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Hi, Back-to-Homeschool read-

ers! This issue could be consid-

ered our, “second summer is-

sue,” or the August/September 

issue, because it’s our first bi-

monthly edition of BTH! Let’s 

hope that we get enough sub-

missions to keep it this way - 

BTH every two months is more 

fun for everyone! Something 

else great is that this issue is 

Back-to-Homeschool’s first issue 

when many readers are actually 

going back to homeschool! 

Some homeschool groups throw 

Back-to-Homeschool or Not-

Back-to-School parties, and 

some homeschooled girls like us 

will enter a new grade and get 

started in learning all kinds of 

new things, whether in a home-

school, school-at-home, un-

school, or self-school style. 

Some people are getting started 

after a break from homeschool-

work, and some people haven’t 

actually stopped! Either way, for 

all homeschooled readers we 

have plenty of fun - In this issue, 

we have all kinds of great arti-

cles written by homeschooled 

girls and even one mom. Find 

out what girls are doing for their 

homeschool, learn new things, 

read cool stories, and more! 

Also, we’re asking readers - in 

addition to regular article sub-

missions - to send in more cover 

photos! For our next issues, 

we’d love it if we could have the 

girls featured on the covers 

wearing colorful clothes, and we 

accept submissions of home-

schooled girls from all countries 

backgrounds, and cultures! We 

hope you love our latest issue, 

and we think you won’t be able 

to wait for the next one - good 

thing BTH is bimonthly now!  

Welcome to our latest issue of Back-to-Homeschool! 

Issue 4 

Back-to-Homeschool | August/September 

August/September 

2011 

Want to advertise on the 

website for the most 

popular magazine for 

homeschooled girls? 

Don’t miss your chance! 

Email  
bthmagazine@yahoo.com 

for more  

information! 

 

Founders’ Page 

mailto:bthmagazine@yahoo.com
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spring semester of his junior year, he trav-

eled to England, where his father was an 

ambassador. This opportunity to see Eng-

land on the brink of WWII strengthened 

his political interests.  

He married Jacqueline Lee Bouvier in 

1953. They had three children, Caroline, 

John-John and Patrick. Patrick was born 

premature and did not survive. Jack was 

a senator for fourteen years. After that he 

became President. This was very hard to 

do, because many people were preju-

diced against Catholics, and he was a 

Catholic. Jack said that he was “not the 

Catholic candidate for . president, but 

the Democratic candidate.” He won the 

election, and on January 20, 1961, Jack 

became the youngest and first Catholic 

man to be president. Jack was also an 

author, winning the Pulitzer Prize for his 

book, Profiles in Courage. On November 

23, 1963, he and his wife were riding in 

their limousine in Dallas, Texas, when 

shots rang out. One struck the president 

in the throat, another shattered his skull. 

The limousine raced to the hospital, but it 

was too late. He was declared dead at 

1pm central time. Jacqueline wanted 

her husband buried in Arlington National 

Cemetery.  “He belongs to the people,” 

she said. After the funeral, she and Rob-

ert Kennedy lit an eternal flame in his 

memory. The flame still shines brightly to 

this day, to honor this great American 

president.  

John Fitzgerald Kennedy: Our 35th President. 

If you have ever heard “Ask not 

what your country can do for you 

but what you can do for your coun-

try,” you were hearing the words of 

John Fitzgerald Kennedy. 

This great man was born on May 29, 

1917, to Rose & Joseph P. Kennedy. 

He was the second of nine children 

in a wealthy family. His father was a 

bank president, and his mother was 

a stay-at-home mom.  Kennedy at-

tended Choate during high school, 

a boys’ boarding school in Con-

necticut. John, or Jack, as he was 

called, did not follow rules. He was 

nearly expelled for organizing a 

club of fellow rule breakers, the 

Muckers. He graduated high school 

in 1935. Jack started college at 

Princeton University, but transferred 

to Harvard the next fall. During the 

Laura Ashley, age 12, learned about President Kennedy! 
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What Did You Do 
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When I wake up I lay for 

about five minutes.  Then 

I get up to no one except 

my thirteen-year-old dog Jessica 

Eve, but we call her Jessie.  I 

might watch T.V. for a little 

while.  Then my brother Alex 

gets up.  We might chat or 

watch more T.V.  We eat to-

gether, then my mom wakes 

up.  “Hi,” I call!  “Hi”, she an-

swers! 

We are all ready now and are 

starting school at 9:30 

A.M.  We always start with Bible!   I 

do school anywhere I want!  (Yes, 

even in the bathroom!) 

  

We are ending now at 4:30 P.M. 

(My dad goes to work really early.) 

By Annie, age 11 

I Love Homeschooling! 

How Do YOU 
Homeschool? 

Here’s the section 
that we intro-
duced in the last 
issue, called The 
Way You Home-
school, and it’s the 
place for telling 
all the readers of 
BTH about all the 
ways that you 
homeschool! But 
only you can 
keep this section 
going – email 
bthsubmissions 
@yahoo.com and 
tell us about the 
way that you 
homeschool! Can’t 
think of anything? 
Read the article 
on the right for 
ideas! 

The Way You  

Homeschool 

mailto:bthsubmissions@yahoo.com
mailto:bthsubmissions@yahoo.com
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I am part of the 

Hungarian mi-

nority in Roma-

nia (There are at 

least 1.5 million 

Hungarians in 

Romania).  
 

Homeschooling 

is illegal in Ro-

mania. But my 

brothers and I 

have been enrolled into a Christian 

school in Hungary, because the only 

possibility to learn at home in Roma-

nia is to be enrolled into a school out-

side Romania. 

 

We are traveling twice a year to Hun-

gary for testing, and we participate in 

some classes by Skype. 

 

I like gardening very much, hand 

working, and I like playing guitar. We 

are going to dif-

ferent Christian 

camps for vaca-

tion, and I espe-

cially like the 

camps in Ukraine, 

which is the 

country north of 

Romania. 

 

I would like to be 

a good housewife 

when I grow up. 

HOMESCHOOLING in ROMANIA 
BY ESZTER, AGE 11 

Hi! My name is Eszter. I am 11 years old. I live in Odorheiu Secuiesc, Ro-

mania, Europe. 

Here is my country: 

Global  

Spotlig
ht 
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By Katie, age 8, & Inshi, age 5 

Homeschooling in Ghana  

Every morning, we take our table out-

side, and work on the porch. While we 

are out, we are entertained by beauti-

ful butterflies and birds, for example, 

Western Gray Plantain-eaters and Vil-

lage Weavers. We have lunch outside 

which often includes yam, plantain, 

and plenty of fresh fruit, such as man-

go, papaya, pineapple and coconut. 

When the sun reaches our table, we go 

inside at about 3:00. If it’s cloudy, we 

have to go in by 5:00, since all the malar-

ia-carrying mosquitoes wake up! 

We used to go to the library every Satur-

day, but the tro-tros (small vans, held 

together by rope and very overcrowded) 

got dangerous, as the roads were being 

worked on, so they started going off-

road – which we didn’t appreciate at all! 
 

We are moving into the mountains this 

week and will probably be able to find a 

new library. But for now we read books 

online and order online. We study the 

Bible, Maths, English, Science, History, 

French and Spanish.  

 

 

 

In our free time, we go online, write 

stories and poems, make short mov-

ies, and do arts and craft.  

 

We don’t know anything about getting 

permission! But there are a few other 

people who homeschool. 

Global  

Spotlig
ht 
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By Eesha, age 11 

    About my homeschooling, well... in June 

2006, I was very excited about going to school, 

like “everyone else.” 

But when I did go 

there, I did not like it 

at all. The fact that 

there was so much to 

experience and enjoy 

but only within the 

structure and bounda-

ries of what the school 

dictated was not some-

thing I was used to or 

liked in the least. After 

a month, I said I was-

n't going there any-

more. My father said 

he would cut my pock-

et money until I was 

11 (I am 11 now!)  

Finally, my parents 

decided that it was 

good for all of us to 

homeschool. That way 

we get to be together as a family. My parents 

work from home too and together we are a 

“family learning together.”  

    I do mostly unit studies (project based). Now 

I am learning Maths, Science and two Indian 

languages - Tamil and Hindi. The units I am 

currently working on are “The Elements” and 

Frogs (I loooove Frogs!). I also like to paint, 

read, and write and illustrate my own stories. 

