
book tropes are turned on their heads. There's no pablum in these books; this is not a book
where the girls say, "Father, we were talking about faith," and the priest goes, "Ah, my children,
let me make the Lord seem boring by monologuing in pedantic language for a page and a half."
This is a book that will make you think because of the reality and relevance of the situations
presented (murder mysteries and rich neighbors aside; we have to have a little fun!) and will give
you something for you and your teens and pre-teens to discuss together.Oh, and it's fun for
grown-ups to read along with too. Add it to your list!”

Phoebe Farag Mikhail, “The third book in this series does not disappoint!. I've recommended this
book series on my blog (beingincommunity dot com), to parents, and even Sunday school
teachers wanting to do a book club for Middle School aged children. But I have to say, I enjoy the
Every Tuesday Club series as an adult as much as the younger readers do! This book did not
disappoint. I enjoyed reading the different stories through the eyes of the different members of
the club. There was so much humor in this particular volume. My favorite story is the last one - I



won't give it away, but it's unbelievably clever, with some colorful new characters as well. I also
loved how the little kids taught the girls a lesson in the first story! I will note that the adult
characters in the book tend to be a little bit caricatured, especially the less admirable adults (like
Vanessa's high school teacher). That's something that I would probably discuss in a book club,
or with my children. Nonetheless, I find the main characters so approachable for the middle
grade age -- all going through the struggles of growing older while trying to grow in their faith and
relationships with God. I cannot wait for the next book in the series - wonderful job Grace
Brooks!!!”

Melinda Rowena Bowman, “The Wonderful Growth these Books Portray. I really loved this book!
I read it right after "Queen Abigail the Wise" and "Vanessa the Wonder-Worker," which I loved
too. Vanessa the Wonder-Worker is still my favorite, but I love all of them so much. I'm a
seventeen-year-old girl, and I recommend these wonderful books for ALL Orthodox pre-teens
and teens alike, especially girls. I'm absolutely convinced there are no other books like this in the
whole Universe. Growing up as an Orthodox teen in America presents many beautiful,
rewarding, and challenging experiences that are very different from a "typical" teen life. It can be
difficult sometimes to feel so different from the rest of society- but so rewarding also. In many
ways, we really are just normal teenagers. However, we seek something that the world denies.
We seek Jesus Christ, and we want to bring His light to all the areas of our life around us. Grace
Brooks beautifully portrays the struggles, joys, sorrows, challenges, laughter, and love that fill
our lives. She shows the difficulties while always pointing a way to the light that is Christ. A teen
may be sad and depressed, sunk in moodiness. But God works through his Holy Church, the
Scriptures, the Saints, and the fellow Christians surrounding them to help them to grow. Growth.
That's the thing I like most about these books.”

Orthomommy, “nice book. i'm 11 years old and have read all the other books in this series. this is
an orthodox book series that is about Christian girls my age, Abigail, Vanessa, Photini, Maggie,
and Xenia. this book is definitely worth reading. in this book, Photini and Xenia figure out who
tried to get into miss hemmings's bank account, the club solves an age-old mystery by knowing
the psalms, and wins enough money for their church to get their whole air conditioning system
replaced. I really like mystery novels but this is more realistic than Nancy Drew.”

Yelyzaveta V. Scheglowski, “Great book about church, mystery, friendship and growing up
Orthodox.. Great story ! We love following the story of the friends: Abigail, Vanessa, Xenia,
Photini, and Maggie. It's awesome that the book has mystery and captivates you with the story,
the discovery of the bank account mystery by Xenia and Photini. It shows the importance of
listening and paying attention in church like knowing old church psalms. The story shows the
problems of people and families and it's easy to relate to girls' everyday life. Especially growing
up in Orthodox community it's great to know about life's of the kids' of our age.Anthony (12) and



Sophia (10)”

The book by Grace Brooks has a rating of  5 out of 4.5. 14 people have provided feedback.
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