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Hi, BTH readers! We hope 

you’re excited to check out 

the latest issue of Back-to-

Homeschool!  This issue, alt-

hough it came out a little bit 

later than we intended, is full 

of more great articles, cool 

information and tips, and 

homeschooling fun! Check 

out our regular columns such 

as  “What Did You Do for 

Homeschool Today?”  and 

“The Way You Homeschool,” 

but we’ve also got more great 

articles and stories, including 

an article about how to make 

friends when you’re home-

schooled and our newly intro-

duced tale called 

“Homeschooled,” a fictional 

story about five home-

schooled friends. More 

“Homeschooled” stories will 

appear from now on in each 

issue of BTH! We also have 

some interesting Global Spot-

light articles about home-

schooling in America and Aus-

tralia— and remember, all of 

you readers can  submit your 

own Global Spotlight articles 

to Back-to-Homeschool, even if 

the country you live in has al-

ready been featured in BTH!  

Also, unfortunately we couldn’t 

include the next part of 101 

Things To Do With Your Shoes 

this issue, but we’ll be sure to 

add it next time! 

Guess what - there's less than a 

month left to apply for the 

Writers' Board! If you didn't 

know, we've started an appli-

cation for a group of home-

schooled girls that will help 

write for Back-to-Homeschool 

regularly. We've already gotten 

lots of great applications, but 

we want more! Applications 

for the 2012 Back-to-

Homeschool Writers' Board are 

due by the end of October, so 

go to our WRITERS' BOARD 

page to get all the information 

you need, and apply for a 

chance to write for BTH! 

We hope you like this issue, 

and enjoy all the amazing arti-

cles, cool art and poems, and 

much, much more! 

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

Issue 5 

Back-to-Homeschool | October/November 2011 
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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


3 

 

 

 

 

 

Contributors 
Contributors – Ijana, Patricia, Adira, Arwen, Bernice, Cheyenne, Eliza, Iris, Kendra, Lily, Me-

gan, Sara Natali, Rachel, Sophia, Tiarni, Victoria, Valdus; Cover, from left to right – Dana, 

Bridget,  Small Picture 1-, Madi, Emily; Small picture 2– Kaelyn 

4 – What Did You Do for Homeschool Today? 

5 – The Way You Homeschool 

6 – What’s In a Name? 

7 – Homeschooling in America 

8 – Homeschooling in Australia 

11 – Homeschooled 

18 – How to Spice Up Your History Lessons 

19 – Revolution: A Patriot’s Story 

22 – Going to College as a High School Student 

25 – The Day a Policeman Stopped Traffic for Me 

28– Interview With Archimedes 

31 – The Adventures of  Roxanne and Jacklyn 

35 – Making Friends When You’re Homeschooled 

37 – My Trip to Cambodia 

38 – Read ‘Round the Clock! 

39– Video Games 

40– Arts and Photos 

41 – Bookmark 

Table of Contents 



4 

at the map and decided to take the Fox 
Den Trail. It was the right path.  
We crossed the stream with a little difficul-
ty and went into a rocky ditch that floods 
when it rains. We curved and climbed and 
scrambled up the steep, rocky slopes. 
Soon we came to a large rack wall that 
seemed like half a cave. It had the biggest 
wasps nest and the biggest wasps I’d ever 
seen before! We did a perfect u-turn and 
climbed up a diagonal slope. Even though 
it wasn’t, it felt like a vertical slope! It was 
a good thing we’d brought our own walk-
ing sticks! We climbed for a long time. 
Then it got really easy, until we got to the 
trailer camp. We ate a yummy lunch at the 
park they had there.  
I learned one thing for certain. DON’T 

SPIN TOO FAST ON THE TIRE SWINGS 

UNLESS YOU WANT TO GET SICK!!!!!!! 

But to get to the point, I saw so many 

different kinds of trees and plants! And I 

even learned what the little greenish grey 

scale-like things that grow on rocks are. 

Did you know that they are symbiotes? 

Even though we had the day off, it was still 

educational.  

On Labor Day, we went to 
Natural Falls. It took ten minute 

to get there. It cost $4 to park. We 
went on the Pine Ridge Trail first. It 
was an easy trail. We walked to the 
falls down the steep steps. Then we 
walked to the lake and over the 
bridge to the other side. We came to 
a fork in the trail. We took the right 
path, first. It had a brook with some 
stones and logs for stepping-stones. 
We turned around and took the left 
path. It was a dead end. We looked 

Victoria, age 11, visited  Natural Falls  State Park! 