Thrice a week, I go for classical Hindustani 

music lessons and twice a week for swimming 

lessons. The other academic work, I do with 

my parents. 

    We have our own farm (which we call 

“Forest Flower,” because it is in the middle of a 

small forest). We do natural farming and grow 

lots of vegetables there. I help on the farm. I 

love raking leaves most of all.  I'm starting to 

learn carpentry and my grandmother is helping 

me knit. 

    I also publish a bi-monthly magazine (once 

in two months) magazine online called 

Raindrops.) Raindrops is a magazine “for kids 

by kids” with DTP help from adults. You may 

check it out online at www.raindropsmag.com.  

We have a hyper Boxer called Brindle. He is 

quite smart and does a lot of “clever mischief” - 

like he won't shake your hand unless he is hap-

py with you or you have food etc. I love playing 

fetch with him or clicker training him. He loves 

to have his ears rubbed. Here is a photograph 

of me and Brindle - with Brindle in a “swoon” 

after an ear-rub.  

    About the “permission” bit for homeschool-

ing in India, I checked with my mother and this 

is what she said...“In India, there are no specific 

laws about homeschooling. It is a relatively new 

concept, though more people are becoming 

aware of it now. So as of now, this is a choice 

that parents are free to make though that could 

change soon. Then we need to see...” 

A girl’s homeschooling journey in her country 

Global  

Spotlig
ht 

HomeschoolingHomeschoolingHomeschooling   ininin   IndiaIndiaIndia   

http://www.raindropsmag.com
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How is Anika homeschooled in Japan? 

Hi, BTH magazine readers! My name is Anika H., and I got the privi-
lege of sharing how I homeschool. Let me tell you something about my-
self first. I am a missionary kid in Japan. I am twelve years old, and I 

have four other siblings. 

 
In Japan, homeschooling is very rare, and is usually considered for disabled kids, very bad 
kids, etc. That‟s not the case with me. I went to one year of kindergarten and four years of pub-
lic school. I‟m glad I went, for I was able to make many friends and learn Japanese.  

I have been doing homeschool for two years now, and really enjoy it. I like that you have a lot 
of freedom concerning what you do, when you do, etc.  For example, I‟m sure most of you 
have heard, but Japan just had a terrible tsunami and earthquake. My dad and many others from 
our church went up to that area to help the people. Since we were all very busy, we haven‟t 
been doing school, though this has been a good learning experience for all. 
 

I do CQLA for my language arts, Singapore Math for math, TOPS for Science, Mark Kistler‟s 
Draw Squad for art, and random things for history/geography. We use some other things as 
well. I like how we can chose which curriculums we want to use, based on what we like or not. 
 

My parents want us to continue learning Japanese, so we go to a cram school called Kumon. I 
think they have it in America, too. In Kumon, you can learn Japanese, Math, and English. Some 
places you can learn a couple different languages, too. You get homework from Kumon, so I 
do that on the days I don‟t have Kumon. 

this issue 

Open Source Revolution P.1 
IT Management Tips  P.2 
Non-Profit Solutions P.3 

Trends & New Software P.4 

More Info About Japan 

Did You Know…. 

 Japan has the oldest surviving 

monarchy in the world? 

 Japan’s national anthem is the 

worlds oldest national anthem? 

 10% of the world’s volcanoes 

are located in Japan? 

 Japan is 70% mountains? 

Japan City Landscape 

By Anika, age 12 

Global  

Spotlig
ht 

Homeschooling Homeschooling InIn  JapanJapan  

日本におけるホームスクーリング 

日本都市景観 
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How Can Our  

Parents Do It? 
 

 

 

How did our parents do it? Today, usually both of the parents in 
one home have to work. But only one parent in our household has 
to work. 
 
It’s because God has tremendously blessed us with the jobs that 
our parents have. My mom said that if my dad did not have the job 
he has today we would be put in school and she would be out there 
working. And also because my mom keeps the household tight 
clean and well kept. Every Sunday she clips coupons and saves 40 
to 50 dollars. Now I can see why she loves them so much. 
 
I am so thankful to God because without him I would be in public 

school. They are so awful with the sickening smells, the horrifying 

bathrooms, and the dark halls. And that was exactly like the public 

school I walked into. If I had to go for even one day I would call 

my mom to come pick me up halfway through the day. 

By Emily, Age 10 
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    A long time ago 

there lived a family 

on the distant hills 

of the city of Da-

vid… 

    “Father, what 

do you want me to 

do after I have 

sheared this 

sheep?” the son 

said to his father. 

    “Just herd the 

sheep out to the 

pasture, Joni,” his 

father replied.  

    The little boy, 

no older than 14 

years of age, drove those sheep to the pasture.  

Looking out to the continuous hills, the sunrise 

blinded him with beauty, the skies contained col-

or of every kind. With purples, pinks, greens, 

blues, grays, browns, black and tinges of white 

here and there, the sky was a masterpiece. 

    I looked around, threw myself down onto the 

ground at my brother Joni„s feet. “Joni, can I 

herd sheep with you today?!” I hopped up to my 

feet, so he wouldn‟t step on me.  

    “Leah, you came with me last time, wait for 

tomorrow,” my brother demanded.  

    “But I want to go today,” I pouted, “please?” 

    “No, go help mom, that‟s your job, remem-

ber?” He walked off swishing his herding stick 

here and there, gently leading the sheep to the 

desired destination. I watched as his slightly tall 

figure and golden wheat hair slowly disappeared. 

I turned looking at the little, gray cottage house. 

It gave a dreary impression; it had little holes 

here and there to fix. I looked to the far right, 

where there was a log fence, which also needed 

mending. I walked inside thinking of all the 

things mother would want to be done around 

the house. Bothered, I faced the work I knew 

was at hand. Forlornly, I looked to the far hills, 

which held the beautiful view, and I wished, just 

for a second, that I too was a boy. 

     “Leah, come here please,” my mother waved 

me to her, “I need some help with the dirty 

clothes.” I turned my back to the outside to help 

my mother scrub those clothes clean. I grabbed 

the bucket and poured some of the water in it 

into my scrubbing rack. I had fetched the water 

just a little while ago, it was cold to the touch, but 

my hands grew used to it. I observed my mother; 

her midnight brown hair was pulled into a bone 

braid. Her brown dress draped around both 

shoulders and twisted around her. Her shoes were 

made from straw which also twisted. She gazed at 

me with her grayish brown eyes, and then she 

gave me a gentle, kind smile. I smiled in return; I 

thought, even though mom is 34 years old, she is 

beautiful. I thought about my own ginger blond 

hair, and eyes that were a blue color but con-

tained a foggy gray. I was exceedingly short, and 

my dress looked baggy and puffy. How could I 

put it - I wanted to be just like mom when I was 

older, which I believed possible, since I was only 

6 years old.  

    Father walked in, carrying his latest gridded 

sketch on a piece of stone.  

    “Oh? Samson, what are you making this time? 

 

The Lord Will Protect  
~ A Fictional Story ~  

By Monica, age 16 
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You„ve been at your desk all night,” mother 

pondered. My father was a revered artisan; he 

did the most unbelievable work anyone had 

ever seen. He sometimes ended up working 

late into the night, when everyone else was 

asleep.  He got paid well, but my father insisted 

on keeping sheep, so everyday my older broth-

er took care of them, while father worked on 

his new designs in his workroom. I still didn‟t 

understand why, but that didn‟t matter to me. I 

liked the outside, the fuss of the sheep and 

how mother took their wool and made it into 

beautiful clothing. 

    “It‟s a tapestry, it will be used to decorate 

King David‟s palace!” Father was beside 

himself with enthusiasm. His au-

burn beard hid his silly grin, 

but I knew exactly how silly 

it was. One time I had 

moved his beard to the 

side, just so I could look 

at it. His hair was very 

curly, and he wore a 

plain gray kilt. I don‟t 

think he has a sense of 

fashion. His arms held well-

defined muscles, he was 

strong from all the work he did.  

Father stood taller than anyone in 

the household. His hands shown signs of 

wear, not anyone could guess that he was an 

artisan for life.  “Rachel, this is gold.  Once the 

king knows how well I work with my hands, he 

will be down on his knees begging for more!” 

Father seemed passionate about this. I looked 

at the laundry that was being neglected; father‟s 

big news had distracted us from our work. I 

glanced enviously at the graphed design on the 

stone. That was what I wanted to do, make 

designs, or herd sheep and spend time in the 

day‟s breeze. That seemed way more adven-

turous than house chores, I did them every 

day! 

    “LEAH, could you go to town to get some 

things for me?” mother shouted to get my at-

tention. 

    “Yes, mother,” I practically hopped, I get to 

go outside!  

    It was a three hour hike to town from 

home, the landscape along the way was grassy 

and hilly with wild flowers blooming every-

where. I entered into the noisy town, in every 

corner, there was activity going on. People sold 

all kinds of things, jewelry, cloths, food, and 

items of luxury. The streets were confusing, 

there was no specific layout to it all it seemed 

random and unplanned. As I wandered to each 

stall, people pushed every way making it hard 

to look at the wares. I glanced at each stall 

hoping to find meat and some wheat. Spotting 

some in two different stalls I bargained for 

them. Sadly, it was time I walked 

back home. I didn‟t want to 

leave the exciting streets 

of town, so I wandered 

for a few seconds 

looking at the cloths 

wares, and I saw the 

most beautiful 

gowns. I was en-

tranced by their deli-

cate, flowing skirts. It 

drew me in, but quickly 

I drew back, shaking my 

head. I had cloths already, I 

didn‟t need more, and besides 

there was no way I would ever have the money 

to buy something like that. Then stopping to 

think it crossed my mind that I didn‟t really 

care. “Joni, can I go with you now?” I begged. 

I had spent the rest of the day before with 

chores, now I was ready for an adventurous 

morning. Herding goats was adventurous; eve-

ry now and again one would go off on his own 

and when that happened Joni loved having me, 

that way he wouldn‟t have to leave the sheep 

all alone just to find the one. He usually sent 

me to get it, which I liked doing, it was fun. 

The rest of the time I just chased the goats 

around. The goats thought I was one of them, 

which made me laugh when they tried to butt 

me playfully. 

    Joni shrugged, “I guess, but stay with me, I 

don‟t want to have to herd you too.” I whipped 

That was what I want-

ed to do, make de-

signs, or herd sheep 

and spend time in the 

day’s breeze. That 

seemed way more ad-

venturous than house 

chores, I did them 

every day! 
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around, slightly annoyed that he thought of me 

as a docile goat. But my anger quickly died 

away as I saw the smile on his face. Teasing 

was his specialty, and not thinking it very funny 

I turned away from him and concentrated at 

walking.  

    Arriving at the meadow I looked around 

studying the many flowers that dotted the 

fields. They were all wildflowers that I wished I 

knew the names of, for some of them were so 

delicate, gentle looking flowers; I fell in love 

with them once I got a glance of them. The 

different scents were wonderful, and the grass 

was a deep green, lovelier than 

the grass I had crossed on my 

way to town. Then I would stare 

at the clouds imagining what all 

shapes they made could be. 

Sometimes I felt as if I were 

watching the very waves of with 

everyone, and the peaceful feel-

ing it gave. Studying the clouds I 

found a lion, and the sea in the 

sky. Everyday felt different on 

this valley, which was one rea-

son I loved them so much. It 

gave a feeling of peace, and I 

was passionate about it, I felt as 

if this was a piece of artwork. 

Thinking about it I wanted to recommend it to 

my father, tell him to recreate this beautiful 

land in a canvas. I‟m sure if it was my father 

everyone would be taken by it. I wanted to 

share this land then there was a house. 

    “Leah,” Joni shook me awake, finding my-

self a foot where I originally was at, I dazedly 

looked at my brother. “I need your help,” 

there was desperation in his voice. I quickly 

came to and questioned him. Joni answered, 

“There are wolves after the sheep; some of the 

sheep have wandered off too. I need you to go 

after the sheep while I take care of the wolves. 

Okay?” I nodded.  

     Going our separate ways I looked for any   

sign of the sheep, I scanned the horizon. The 

clouds were traveling through the sky as if it 

were running. I didn‟t see anything, checking 

every bush, every little hill, I didn‟t spot any 

fluff from any of the sheep. Starting to fear, I 

anxiously jogged here and there, where were 

they? I felt my heart racing to my throat, chok-

ing it back; it seemed as if I couldn‟t breathe. 

Gasping didn‟t make it better. 

    Growl. I turned around, there on a rock a 

wolf was poised to pounce. My heart stopped, 

I froze looking the wolf in the eye. My mind 

reeled; I wished I had something to hit it with, 

so I could defend myself. 

    “Baa,” the lost sheep brawled. Dread came 

upon me, and the wolf turned 

and ran at the sheep. I quickly 

grabbed some dirt and threw it 

into the wolf‟s eyes. The wolf 

started howling, scratching at his 

eyes. I grabbed the sheep, run-

ning as far as I could go, the wolf 

recuperated and rushed at me. 

Screaming I was almost caught 

when Joni jumped between the 

wolf and me. Fighting him off 

the wolf retreated back to wher-

ever he came from.  

    Tears flowed from my eyes, I 

started to cry. “Hush, hush,” 

Joni said to me cradling me in his 

trembling arms. I felt such gratitude, that my 

brother had made it in time, and that the wolves 

hadn‟t beat Joni. He was alive, I was alive, and at 

the moment that was all I cared about. My 

brother had looked scary when he had rushed at 

the wolves, but afterwards he became compas-

sionate. Suddenly he wouldn‟t let me go.  

    “Joni, can you let go now?” I asked, embar-

rassed.  

    My brother blushed, “Sorry,” he said, “I 

thought I was about to lose you.” I looked at my 

brother; I realized how lucky I was. My family 

truly cared for one another, my family would 

have been sad if I had been eaten. Everyone 

else‟s families seemed to hate one another; I 

thought then and there how grateful I was to be 

born in my home.  
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Subsections Which are Deficient in Sagacity Subsections Which are Deficient in Sagacity Subsections Which are Deficient in Sagacity    
(Or, “Paragraphs that Don’t Make Sense”) 

By Patricia, age 16By Patricia, age 16By Patricia, age 16   

Have you ever read a book where you keep finding words that confuse you? Can you im-

agine if you read an entire paragraph with words like this, where almost every word bam-

boozles and befuddles you? Below are some positively perplexing paragraphs that we’ve 

written, which don’t make sense to most people unless they participate in spelling bees or 

particularly like learning confusing words when they’re doing homeschool-work! They 

are especially deficient in sagacity unless you inquest them! 
___________________________ 

 Desideria secreted the accolade predominantly circumspectly; her esca-

lating trepidation that it was ordained to be ascertained from its obscured 

locality caused her to warble in consternation.  

 

 Providence did not partisan the customary Kenadeigh in the stipulation 

whilst her modish ostensible momentous-other did resolute that her 

voguish comparative harmonized with him supplementary superior than 

she deliberated she did. 

  

 Jermajesty’s relations intermittently produced bedlam on the junctures 
when they slogged a trawling expedition for ichthyoids sequentially to 
nosh their kith and kin, but inexorably in their influx only generating ce-
ruminiferous from their fetid cochleas, and not even chanelising one exe-
crable ichthyoid. Michelin and Zahina are transposable simulacrums and 
their progenitors habitually generate gaffes and envisage Zahina as Mich-
elin and mutatis. Michelin is incensed by the incidences whereas Zahina 
deems it congenial and superb.  