What Did You Do 

For Homeschool Today? 
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When school started this year, my 
mom decided that I needed more 
of a challenge in my schooling, so 
she gave me a list of things I needed 
to get done for school that week and 
the rest was up to me, and so far 
we've kept it up. 

For example: If she gives me a list 
that says I need to do science twice in 
the week along with writing and math, 
as well as reading pages 10 through 
34 in poetry and also filling in my map 
of Europe, then I would use my plan-
ner (a schedule I can fill in) to dis-
tribute the work evenly throughout the 
week. If we have to go somewhere on 
a certain day of the week then Mom 
will warn me and I know to make that 
day light. 

I think it's a good system because it 
makes me take responsibility for my 
schoolwork, so if I slack off on Tues-
day I'm the one who decides to make 
up for it on Wednesday. Of course 
Mom is still ultimately in charge, (she 

still checks my answers, and at the 
beginning of the week she still chooses 
what work I do) but mostly it's all up 
to me. 

That's pretty much all there is to it, 
nothing fancy or complicated- I just 
write in what I'm supposed to do for 
the day and when I'm done with it I 
check it off: Simple. 

So there you have it: The way I do 
self-schooling. I might not be me 
teaching myself on my own, but I am 
definitely doing it by myself to some 
degree - which frees my mom up to 
help my three younger siblings. 

By Eliza, Age 12 

The Way You  

Homeschool 
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My first name is Sara. It means 

princess. I don't feel like a prin-

cess. So does my name really have 

that much meaning for me? No, 

not particularly. I prefer to go by 

Natali, my middle name. It means 

born on Christ-

mas. No, I wasn't 

born on Christ-

mas, but I was 

born on June 

24th, which 

means that 

Christmas Eve is 

my half birthday. 

And I've always 

pictured myself 

more as a Natali 

than a Sara. My 

sister's name is 

Kate, or Kaity as a nickname. It 

means pure-hearted. I think that 

suits Kaity perfectly, because she is 

very pure-hearted and kind. But do 

names always work perfectly like 

Kaity's? I know mine didn’t, because 

I'm no princess. My friend Chanel's 

didn’t, because her name means 

fashionable and Chanel is the least 

fashionable person I've ever met. So 

the truth I came to is that names 

can mean something, but it doesn't 

necessarily have to be you. If you 

have a name that doesn't suit you, 

then you can change it! I didn’t ac-

tually change my name; I just went 

with my middle name. But if you 

don't have a 

middle name, 

or if your mid-

dle name 

doesn't suit you 

either, then pick 

a new name! 

Look through a 

baby name 

book and find 

one that you 

like and that 

suits your per-

sonality! 

What’sWhat’s  In a In a Name?Name?  
By Sara Natali , age 13 

Fun Homeschooling Idea: 

Write a paper about what 

your name or a friend’s name 

means to you! 
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Global  

Spotlig
ht HHHomeschoolingomeschoolingomeschooling   iiin n n    

AAAmmmeeerrriiicccaaa   
By Lily, age 14 

Homeschooling in America really depends a 
lot on the state. I’m lucky to live in Washing-
ton where it’s pretty easy. 

A typical home school day for me is waking 
up in the morning, doing some science, 
math, and spelling programs on the comput-
er, then I do whatever I want on it. Which for 
me means checking out my favorite doll 
sites, writing, playing around with photo ed-
iting, sometimes doing website designing, 
and maybe indulging in reading some fan fic-
tion. 

Then later I might read my geography book, and history 
book (The History of US- I love that book, it’s an interesting 
and fun history book ) and I love just reading so I get a lot 
of history through that too, since my favorite genres are 
historical and realistic fiction. 

And you learn a lot just by going through the day. Recently 
I saw a pigeon in my yard and found out it was a homing 
pigeon. They track them, and race them. This, strictly 
speaking, happened in the summer, though.  

I’ve been homeschooled forever; well, I went to preschool 
for a week. Now I’m unschooled; I was homeschooled until 
6th grade and then I became unschooled.  

I’m 14 and started  9th grade this September.  

A cool thing I’ll be doing this year is Nanowrimo (I’ll be do-
ing the Youth Writing Program version or 
ywp.nanowrimo.org) or National Novel Writing Month, 
where you write a novel in the month of November. It’s my 
first time doing this and already it’s making me write more. 

So that’s homeschooling for me. 

What country are 
YOU homeschooled 

in?   