Do you enjoy the above confusing paragraphs? Why not send in your 

own Subsections Which are Deficient in Sagacity to BTH, or send in 

your “translations” of the ones featured in this issue! 
 Hint: Desideria, Kenadeigh, Jermajesty, Michelin, and Zahina are all unique names. 
 Hint: When writing your own confusing paragraphs, use thesauruses and dictionaries, whether 

online or in a book.  
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Hunter’s View 
 
I opened my eyes to bright sunlight. It showered the room, breaking up the dark shadows of the 
night. I blinked and perked up my ears. Little squealing came from behind me, but I just put my ears 
to my head and tucked my head back into the soft fuzzy stuff that lined the bed. It was soft, very 
soft. I felt it move a bit. Wait…fuzzy stuff shouldn’t move. I picked up my head. She had soft fur, 
fuzzy kind of soft and it was all around her. It was brown, black, and white. She was huge. Like a 
mountain towering over me. She gave a small smile and lay her head down on her paws and fell 
asleep. She looked tired, just like I was feeling from looking at her. The yelps came again and I nes-
tled into her fur deeper, scared of those noises. I felt a batting at my head. I ducked down more, 
until I was pulled from my scruff from the fur; I toppled down and looked up. Her blue eyes looked 
down at me, curiosity in them. I automatically put my body in a submissive form. She smiled and 
rolled me over and tugged at my ear. “Hi!” I blinked slowly and looked up. She wasn’t trying to hurt 
me…I think. “Hi?” She jumped off and ran around me in circles, then she was picked up and brought 
to another side. All the small fuzzy puppies, including me, were alone, blocked off by a tail or body 
part. I wonder why. I trotted up to the tail that blocked us and tried to climb up over it. But it flicked 
up and smacked down lightly, making me back away. I didn’t step back near that tail. So I just 
walked back to that female dog, the one with the soft fur and sat next to her. I was confused about 
everything. She licked my forehead and let out a small sigh. When she sighed I felt sad. Why was 
this person sad? I have smelled her before…for some time, but since my eyes are open I can now see 
her. She seemed very sad. I didn’t want her to be sad. Ever. 

A A Foopet Foopet LifeLife  
By Two Secret WritersBy Two Secret Writers  
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Dawn’s View  
I felt a strange coldness on my tail, all of a sudden, I was cold all over. My eyes hurt, from the bright light all around me. I tried to stand up, so I could 
walk around. But I couldn’t, I was too small to do anything. All I could do was look. I saw a big fuzzy thing that looked like a mountain. It was big. All of 
a sudden it looked down at me, it had big blue eyes. “A-Are you gonna eat me?” I asked, terrified that my question was true. “No,” the thing said. I real-
ized it was a dog. And it looked a lot like me. Except bigger. She 
smiled at me, although I could see she was sad. I never wanted to be sad, 
it would be...well…sad. I looked around once more, a little upset that I 
couldn’t get up and explore. “It’s okay, you’ll be up and running soon,” 
the dog told me. “Are you sure?” I asked. “Positive.” I could see the 
sadness in her eyes; I hoped I would never be sad, not in my Foopet 
life. 
 
Hunter's View 
I tested my legs, trying to get them to work again. They felt tingly and 
every time I moved them they let out a small shock of pain. I stood up 
and fell again, not being able to hold my weight. I licked my paw, still 
feeling like a thousand needles were going through it. Maybe I should-
n’t have sat this long. I stood again and took a step, a small one and fell over again. I barked, falling on my back. More like a yelp, no one heard me. I 
kicked my legs in the air and turned on my side again. I did not like this. I growled softly and stood again, I will not take no for an answer Mister paws…
now walk. I took another step and then another and soon again I was walking. I smiled and jumped up, falling on my back again. No! Now I won’t be 
able to walk again!! No! I whimpered and kicked my legs harder and harder until I felt the rough swipe of her tongue again and she picked me up by the 
scruff and set me back on my feet. It was that female dog again. I tilted my head and yelped. She turned her attention to me again and licked my head 
again. I wiped my head, it was wet and I was small and now I was soaked. I yelped and growled softly, even though it sounded like a kitty growl. Pathet-
ic and weak. She didn’t hear me. I guess I didn’t expect her to anyways. I stuck out my tongue and licked my paws. It was so small, so pitiful against The 
One’s. Yes. Like my nickname for that $@#&%?!? The One. It sounds nice…and she does seem important for now. At least. But honestly who was this 
dog? And what was she doing here anyways? I barked, nope, nothing. I barked louder and louder until she finally looked at me again. But she didn’t 
speak. I barked louder. I wish I could talk, but I don’t know how to yet. I can only make small yelping sounds from the back of my throat. Let’s hope I 
can last…maybe…just maybe I will be able to talk someday…maybe I won’t. I licked my paw one more time and lay my head on my paws. 
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Dawn's View 
I looked across the tails that were blocking me from the other little fuzzy things. I tried to climb over it, but I was still  too little. I 
looked at the little fuzzy thing next to me, then I glanced up at the two big fuzzys. “Hi,” I said to the fuzz ball. It just sat there. 
“Hi,” I said a little louder. It finally looked up at me, and made a little squeaking noise. I tried not to laugh. It sighed.  “Can’t you 
talk?” I said, hoping the big things keeping us apart wouldn’t hear us. It shook its head. “Oh…It’s just like barking, but loud-
er...and more...straight.” It tried again, still no noise. I walked away bored of this, what could I do? I was so bored I wanted to bark 
as loud as I could, but for whatever reason, I didn’t. Then it hit me. I wanted to find out my name, whether I had to ask the  big 
dogs, or find out myself. I decided right then, and there, I would find out my name. I looked around the screen for some sort  
of...mini-profile somehow; I knew I would find one. And then I saw it. Dawn. My name was Dawn. Then it said I had…4 brothers 
and sisters! Those must be what the other fuzzy things were, and the two big dogs were my mom and dad! That was a lot to take 
in, and I was smiling a lot. 4 brothers and sisters! I thought, wow. I looked up at my mom “Y-You’re my momma?” I said. She 
looked surprised as if something had just bit her. “Y-yes, I am,” she said although I could tell that she wished I had never found 
out. “Why can’t I see my brothers and sisters?” No answer. I figured she wasn’t gonna tell me, no matter how many times I asked. 
So I just lay down and tried to rest… 

The two secret writers have lost contact for now, so it’s up to you to imagine how the story ends! 
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An Interview with Alexander the GreatAn Interview with Alexander the GreatAn Interview with Alexander the Great   

And here’s Tammy Turnback, the host of And here’s Tammy Turnback, the host of And here’s Tammy Turnback, the host of The Past TimesThe Past TimesThe Past Times!!!   
Tammy: Hey Folks! Welcome to 

The Past Times. I’m your host, 

Tammy Turnback. Today, on our 

show, we have a very famous gen-

eral from ancient Greece, Alexan-

der the Great! 

Alexander: The one and only! 

Tammy: You led your army all 

over the known world, made them 

brave ice-covered mountains, 

scorching deserts, and bloody bat-

tles, I have one question, what 

were you thinking? 

Alexander: I wanted to conquer 

the world, and I did. 

Tammy: Well almost all the 

world.  

Alexander: Yes, my men were 

such wimps! 

Tammy: And you named every 

city you established after yourself, 

Alexandria!  

Alexander: Except for one. I 

named the last one after my horse, 

Bucephalus. The city was in India 

and I named it Bucephala. 

Tammy: But the most famous was 

in Egypt.  

Alexander: Egypt was also the 

easiest place to fight. All I had to 

do was go into the temple of Ra, 

get proclaimed the son of Ra, and I 

was Pharaoh. 

Tammy: The story that you were 

the son of a god didn’t start in 

Egypt, did it? 

Alexander: No, my mom, Olympi-

as, got mad at my dad, Philip II of 

Macedonia, because he wasn’t be-

ing true to her, so she came up with 

the story that Zeus had visited her 

in a lightning bolt and that he was 

my real dad. 

Tammy: Wow! Do you believe it? 

Alexander: It made it easier for 

me to conquer the world, that’s for 

sure! 

Tammy: How did you get your 

horse, Bucephalus? 

Alexander: When I was about ten, 

Dad was looking for a horse to 

buy, and was looking at Bucepha-

lus; however he would not let any-

one mount him. I was there with 

them and soon figured out the 

problem. 

Tammy: What was it? 

Alexander: I’m getting there; I 

told my dad that if I could mount, 

he would have to pay me the price 

of the horse. 

Tammy: What did he say? 

Alexander: If I broke my neck, I 

would have to pay him the price of 

the horse. I went up to Bucephalus 

and after turning his face toward 

the sun, mounted him with ease. 

Tammy: But what was the prob-

lem? 

Alexander: The horse was afraid 

of his own shadow. The thing 

spooked him out the wazoo. 

Tammy: Oh, that’s funny! 

Alexander: And I won! After-

wards, he was always the horse I 

rode into war. 

Tammy: What kind of schooling 

did you have as a child? 