Email your Global 
Spotlight article to  

bthsubmis-
sions@yahoo.com  
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Homeschooling in Australia 
Global  

Spotlig
ht 

By Iris, age 10 

An interview with  

Tiarni, age 13 

 

Iris: How long have you been homeschooled for? 

Tiarni: I have been homeschooled my whole life, even before I was school aged.  I believe 

that you learn in all different ways no matter what you are doing. 

Iris: What is your homeschooling world like? 

Tiarni: Well, instead of learning everything from a book, I learn by doing things.   I go to 

museums to learn about history; I go to the places where history happened.   I don’t have to 
read about nature, I live in nature.   You learn more by doing and seeing than sitting in a 
class room reading from a text book, so get out there and see the world!  Being home 
schooled also gives you more time to read.  I love reading and when we were travelling and 
when I didn’t have friends with me, I read.  It’s good to be able to enter another world so 
easily. 

Iris: Do you think Australia is a good place to homeschool? 

Tiarni: Yes I do. Anywhere is a good place to homeschool, but I believe Australia is a won-

derful place to homeschool because in some places it could be miles to the nearest 
school, and going all that way just to go to school could have serious effects on the environ-
ment.  We have lots of places to visit and there are LOTS of homeschooled kids around. 

 

 

Unique roads signs in Australia  
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Iris: I know you have been travelling around Australia. Would you please tell me where 

you have been and some interesting stories you would be happy to share? 

Tiarni: Places we have been?  There are so many. Mum sold our house a couple of years 

ago and we have been travelling ever since. We have been all up the east coast of Austral-
ia.  Lots of beaches.  We saw mother sea turtles come onto the beach and lay their 
eggs.  One night we even saw a first time mother! Then we came back in 8 weeks to see 
some baby turtles hatch.  One day after mum and I went snorkeling, we were walking on 
the beach back to camp when a lone baby turtle hatchling walked in front of us.  We ran 
into the water to watch it take its first swim! We travelled through Victoria, South Aus-
tralia, into the Northern territory and Western Australia. We have seen so much of this 
country and yet have seen so little. It’s odd that way. I’ve swum with sea lions and dol-
phins. We went on a “swim with whale sharks” tour on Ningaloo Reef.   Mum swam with 
them but I didn’t because I was too sea sick.  I did get to see whale sharks, sea snakes and 
humpback whales though. Mum loves whale sharks because they are SO big and eat only 
tiny food.  Scientists don’t know much about whale sharks.  They don’t know where they 
breed, have their pups, etc.  Only one pregnant female has ever been found and she had 
been caught and killed by a fisherman in Asia.  At Ningaloo Reef they only get young male 
whale sharks.  Mum swam with 5 ranging in size from 3 metres to 9 metres!  They can get 
to 18 metres! In Adelaide, the capital city of South Australia, I got my pet rat Raxa. Don’t 
be grossed out by rats, because they make wonderful pets; he travels Australia with us 
now. I think he enjoys it, though he is rather fat. He likes to sit on the window and smell 
the outside air. Another odd thing about traveling is that one day you can be in the desert 
and the next you can be in tropical rain forest.  And interesting stories? I really don’t 
know. Well, I’ve been attacked by what we called killer bees  (well, they just chased us 
around for a bit, but it was still scary). Mum and I were going to do a bushwalk when a 
bee started chasing her; I couldn’t help her because I had a bee inside my t-shirt 
sleeve.  When I got my t-shirt off I found it had stung the shirt and not me, thankful-
ly!  That afternoon, mum trod on a snake and we decided that the rest of the day should 
be an “indoors” day! We met a man called Phil and he told us about his life, which was 
very interesting. When he was 14 he joined the navy then wanted to learn to fly a heli-
copter. He was shot down as a Red Cross helicopter pilot in the Vietnam War and was 
bitten by a wild rat in the jungle, so he didn’t like Raxa much.  Then he lost his house in 
cyclone Tracey in Darwin.  He told how his wife and kids tried to get into a safe spot while 
it was happening. It was very interesting, and we met him more than once. On the road 
you meet many interesting people. 
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Iris: When people met you travelling, how did they feel about you homeschooling? 

Tiarni: They often think about it in a positive light but always go on about socializa-

tion.  Older people were very supportive of homeschool and believe that being on the 
road is a great learning experience. So that is a little about me.  I am currently doing 
high school at home and do not ever see myself going to school.  I would really like to 
learn more about Quantum Physics. 

Cool Facts 
 Australia is known as the world’s luckiest 

country 

 One third of Australia’s land is desert 

 Australia is the world’s sixth largest country  

 Australia is home to the world’s largest croco-

diles 

 There are more than 150 million sheep in Aus-

tralia,  compared to only around 20 million 

people 

 The roof of the  Sydney Opera House weighs 

more than 161,000 tons 
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HomeHomeHomeschooledschooledschooled   

The InterviewThe InterviewThe Interview   
By Trisha, age 16 

Alicia is 16 years old and has been homeschooled all her life. She likes 

artwork and photography. Her homeschooling style is normally self-

schooling. 

Leanne is 13 years old and went to public school until she was 9. Now 

she loves being homeschooled in the unschooling style and especially 

loves writing.  

Kylee is 10 years old and has been homeschooled all her life, but is 

struggling with the fact that she might be considering starting public 

school. Besides being homeschooled, Kylee takes martial arts classes. 

Annie is her little sister.  

Annie is 7 years old and is happy to be learning how to read for her 

homeschool-work. She loves playing outside and is very rational even 

though she is the youngest of her friends! 

Cory is 17 years old and is in his last year of homeschool high school in 

the school-at-home style. He is in the same homeschool group that Alicia, 

Leanne, Kylee, and Annie are and often acts like a big brother to the 

younger homeschooled kids. 

Characters 

Read a new “Homeschooled” story every issue! 

“Alicia, Alicia!” squealed Leanne happily 

over the phone. “Guess what?!” “What?” 

questioned Alicia on the other end, her 

home phone set to speakerphone. “I have a 

great idea for a homeschool project!” 

Leanne laughed, “So can I come over your 

house to tell you about it?” Alicia smiled. 

Whenever Leanne would get an idea, she’d 

get very excited about it and couldn’t wait 

more than 30 minutes to put her plans into 

action. Glancing at her mom, who nodded 

amusedly, Alicia said, “Sure, sounds good. 

What ti-” “Okay, okay, okay, see you there! 

Oh, and also Kylee and Annie and my two 

dogs are coming. Yep. See you!” Alicia heard 

Leanne hang up and sighed, smiling. She 

twisted a strand of her straight, light-brown 

hair around her finger thoughtfully, then 

went upstairs to her room to tidy up any-

thing Leanne’s feisty dogs would chew up if 

it were within mouth-distance.  

Kylee helped her little sister Annie gather up 

the necessary tools for Leanne’s project. 

“Movie camera?” asked Kylee. “Check!” said 

Annie, holding up the bag they were putting 

the various items in. “DVD-RW disks?” said 

Kylee. “Che-” began Annie, and then she 

raised an eyebrow. “What IS a DVD-RW 

disk?” Kylee pushed her glasses into place, 

then explained, “A DVD-RW disk is what you 

can put movies you make onto so you can 

watch them on the television, Annie.”  
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Annie, putting some white paper into the 

bag, pointed out, “But you don’t know 

how to put movies onto those DVD-R-

somethings.” “I know,” said Kylee, check-

ing the bag to discover that indeed the 

disks were there, “But Cory does. So 

when we’re done, we’ll just bring our 

movie and the disks to Cory and he’ll do it 

for us.” “Okay,” Agreed Annie, and she 

then dumped the entire contents of their 

arts and crafts box into the bags. “What’d 

you do that for?!” Exclaimed Kylee, pic-

turing the mess 

they’d have to clean 

up. Annie smiled, 

“Don’t you want our 

movie cover to be 

good and decorat-

ed?” 

When Alicia heard 

the doorbell ring, 

she ran downstairs 

just has her mom 

was opening the 

door. Leanne’s smil-

ing face greeted 

them, her frizzy dark hair bouncing, the 

green headband contrasting her purple 

shirt, and her grin seemingly covering 

most of her tan face. “Hi, Alicia!” she gig-

gled very characteristically. “Hey.” Alicia 

greeted her, just as Leanne’s crazy dogs 

rushed through the door. The two dogs, 

one a slobbery bulldog and one a rowdy 

golden retriever puppy, ran through the 

house one time, and then came rushing 

back full-speed to tackle Alicia’s mom. 

“Down - down, dogs!” Exclaimed Alicia’s 

mom as she pushed the pooches off of 

her, “Maybe they can go run around in 

the backyard, Leanne?” “Okay, sounds 

good! Go ahead and put them out there,” 

Instructed Leanne, and she ran upstairs 

shouting, “Come on, Alicia!” excitedly. 

Alicia’s mom and Alicia exchanged looks. 