Alexander: Only the best! When I 

was seven, Dad got Leonidas. Boy, 

was he strict! He thought my luxu-

rious lifestyle would make me lazy 

and spoiled. He had me march for 

miles at night, to make me hungry 

for breakfast, and when breakfast 

came, he gave me almost nothing. 

He would even search my room to 

make sure I hadn’t hidden any food 

there! 

By Kendra, age 16By Kendra, age 16By Kendra, age 16   
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Tammy: Did you like him?  

Alexander: Not his view of food, 

but he did teach me some vital bat-

tle skills, I am grateful for that.  

Tammy: Was he your only teach-

er? 

Alexander: No, later on Dad invit-

ed Aristotle to Pella to teach me 

and a bunch of my friends. 

Tammy: Pella? 

Alexander: The capital city of 

Macedonia.  

Tammy: What did Aristotle teach 

you? 

Alexander: Literature, philosophy, 

law… My favorite subject was sci-

ence. Later, when I was on my bat-

tle expeditions, I brought scientists 

along. They made maps and col-

lected samples of plants and ani-

mals. They also kept detailed rec-

ords of things we saw on our trav-

els. 

Tammy: What did you do in your 

free time? 

Alexander: I rode horses, prac-

ticed music, and went hunting.  

Tammy: Anything else? 

Alexander: Not that I can remem-

ber. 

Tammy: So Aristotle was your 

favorite teacher? 

Alexander: Of course, the two of 

us never lost touch.  

Tammy: Did you have any other 

lasting friendships? 

Alexander: Oh yes, I had several. 

My best friend was Hephaestion; 

he later went along with me on 

most of my travels. 

Tammy: When was your first taste 

of war? 

Alexander: That would have been 

in 338 BC, Bucephalus and I led 

the cavalry against the Thebans. At 

the same time Dad was leading the 

infantry against the Athenians. 

Tammy: Did you win? 

Alexander: Both city-states were 

soon defeated. 

Tammy: How did the other city-

states react? 

Alexander: The next year they 

made an agreement with us. We 

promised that if one of us needed 

help, the others would help. The 

Spartans were the only ones who 

refused to agree. Dad was now the 

leader of the combined army of 

almost all of Greece! 

Tammy: Did you like it? 

Alexander: I would often com-

plain that if my dad kept up at the 

rate he was conquering the world, 

there would soon be nothing for 

me to defeat. 

Tammy: Well, you still found 

plenty to fight on your own. 

Alexander: It helped that he died 

young though. 

Tammy: What happened? 

Alexander: For a while after our 

victories, Dad and I got along fair-

ly well, but then he met Cleopatra. 

Tammy: Didn’t she live after your 

time? 

Alexander: Wrong Cleopatra. 

Mom and I didn’t like her, but Dad 

decided he wanted to marry her. 

Rulers did that back then. Mom 

and I left Pella for a year, and not 

long after we came back, Dad was 

assassinated. 

Tammy: By who? 

Alexander: By one of his trusted 

bodyguards. 

Tammy: And you became king? 

Alexander: That’s right. The rest 

of Greece tried to rebel at that 

point, but I soon showed them who 

was boss. 

Tammy: And then you conquered 

the world. 

Alexander: I did. 

Tammy: Some of the kings you 

treated differently from others. 

Why? 

Alexander: Depended on how they 

handled the defeat. Darius ran 

away, so I treated him as the dog 

he was. Porus, the Indian king, 

asked to be treated “as a king,” so I 

let him rule over a large section of 

my empire. 

Tammy: After you defeated the 

Persians, you started acting as Da-

rius had. Why? 

Alexander: It was more fun. How-

ever I accidentally killed some of 

my closer friends while drunk 

when they tried to rebuke me. 

Tammy: But … they were your 

friends! 

Alexander: I know; I felt terrible 

afterwards, but my point was 

made. 

Tammy: Don’t mess with the 

king. 

Alexander: Exactly.  

Tammy: You also married three 

Persian girls. 

Alexander: Roxanne was the only 

one who produced an heir, and the 

child wasn’t born until after my 

death. 

Tammy: That brings up the ques-

tion, why did you die? 

Alexander: Old wounds … some 

people think I had contracted ma-

laria. 

Tammy: But in any case, you 

died. 

Alexander: And my friends split 

my kingdom up. Just as those Jews 

said they would. 

Tammy: Jews? 

Alexander: Seems that they had 

had a prophet named Daniel who 

had had a vision in which he saw 

all the major world rulers. It sound-

ed good so I used the symbol they 

had. associated with me as my own 

from then on. 

Tammy: And they gave up with-

out a fight? 

Alexander: They did. 

Tammy: Well it looks as if that’s 

all the time we have for today. I’m 

your host, Tammy Turnback, this 

has been The Past Times, and we 

have had the famous Greek gen-

eral, Alexander the Great! 

Alexander: Thank you, thank you, 

very much!  
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Rainbows are created when light reflects through a drop of  water, normally a 
raindrop. The water causes the colors to bend. Because violet bends more than 

the other colors and red bends less than the 
other colors, all the colors divide into a 
rainbow with red at the top and violet at 
the bottom. 
 

 

One raindrop reflects all the colors, but the 
raindrop reflects each color into a different 
area, so a viewer will only see one color 
from each raindrop. That shows how many 

raindrops are necessary to make a rainbow. 

 

Most people don‟t notice that the sun is always behind them when they see a 
rainbow. That‟s because the sun‟s light is reflected back towards the sun in each 
raindrop, which means that there is where you can see the rainbow. 
Sometimes you can see two rainbows in the sky. This is a double rainbow. Some-
times the light from a bright rainbow will reflect again into nearby raindrops, 
creating a double rainbow. The double rainbow is dimmer, and the colors are re-
versed. Violet is at the top and 
red is at the bottom.  
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Moonlight can be strong enough to create a 
rainbow. Usually it is a very dim one. These 
lunar rainbows usually happen at twilight or 
sunset, when the sun isn‟t up yet but there is 
a little light, because light reflected off  of  
the moon isn‟t that  
bright. With a little help from the sun, the 
moon can create these lunar rainbows. 

 

Rainbows also have variations. On some 
winter days that are very cold and clear, rain-
bows can be seen around the sun. These 
aren‟t really rainbows, but they can have the 

colors of  the rainbow. They are called halos, and sometimes there are bright 
spots on the left and right of  the halos; these are called sundogs. Sundogs are 
usually white, but sometimes have 
red on the inside and blue on the 
outside. 
  
Rainbows don‟t have to be way up 
in the sky. Some rainbows are low. 
There must be moisture in the air 
for rainbows to appear, so they 
usually appear near  
waterfalls, in the spray from a boat, 
or in fountains, lawn sprinklers, or 
spray from a hose. 
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You can make your own rainbow. Hold a hose in front of  
you and set to a fine spray. Remem-
ber, the sun must be behind you. If  
you are in the perfect spot, you will be 
able to see a rainbow. 
 
Some rainbows form in the clouds. It 
happens when the sun reflects off  of  
the clouds at a very specific angle. Be-
cause clouds are made up of  water 
droplets,  they reflect into the clouds 
the colors of  the rainbow. The clouds 
must also be very fine and wispy. 

 

A long time ago people looked for weather clues in rainbows. They created 
proverbs to explain what would happen when a rainbow appeared in a certain 
place or at a certain time of  day. Here are two examples of  rainbow proverbs – 

“Rainbow to windward, foul fall the day. 
Rainbow to leeward, rain runs away.” 

 
“Rainbow at morning, shepherd take warning. 

Rainbow at night, shepherd’s delight.” 
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Rainbows sometimes appear in oil spills or soap bubbles. Well, 
they aren‟t real rainbows, but they show the same colors. Rain-
bows in bubbles or spills will swirl and change with the liquid they 
are in, which is unlike a real rainbow. 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Now that you know a little bit about rainbows, answer this ques-
tion – Do you think it‟s possible for a rainbow to not have all sev-
en colors of  red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, and violet? If  
you think you know the answer, email us and tell us! Send your 
own pictures of  rainbows to bthsubmissions@yahoo.com and they 

might be featured in a future Arts and Photos section! 

mailto:bthsubmissions@yahoo.com
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MONARCH 
The Monarch butterfly is a milkweed but-
terfly in the family Nymphalidae. It’s 
probably the best known of all North 
American butterflies. Since the 19th cen-
tury, it has also been found in New Zea-
land, Australia, and Europe (Canary Is-
lands, Azores, and Madeira). Its wings 
have an orange and black pattern, and are 
usually 3½–4 inches across. Female Mon-
archs have darker veins on their wings 
than males, and the males are also slightly larger. The Mon-
arch is famous for migrating south, and returning north in 
summer. 
 

Butterflies 

There are lots of different kinds of butterflies. Here is information from 
Wikipedia on just a few of them ... 

Butterflies–  
Both clever and  

beautiful! 
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KARNER BLUE 
The Karner Blue, Lycaeides melissa samuelis, is a small, blue butter-

fly found in the New England and Great Lakes areas of the United 

States. It’s classified as an endangered species. One 

reason for that is because it depends solely on a 

flower called blue lupine, which is also disappear-

ing. Efforts are being made, though, to replant 

large areas of blue lupine and increase the number 

of Karner Blue butterflies. The Karner Blue is the 

official state butterfly of New Hampshire. The Ne-

cedah National Wildlife Refuge in central Wiscon-

sin is home to the world's largest population of 

Karner Blues, which benefit from its vast area of savan-

nah and extensive lupine.  

SWALLOWTAIL 
Swallowtail butterflies are large, colorful butterflies that 

form the family Papilionidae. There are over 550 species 

found on all the continents except Antarctica. Swallow-

tails’ caterpillars possess a forked organ behind their 

heads, called the osmeterium, which can be everted 

when the caterpillar is threatened. When it is forced out 

with a gentle squeeze it emits smelly secretions contain-

ing terpenes, which is an aromatic hydrocarbon ob-

tained from plant oils. The adults often look like they 

have the forked tail of a swallow, which gives them their 

name. 

 

SMALL WHITE 
The Small White (Pieris rapae) is a small to medium-sized 

butterfly species, which is also called the Cab-

bage White, and sometimes in New Zealand 

called the white butterfly. The names "Cabbage 

Butterfly" and "Cabbage White" can also refer to 

the Large White, which is not the same butterfly. 

It lives in Europe, North Africa, and Asia and was 

accidentally introduced to North America, Aus-

tralia, and New Zealand, where they have become 

pests on several crops. 

Josie, age 12, 

with a black 

swallowtail 

A Karner Blue butterfly 

 A Small White butterfly 

Homeschool Idea: Make a movie or write a 
paper about your favorite type of butterfly! 
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1. Go swimming 

2. Put a fan in your room. 

3. Wear a tank top & shorts. 

4. Wash your hands in cold water. 

5. Get your hair wet then wear a cap. 

6. Eat an ice cube. 

7. Drink a milkshake. 

8. Play limbo under the spray of a hose. 

9. Turn the air conditioning down. 

10. Make a paper fan. 

11. Get a towel wet & lie on it. 

12. Take a vacation to the beach. 

13. Wear flip flops. 

14. Eat a peppermint & then drink water. 

15. Put a glass of water in the freezer. 

16. Spray yourself with a spray bottle. 

17. Eat ice cream. 

18. Lie on freshly-watered grass. 

19. Soak a headband in water & wear it. 

20. Put your clothes in the freezer. 

 

 

 

21. Make a cold drink. 

22. Take a shower in cool water. 

23. Stay still for five minutes. 

24. Visit a walk-in freezer. 

25. Put water in a milk carton & freeze it. 

26. Cut your hair. 

27. Put an ice pack under your pillow. 

28. Go to an air-conditioned store. 

29. Have a water balloon fight. 

30. Freeze grapes & bananas. 

31. Freeze your lip balm. 

32. Make Italian ice. 

33. Don’t blow-dry your hair after a shower. 

34. Eat frozen chocolate. 

35. Sleep with just a sheet. 

36. Think about Antarctica. 

37. Mix cotton & crushed ice for fake snow. 

38. Wear a damp shirt. 

39. Wear all white. 

40. Let an ice cube melt on your head.  

40 Ways To 
Keep cool 

Whether it’s hot where you live or 

you’re preparing for next summer, 

here are 40 ways to keep yourself 

cool while keeping yourself busy! 
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Every Soul a Star by Wendy Mass 

12-almost-13-year-old Ally is homeschooled and lives in an ec-

centric campground called The Moonshadow with her 10-year-

old brother and her parents. She’s out in the middle of nowhere 

and has no friends, no TV, and no phone reception, but Ally 

doesn’t mind - she loves The Moonshadow and loves astronomy. 

Then she discovers that her parents want her to go to public 

school in the city - and she doesn’t like it! 13-year-old Bree is 

gorgeous, popular, and her life goal is to be on the cover of Sev-

enteen magazine before she’s 17. But when her parents decide 

that she and her 11-year-old sister are going to move to The 

Moonshadow and become homeschooled, she can’t believe it! 

Meanwhile, 13-year-old Jack has very little confidence in him-

self, but when he winds up at The Moonshadow to watch a solar 

eclipse, Jack, Ally, and Bree form an unlikely friendship and 

change as people forever. Ages 11-15.  

 

 

Surviving the Applewhites by Stephanie S. Tolan 

13-year-old Jake Semple is generally known as a “bad kid” and 

has been kicked out of every middle school he’s been in. Then 

he goes to stay with the Applewhites, an artistic family with five 

homeschooled kids, two goats, and a dog. Jake thinks that sur-

viving homeschool will be easy - but Jake begins to wonder; is 

he really as bad as he tries to be? So begins a story where Jake 

learns to find what he loves and be himself, a story of butterflies, 

acting, two goats, a dog, a talkative four-year-old, and E.D. Ap-

plewhite, the only Applewhite who wants structure. Ages 11-15.  

Books Starring  

Homeschooled Kids! 
Check out this issue’s featured  

book reviews about books starring  

characters who are homeschooled! 
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T R Y  T H E S E  T A S T Y  T I P S .  

Make Your Pancakes Make Your Pancakes Make Your Pancakes    

Spectacular!Spectacular!Spectacular!   

Before you begin your 

homeschooling day, do 

some extra schoolwork- 

That’s delicious! 

 Top with the jelly/preserves of your 
choice 

 Top with ice cream 

 Eat plain 

 Use to make sandwiches with 

 Make gluten free pancakes 

 Top with maple syrup 

 Top with honey 

 Top with powdered sugar 

 Top with brown sugar 

 Top with whipped cream 

 Top with fresh berries 

 Top with fresh bananas 

 Top with fruit syrup 

 Top with agave syrup 

 Top with butter 

 Top with honey and butter mixed 
together 

 Top with maple syrup and butter 
mixed together 

 Add blueberries 

 Add raspberries 

 Add strawberries 

 Add blackberries 

 Add bananas and walnuts 

 Make  peanut butter pancakes 

 Make chocolate –cocoa pancakes 

 Add chocolate chips 

 Add cinnamon 

 …...And many more you can imagine 
yourself! 
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by Karissa 
Learn how a homeschooled girl farms nuts in Ghana 

GoingGoing  NNuuttss!!  

    Have you ever wondered where nuts came 

from?  Peanuts, almonds, cashews, and wal-

nuts – where do they come from? Around my 

house two kinds of nuts are grown – cashews 

and peanuts. Here in Ghana we call peanuts 

“groundnuts” because they grow underground 

among the roots and not up in trees like other 

nuts. They’re a big industry; you can make a 

good profit from selling the peanuts or the oil 

that is extracted. Both are used in various 

Ghanaian sauces and snacks. 

    Harvesting groundnuts is an exciting social 

event. The people go out to the fields where 

they are grown (friends and relatives come to 

help also). The men pull up the entire plant 

and make piles of them in the field. The wom-

en and children find a spot in the shade of a 

tree and pick the groundnuts from among the 

roots. When they finish a pile of plants, they 

go grab another large armful and do some 

more. The fun part is chatting with friends 

and hearing new stories. After a hard day’s 

work, you get to take some of your bounty 

home for helping pluck the peanuts. 

    After the peanuts have dried in the sun, they 

are stored in gunny sacks. When they need to 

be used, they are cracked open by hand. This 

can make hands swollen and raw, but when 

that’s done, it’s time to make them into what-

ever you want. 