“I’ll take them out,” announced Alicia, 

and she grabbed the wild dogs by their 

collars and led them outside before they 

knocked anything over! 

Kylee and Annie arrived just as Leanne’s 

mom was bringing their packed lunch 

inside the house. “Where is Leanne?” 

asked Annie when she got out of the car. 

“She’s probably inside already,” an-

nounced Kylee before Leanne’s mom 

could answer. “She is,” Leanne’s mom 

confirmed, waving to Kylee and Annie’s 

mom as the two sis-

ters walked inside the 

house. Alicia was 

there, waving to the 

younger girls as she 

walked toward the 

front door after she 

finished letting the 

dogs out into the 

backyard. Alicia was 

tall for her age and 

had light brown hair 

that shimmered in the 

sunlight. She had 

brown eyes and a few 

small freckles. Kylee rather envied Alicia, 

even though everyone always told her 

that her shoulder-length black hair and 

green eyes were very beautiful. Annie 

looked a lot like her older sister, except 

for that her hair was a little shorter, she 

did not wear glasses, and the Asian side 

of her family didn’t show in her face as 

quite as much as it did in Kylee’s. Annie 

was always confident in herself, and 

Kylee often wished that she shared this 

trait with her sister. Kylee had always 

been self-conscious and serious, some-

times worrying about what other people 

thought of her, but Annie was always 

outgoing and care-free. “You can come 

upstairs,” said Alicia, breaking Kylee’s 

train of thought, “Leanne is waiting for 

us.” 
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As they arrived upstairs, Leanne shook 

her head  at them in disbelieve. “What 

took you so long?” She questioned, hav-

ing a seat next to Kylee on the carpet, 

“I’ve been waiting for you all to come up 

here for, like, five minutes!” Alicia smiled. 

“Sorry, Leanne, I didn’t know that five 

minutes was too long for you!” Leanne 

winked, “Oh, it is, I pretty much forgot 

what you looked like, it’s been so long!” 

“Let’s get started,” interrupted Kylee, 

ever the practical one, “So, I don’t know 

much about our project except for that 

Leanne wanted me and 

Annie to bring a video 

camera.” “And DVD-

WRs!” pointed out An-

nie, pulling the bag 

they’d brought so that 

everyone could see it. 

“That’s DVD-RW disks. 

For Re-Writeable,” 

pointed out Kylee. 

“Yeah, okay,” agreed 

Annie, “And I brought 

some decorations for 

the cover.” “This is all 

great,” said Alicia, “but I 

still don’t know what this is about!” 

“Well,” began Leanne, “I have this great 

idea for a homeschool project. We’ll 

make a movie about the different ways of 

homeschooling! Like, unschooling, school

-at-home, self-schooling, and classic 

homeschooling! Then we could get Cory 

to put it onto DVD, and we could all 

watch it at our next homeschool group 

meeting!” Alicia liked that idea. She en-

joyed making movies, almost as much as 

she liked to draw and take pictures. 

“Sounds good to me!” she said, 

“Especially since all of us do different 

styles of homeschooling anyway - that’d 

be cool to feature. We just need to call 

Cory and invite him over.” “You can go 

call him,” announced Leanne, “We’ll get 

started filming.” 

Alicia went downstairs to her living room, 

where all the parents were talking, to get 

to the phone.  “Mom, is it okay if I invite 

Cory over?” “Sure,” said Alicia’s mom, 

“But I’m not positive that he can come 

over - remember, he does school-at-

home - he would have to work it into his 

homeschool schedule.” Sure that Cory 

would always be able to work going to 

her house into his homeschool schedule, 

she dialed his phone number and waited 

for someone to pick up.  

Meanwhile, Leanne, 

Kylee, and Annie were 

setting up an area for 

interviews about home-

schooling. Leanne had 

grabbed a chair from the 

kitchen, which Annie was 

decorating with ribbons 

and bows from the bag 

she had brought. Kylee 

was writing up an outline 

of the movie - who 

would be interviewed in 

which order, and then what they would 

film each person doing to capture their 

style of homeschooling for the movie. 

Leanne glanced over Kylee’s shoulder, 

then said. “So I guess you are gonna film 

me first, and then Alicia, and then Cory, 

and then Annie, and lastly, you. Why do 

you want to go last?” “I just do,” ex-

plained Kylee, “Besides, I’m filming, so I 

have to go last so I can film everyone 

except for myself.” Secretly, filming eve-

ryone was not the only reason that Kylee 

wanted to go last. Although she’d been 

homeschooled all her life, Kylee had been 

finding herself wishing lately that she 

could go to public school. Sometimes she 

felt like the only homeschooled girl in the 

world, even though her sister and her 

friends were homeschooled, too.  
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Kylee was worried that she, the queen of 

planning and practicality, wouldn’t know 

what to say when it came to be her turn. 

She figured she would need as much time 

as she could to get an idea of what she 

would say. “Come sit here, Leanne,” an-

nounced Annie, “I’m finished decorating 

the interview chair, and now we can in-

terview you!” “Good,” said Kylee, “Go 

ahead and have a seat.” Leanne skipped 

over to the chair, pausing only to peer 

into the mirror to flatten her hair into a 

flattering position. “Action!” shouted 

Annie, and Kylee pressed the RECORD 

button on the camera. “Here we are with 

Leanne, age 13, an unschooled girl who 

wants to tell us about her style of home-

schooling! Leanne, what do you think 

about homeschooling?” “Oh!” said 

Leanne, “I love homeschooling! It’s like, 

so fun to be homeschooled. I’m un-

schooled, which means that I get to 

choose what to learn about. When I went 

to public school, I had to learn about stuff 

I was like, not into at all! But now I don’t 

have to do all of the stuff I don’t want to. 

Like world history - I’d rather be writing a 

story, so I can!” “Do you ever have to 

learn something?” continued Kylee. “Not 

really,” answered Leanne, “I mean, I have 

to do at least some required stuff, like 

reading and math now and then, but ba-

sically my mom lets me choose what I get 

to learn.” “Such as…?” “About writing!” 

Leanne exclaimed, “I love, love, love to 

write! I like, write about adventure stuff 

and mysteries and all kinds of awesome-

ness! But when I’m not writing, I love 

doing stuff outside. My neighbors aren’t 

homeschooled, but when their school is 

out I like to hang out with them in my 

backyard.”  “Why do you like being un-

schooled?” asked Kylee, the final ques-

tion of the interview. “Because I feel free 

and happy all of the time. Imagine if I 

wasn’t homeschooled - I’d be like, sooo 

bored sitting at a desk! I remember what 

it was like when I was 9, and I was just 

not a fan of public school. I’m so glad my 

mom took me out and made me be 

homeschooled instead!” “Cut!” shouted 

Annie, and Kylee shut of the camera.  

DING-DONG! The doorbell rang, and Ali-

cia ran to the door, yanking it open. It 

was Cory, his longish blond hair ruffled. 

Alicia could tell he’d had the windows 

open when he’d driven over - since he 

was 17, he already had his drivers’ license 

and his own car. “Hey, Alicia,” he said, 

smiling. “So let me guess - Leanne’s been 

impatiently waiting for me to get here?” 

“I think so,” answered Alicia, “But I don’t 

know, I was down here….” She stopped. 

It might be kind of embarrassing to say, 

‘…waiting for you to get here.’ “We’d 

better not keep her waiting much longer 

or she might go insane!” laughed Cory, 

not catching Alicia’s awkward pause, and 

he walked inside and closed the door 

behind him. He waved at the girls’ moms, 

and then followed Alicia upstairs.  

There, Leanne’s hands were on her hips 

and her toes were tapping the ground 

impatiently, but not at Cory - at Alicia. 

“Alicia, it’s your turn to be interviewed! 

Hurry up - I’ve been waiting exactly four 

minutes since my interview for you!” 

“What about me?!” exclaimed Cory in 

mock hurt, “You weren’t waiting exactly 

ten minutes or something for me? How 

insulting!” “I was waiting for you, Cory!” 

laughed Annie, tackling him. Cory smiled 

and then tickled the younger girl, causing 

her to laugh even more. “Anyway, it’s 

YOUR TURN to be INTERVIEWED, Alicia! 

So sit your bottom in the interview chair 

and let’s get started!” Leanne insisted, 

and Alicia obliged.  
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A few minutes later, Alicia, Cory, and An-

nie had all been interviewed. The only 

person left to be interviewed was Kylee. 

Alicia volunteered to film and interview 

her, since Kylee had done so for everyone 

else. “Um, okay. Sure. Great.” Said Kylee. 

She was nervous - what could she say for 

her interview? “Have a seat,” instructed 

Alicia, and Kylee’s heart seemed to leap 

frantically inside of her. Luckily, a break 

came in the form of Kylee’s mom. “How’s 

the movie-

making going, 

everyone?” She 

asked cheerful-

ly, peering into 

the room. 