30 

    Another type of nuts we have around my 

house is cashew nuts. Did you know that they 

have a fruit with them? It is attached to the 

branch and the seed emerges from the bot-

tom of the fruit. Unlike a peach or apple, the 

seed grows on the 

outside and not the 

inside. The seed is 

green on the out-

side but the fruit 

can be yellow, or-

ange, or red and is 

very juicy. You 

have to be careful 

not to get this juice on your clothes when it 

trickles down your hands and arms; it will 

make stains that won’t even come out with 

bleach! The cashew seed has a poisonous 

covering. My baby sister chewed on one by 

accident and ended up with burn-like sores 

around her mouth so removing the cover is 

important but tricky. While some people sell 

theirs to companies who will process them 

for export, if you want to enjoy them in our 

area, you have to remove the coating your-

self. This is done by roasting them in the 

coals of a fire until they have stopped sizzling 

and are black. When they have cooled, you 

crack them open. Inside is a perfect cashew. 

Yum! Just think, if 

you had to roast, 

cool, and crack eve-

ry cashew before 

you ate it, you 

wouldn’t enjoy them 

with such ease. 

    Now you know a 

little more about 

nuts in Ghana. Maybe you already knew this 

stuff and think I’m nuts! Want to know what’s 

really nuts? I’m actually allergic to peanuts 

and can’t even touch them. Good thing we 

have cashews too. 

Did you know that there are 53 

kinds of  nuts? 

And did you know that it is esti-

mated that peanut allergies af-

fect 0.4-0.6% of  the population? 
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We aren’t all born in boxes, are we? 

SchooSchooSchoolll   BBBxesxesxes   
By Ronett, homeschooling mother 

We're not a one-size-fits-all society.  Why 
should the things our children are taught be 
any different?  
  
I'm talking about 
the way curriculum 
is set up - every-
thing learned is put 
into one category 
or another.  Noth-
ing is  cross-
curricular or blend-
ed together.  
 
We've learned to 
teach like this; 
we've learned like 
this.  "Ok, kids, 
we're going to do language arts for 30 min. 
then move on to math.  If  we have time, 
we'll do some science and history.  We can't 
fit it all in, but maybe we can do art on Fri-
day."  
  