“Great!” Ex-

claimed Leanne, 

and the others 

nodded. “We’re 

going to be leaving right when you’re 

done, Kylee,” said Kylee’s mom. “I have 

to make dinner for us and Daddy pretty 

soon, and you still have to go to your 

Taekwon-Do class today.” “What about 

homeschool work?” asked Kylee. “Oh, I 

think movie-making is plenty for today - 

you can catch up on your schoolwork 

tomorrow instead. That’s the great thing 

about being homeschooled!” Kylee’s 

heart sank. No, she wanted to say, It’s 

not. I want to sit down and learn every-

thing, even what I don’t like, for a certain 

amount of time every day. Not skip 

schoolwork! But she didn’t. She nodded 

to her mom, and her mother left the 

room. “Action!” shouted Annie, and Alicia 

pressed the RECORD button and gave 

Kylee thumbs up. “Here we are with 

Kylee, age 10, who wants to tell us how 

she is homeschooled! Kylee, what do you 

think about homeschooling?” Kylee 

squirmed in the decorated chair. “It’s… 

great. Yes.” She said, forcing a smile. 

“What are your favorite things to do for 

homeschool-work?” Alicia continued, 

“Oh… you know. Everything.” Kylee stam-

mered. “Is there ever anything you’re 

required to do?” questioned Alicia. At 

that moment, Kylee couldn’t take it any 

longer. “No!” she shouted, “No! Never! 

That’s all we ever do- nothing! I’m sup-

posed to be homeschooled… not, not, no-

schooled! I just 

do math and 

writing and 

NOTHING! I 

don’t want to be 

homeschooled! I 

DON’T! I want to 

be like everyone 

else! I’m SICK of 

this!” And then 

the tears flowed. Kylee was crying into 

her sleeve, and the sobs wouldn’t stop. 

Alicia turned off the camera and went up 

to her, followed by Leanne, Annie, and 

Cory. Annie put her arm around her older 

sister. “But… if you weren’t home-

schooled, I wouldn’t be able to be with 

you all day.” She said quietly, and Kylee 

wiped away the tears as well as she 

could, while thinking about what her little 

sister had said. “You know,” said Alicia, 

“When I was little, there was this one 

time when I felt like I was alone in the 

homeschooling world. I wished I was like 

everyone else - but then I realized, what 

fun would that be?” Kylee wiped her eyes 

again and looked at Alicia. “We don’t 

want to be like everyone else - we want 

to be ourselves, to think outside the box. 

Most kids who are in public school can’t 

do that like we can.”  



16 

“Yeah,” said Leanne, “Remember, I was in 

public school until I was 9. When I was 

there, you couldn’t come up with your 

own ideas - the teachers told you what 

you could think, not you. And lots of the 

kids would judge you based on what you 

wore and who you invited to sleepovers. 

And you’d never have time to have much 

fun except for on the weekend! Being 

unschooled, I don’t have to deal with that 

anymore!” Kylee nodded. These were 

good points. If she were in public school, 

she might not have time to practice 

Taekwon-Do, and to read books and 

watch TV for fun, and to play with her 

little sister, and to have fun with her 

home-

schooled 

friends. 

“You 

know,” said 

Cory, “you 

could talk 

to your 

mom about 

it. I’m basi-

cally 

schooled-at

-home. 

Everything I learn is at a set time, and I 

get minimal choices about what I learn 

about. This doesn’t work for everyone, 

but it works well for me - maybe it will for 

you, too. Your mom probably doesn’t 

know that you want more structure in 

your schooling, because you didn’t tell 

her!” Kylee nodded, “I just feel like I skip 

schoolwork all the time, and that I’ll grow 

up and be different from everyone be-

cause of this.” Alicia shook her head at 

Kylee. “No, you don’t skip schoolwork! 

You probably learn way more than public 

schooled kids do! Ask any adult who went 

to public school or private school-  

they’ve forgotten almost everything that 

they learned except for basics like read-

ing, writing, and simple math. When 

you’re not sitting down to do school, you 

can actually learn more - take today, for 

example. You’ve learned about interview-

ing, camera techniques, chair decorating, 

different styles of homeschooling-” “And 

soon you’ll learn about making DVD co-

vers!” Leanne broke in. “And how to do 

movie editing and DVD creating on the 

computer,” Cory pointed out. “Think 

about what’s so GREAT about home-

schooling! Now let’s finish your inter-

view,” said Alicia. “Please?” asked Annie, 

taking her big sister’s hand. Kylee smiled. 