 ~~~ Gosh, I am soooo guilty of  this my-
self!! ~~~ 
  
So where do we put our field trip to a Cali-
fornia mission where the kids learned about 
making their own butter and waxed candles, 

listening to a docent tell the kids how long 
it took them to build just one mission, and 

participate in mak-
ing their own wo-
ven baskets or 
watch historically 
accurate clothed 
kids play time peri-
od games?  
Where am I sup-
posed to fit that 
in?  Language arts? 
(because I've made 
them write a re-
port on the pro-
cess it took to 
make a wax can-
dle)  How about 

math? (because I've asked them if  it took 
"x" amount of  months to build this one 
home, how many would be built in a 
year)  History? (no need for explanation of  
this one!) Home economics? (making can-
dles, weaving baskets, making something out 
of  mud - like their homes) PE? (playing 
time period games, walking about and look-
ing at all the exhibits) 
 
 Are you getting what I'm saying here? Are 
you picking up what I am putting down? 
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We don't put our kids in boxes so why are 
we (and I say we because I tend to do this 
too) so willing to compartmentalize and cat-
egorize everything about our children's edu-
cation?  There's gotta be some middle 
ground somewhere.  
  
I make sure that my girls have exposure to 
things that those in the public school system 
may not get because they are in the class-
room.  I can get messy with my kids know-
ing that hands-on works for them and I 
know what I'm dealing with firsthand.  I can 
do math at the grocery store and ask Mach-
aira to give me an estimated cost of  the 
things in the shopping cart, figure the differ-
ence of  the exact and the estimate, and aver-
age out the cost of  the shopping trip.  I can 
ask Yana to write down my shopping list 
and give her handwriting and vocabulary at 
the same time.  This all counts as 
school!  They are actively learning yet they 
don't come asking me whether this is in this 
subject or that subject.  It's just plain life for 
them!!  
  
It may be time for me to think about reor-

ganizing my lesson planner.  Hmmmm.... 

Do either of your parents like 

to write? 

They can write for Back-to-

Homeschool, as well! Tell 

your mom or dad that they 

can submit to BTH maga-

zine, as long as they write that 

they’re a homeschooling parent 

creating the article! 
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The Playground on East Road 

By Ijana, 

age 15 

    I tore through the low branches, not daring to 

look behind me. I nearly stumbled over a few 

small bushes but kept running through Braeburn 

Forest as if my life depended on it. 

    My parents were out of town for the week, and 

they had left me with a babysitter named Mira 

and her boyfriend. It turns out Mira is a neglect-

ed, forgetful girl in her late teens, not her twen-

ties like she had said, so I ran away. I figured I 

would stay away until the day my parents got 

back. I couldn’t call them, because I was eleven 

and didn’t have a cell phone, and Mira didn’t let 

me use the home phone. 

    I couldn’t hear my babysitters behind me, but I 

knew they were there, so I kept running, even 

though I didn’t know exactly where I was. I knew 

I was in Braeburn Forest, but that’s all I knew. 

We had just moved to this town, so I didn’t really 

know what came after Braeburn Forest. 

    I tripped on a root and went to the ground. In a 

bush next to me I saw a piece of paper, so I pulled 

it out and found a newspaper from a couple 

months ago. A newspaper! A newspaper would 

surely have a map in it. I quickly paged through 

the newspaper and found a map. Or to be more 

precise, two maps. One current map and one 

map from around 1900. I guessed the newspaper 

was just trying to show how much the town had 

grown since then. 

    I tore the page with the maps out of the news-

paper and started running again. As I ran, I 

glanced at the page. The old map wouldn’t be of 

much use, because it was over 100 years out of 

date, so I looked at the new map. That didn’t do 

me any good, because north and east of Braeburn 

Forest the map ended, because the town was too 

big to fit anything after that. 

    So I kept running, faster and faster, because I 

could now hear my babysitters behind me. 

    I looked at the old map, and saw that after 

Braeburn Forest there was nothing. Oh great. But 

then I saw a line which would probably mean a 

street, on the east border of Braeburn Forest. 

When I looked closely I saw it was labeled East 

Road. I knew that I was running approximately 

north-east, so I turned a little to my right, and 

headed east. 

    I decided that I would follow East Road as far 

north as it went, and camp out there for the days 

that remained on my parents’ trip. 

    As I continued running, the plant life got thick-

er and thicker, which meant I had to slow down. 

But I couldn’t hear my babysitters behind me an-

ymore, which was a good thing. 

    I got to a wall of thick bushes, and slid 

through, landing on a dirt path. I glanced around 

and saw that I was no longer in the forest. I 

turned left, or north, and started walking, for I 

figured that this must be East Road. It wasn’t 

paved, but that was because the road had been 

there since before there were cars, only horse-

drawn carriages. 

    To my left was Braeburn Forest, and to my 

right was a little bit deserty-looking. There were a 
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but there were also large rocks and lots of sandy 

dirt. 

    Speeding up a little bit, I checked the old map 

and decided that this was indeed East Road. I was 

heading north pretty quickly, when I passed a 

large boulder to my right. I skidded to a stop, 

for behind the boulder I saw grass, and 

this was an odd place for grass to 

grow by itself, so someone must 

have planted it. Judging by the size 

of the grass area, someone had 

planted it a long time ago, and the 

grass had seeded over and over 

again by itself. 

    I stepped cautiously onto the 

grass and looked around. Then I saw 

something that made me jump. Fur-

ther behind the boulder, there was something that 

looked like a rusty, slightly collapsed see saw. 

I came closer, and sure enough, it was a see saw. 

But obviously nobody had used it in a long, long 

time. It was rusted into place, and it wouldn’t 

move when I tried to push it down. One of the 

seats had fallen off, and one of the supporting 

rods at the bottom looked like it was going to col-

lapse any second. 

    As I looked around, I saw more things. The 

remnants of a single swing were close to the see 

saw. The wooden boards that made the frame of 

the swing had collapsed and were mostly rotted 

away, as was the wooden board that would have 

been for sitting on. The metal chains were in a 

heap on the ground. 

    There was also a slide, mostly hidden by a piece 

of the boulder that had fallen off. Amazingly, the 

slide was still standing, though it was in danger of 

collapsing like the see saw, and a few rungs were 

missing from the ladder. 

    I even saw a sand box. It was just a pit dug into 

the ground that was filled with sand. Well, it was-

n’t filled with sand anymore, but it had been. Now 

there were only a couple inches of sand in the 

bottom of the pit. 

    As I took all this in, I realized that this would be 

the perfect place to spend the nights until my par-

ents got back. Even if Mira and her boyfriend did 

find East Road, there was only a slim 

chance that they would think to look 

behind the boulder. 

      I tried lying in the sand box, 

but I realized that there was no 

way I would be able to get 

comfortable enough there. So I 

looked over at the grass. It 

seemed soft. I went over and felt 

it. It was soft. I couldn’t resist it; I 

did a cartwheel. And then more 

cartwheels, and some somersaults.     

When I was done cart wheeling, I curled up into a 

ball on the grass. It was definitely soft enough, 

and I dragged the see saw over to block the wind. 

     I managed to sleep there that night. 

And the next night. 

And the next night. 

And the next night. 

    The morning after that, I woke up and realized 

that my parents would come home the next day. I 

decided that I should go back home today, so that 

they wouldn’t get frantic about me missing and 

organize a big search party to look for me. 

    So I looked at the old map, and found that if I 

followed East Road south to the edge of Braeburn 

Forest, there would be a small path that would 

lead to Turner Avenue. Turner Avenue would lead 

to Dakota Street, and I knew how to get home 

from Dakota Street. 

    I tucked the page with the maps into my jeans 

pocket, and looked around at the playground. I sat 

on the see saw, even though it creaked under my 

weight and threatened to collapse. I slid down the 

slide, even though it wobbled like it was in an 

“I  realized that 

this would be the 

perfect place to 

spend the night un-

til my parents got 

back.” 
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earthquake and there was so much rust that I had 

to push myself down. I obviously couldn’t use the 

swing, so I just twirled the chains around a little. I 

threw a handful of sand into the air. Then I head-

ed south on East Road. 

    I came to the end of Braeburn Forest, and found 

the path, which turned into a sidewalk, that led to 

Turner Avenue. That led me to Dakota Street, and 

after a few more turns I got home. 

    I camped out in the back yard, which was so 

small I called it the back area instead of a yard. 

We were growing an apple tree, but there were no 

apples yet, so I was hungry (when I was staying at 

the playground there were a few fruit trees near-

by, so I got to eat), but I did remember that spruce 

can be eaten, so I sucked on a few spruce twigs. 

I managed to sleep out there. 

    In the morning I let myself in using the spare 

key under the welcome mat. Mira had left, and 

she had written a note to my mom that said – I 
had to leave early. Please 

don’t take it personally. – 

Ha. 

    I took two showers, 

since I hadn’t taken a 

shower in four days. I 

washed the clothes I had 

been wearing, and tore 

the newspaper sheet into 

two pieces; one piece had 

the new map on it, and 

the other piece had the 

old map on it. I threw the 

new map away and tacked the old map up on my 

bedroom wall, in a place where the sun wouldn’t 

fade it. 

    When my parents got home, I explained every-

thing. They promised to never hire Mira again. 

They even notified the police about her. 

And day after day, I spent hours looking at that 

map. When I looked closely, I found that the play-

ground was marked. It was called East Park, 

which was fitting, seeing that it was about as far 

east as anything could go in the town back then. 

After a few days my friends went back to school. I 

couldn’t stand it any longer, so I put on my jeans, 

shirt, and jacket that I had been wearing when I 

discovered the playground on East Road. I took the 

old map down from the wall and put it in my 

pocket. Then I ran out the door. 

    I followed Dakota Street to Turner Avenue. I 

found the sidewalk that led to East Road. At one 

point the sidewalk forked. The part that went left, 

or west, was made of concrete, but I could barely 

see the part that went right, or east, and wasn’t 

made of concrete. I took that path. 

    It led me to East Road, and I walked on that un-

til I found the playground. 

    I acted like I was a little kid again. I dug in the 

sand remaining in the sand box. I tried my hardest 

to make the see saw tip, but with no success. I slid 

down the slide countless 

times, ignoring the fact 

that a snail could have 

beaten me to the bottom. 

    I loved this place, and I 

didn’t really know why. It 

seemed like it was my 

playground and mine 

alone. Most of the equip-

ment was broken or did-

n’t work, yet there 

seemed to be some sort of 

invisible string connect-

ing me to the East Park. 

    I wondered why people thought playgrounds 

were for little kids. I thought about letting older 

kids play in my playground, but then I realized it 

wouldn’t be just mine anymore. So I would always 

have to come here alone, or maybe with my best 

friend, because she was the only person I had ever 

invited to my birthday parties. 
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 12. Have all your friends sign 

your shoes or shoelaces! 

 13. Tie handkerchiefs that 

match the shoes around your 

ankles! 

 14. Wear two different colored 

flip flops! 

101 Things to Do 101 Things to Do 101 Things to Do    

With Your Shoes!With Your Shoes!With Your Shoes!   

To be continued in each issue. 
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F O O D  A N D  S N A C K S  

 
 

Make Make Make RRRaaaiiinnnbbbooow w w Trail MixTrail MixTrail Mix   

 NeededNeededNeeded – Lots of colorful dried or de-
hydrated items, or other small objects 
such as candy and cereals (dried cran-
berries, banana chips, raisins… etc.) 

 Other trail mix ingredients Other trail mix ingredients Other trail mix ingredients –
(marshmallows, chocolate chips, corn-
flakes… etc.) 

 DirectionsDirectionsDirections – Mix ‘em up! There’s 
nothing to it, just mix it all together! 
Some ideas for the different colors – 
red: dried cranberries; orange: cash-
ews; yellow: banana chips; green: av-
ocado; blue: dried blueberries; purple: 
raisins. 

 Take it to a 

homeschool group meet-

ing for a good lunch or 

snack 

 Bring it for lunch after a 

class or club for home-

schooled kids 

 Put it in a candy jar as a 

pretty centerpiece for a 

table 

 Mix it into oatmeal 

cookies for an amazing 

treat 

 Color rainbows onto pa-

per cups and add your 

trail mix in for even 

more colorful fun 

 Decorate a cake with 

pieces of your trail mix 

in the shape of the rain-

bow and in the correct 

color order: Red, orange, 

yellow, green, blue, indi-

go, and violet - or re-

place indigo and violet 

with purple - raisins, 

purple candies, etc.  

 

What should you do with 
your trail mix? 

Here are some fun ideas! 

When you make any recipe or add your own twist to 
your favorite food, try and use organic ingredients - not 
only does this make the recipe taste better, but it’s better 
for you, too! Organic foods are easy to find and cost 
about the same as conventional foods if you shop at 
stores such as Trader Joes, MOM’s Organic Market and 
Whole Foods. Organic food doesn’t have any gross junk 
like artificial flavors or colors, has no genetically modified 
ingredients, has no artificial preservatives, and you’ll be 
able to tell immediately how much better the food tastes, 
especially with fruit! Plus, they sell everything in an or-
ganic version, so don’t think that you can’t still eat your 
favorite ice cream, cookies, chocolate, lollipops, and other 

treats - you can, only in a tastier version! YUM! 
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Arts and PhotosArts and PhotosArts and Photos      

With your parents’ per-

mission, send in your own 

photos, poems, drawings, 

palindromes, jokes, and 

anything else you can 

think of to: 

bthsubmissions@yahoo.com, 

or go to : 

bthmagazine.wordpress.com 

for further instructions! 

Artwork by Sydney 

A Poem by Lucie, age 12 

The gold sun appears, 

Lighting the smooth rolling buttes, 

Painting them with fire. 

 

Prairie wind rustles 

The bright, swaying wildflowers; 

A meadowlark trills. 

~ 
Q. What's a chicken’s favorite vegetable? 
A. Bawkolli (Broccoli) 

Joke by Annie, age 11 

mailto:bthsubmissions@yahoo.com
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Free Bookmark 

 

 

Create your own bookmark and submit it to 

BTH! Draw one, paint one, or make one on the 

computer for a chance to have it accepted into 

a future Back-to-Homeschool issue! 
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Thanks for reading 

 Back-to-Homeschool! 
www.bthmagazine.wordpress.com  

http://www.bthmagazine.wordpress.com