“Sounds 

good to 

me!” 

An hour 

and a 

half 

later, 

Kylee 

had 

done 

her 

inter-

view, 

they’d filmed some homeschool-in-action 

footage, Cory had taught the girls how to 

edit the movie and put it on DVD, and all 

of them had designed the cover with An-

nie’s art supplies and a little bit of com-

puter magic. The kids walked into Alicia’s 

living room, where Leanne’s dogs were 

finally tired and were now napping, and 

showed the parents the finished DVD. 

“Before we show it at the homeschool 

group, you guys get to see the world 

premiere!” squealed Leanne, putting the 

disk into the DVD player. 
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The movie began with video footage of 

them all playing together set to piano 

music. Then the music faded out and it 

went to Leanne’s interview. Sometimes it 

would switch to just Leanne’s voice set 

over videos of Leanne doing her favorite 

homeschooling activities. Then it went to 

Alicia’s interview. She talked about her 

style of homeschooling and videos 

showed her sketching a picture. Cory’s 

interview was next, where the boy ex-

plained his style of homeschooling and 

videos showed him typing a paper on the 

computer. Annie’s was the most exciting - 

during her interview, videos played of her 

doing round-offs and even a front flip 

outside before it switched to her creating 

a cool art project. Kylee’s was last, just as 

she had originally planned it, but it didn’t 

need to be. On take two, Kylee knew ex-

actly what to say, “I used to wish that I 

could go to public school.” The on-screen 

Kylee explained, “But now I am grateful 

that my parents chose to homeschool 

me. I can learn a lot, all with time to 

spare - especially time to have fun with 

my sister and my friends. I’m glad that I 

am homeschooled, and guess what? 

That’s something else I have learned for 

homeschool today!” 

The movie ended with more piano music 

and the kids taking a bow together. All of 

their parents clapped and clapped, and 

commented on how great it would be to 

show it to everyone at their homeschool 

group next week. Alicia was glad Leanne 

had come up with the idea. Leanne was 

glad her idea had become reality. Cory 

was glad to have come over and helped 

out. Annie was glad that her input had 

helped with the creation of the movie. 

And Kylee was glad that she’d learned 

something more than just about how to 

create a movie…. Glad that she’d learned 

just how lucky she really was to be home-

schooled by her parents and to have such 

great friends.  

The End. 
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How toHow toHow to   
SpiceSpiceSpice   UpUpUpYourYourYour   History History History LessonsLessonsLessons!!!   

By Megan, age 14 

History is boooorrriiiinnngggg!”  

I’ve heard that phrase so many times in my life, both 

from my friends and family. I 

have to say that I’ve thought 

this way of history before, as 

well. You’ve probably thought 

the same thing.  

Why’s history boring? 

Well, half the time we can’t 

understand what the history 

book is saying. In fact, the size 

of that history book scares us 

as well! Most history-teaching 

books are thick and huge, and 

that just brings negative 

thoughts about history to our 

minds, like, “Great, now we’re 

going to have to go through a 

whole BOOK of rubbish. Again.”  And that totally 

puts us off from the subject altogether.  

Worse still, we’re given assignments that involve re-

search. I used to hate doing research, really. Well, 

that was until I discovered this website that gave 

away free history magazines to “spice up 

your history lessons.” And I must admit that it 

worked on me. On the right is the picture of the lat-

est issue.  

Each issue has a special theme, whether it’s Ancient 

Egypt, Olden London, or so on. All subscribers are 

encouraged to contribute to the magazine and share 

their knowledge with one another. This magazine 

has helped me to appreciate the history of the 

world, and I’m enjoying the history subject im-

mensely.  

Apart from offering articles on 

various things (all according to 

the theme), The Time Traveler 

also gives us cool projects that 

we can do. The magazine is 

suitable for ages 8 and up. Be-

low are some of the pages from 

the magazine.  

To find out more about this 

amazing history magazine, as I 

call it, visit the website. All you 

have to do is to subscribe—and 

it’s totally free! You won’t re-

gret it! 

 http://thetimetravelermag. wordpress.com.  
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Revolution: A Patriot’s Story 
The Story of the American Revolution 

By Cheyenne 

PART 1 

1764 

 “No taxation without representation…” I’m hearing it all 

around me these days.  I am torn between two parties: that of the 

Loyalists and that of the Patriots.  I am uncertain of everything 

that has always been and everything that is to come.  I do not know 

which path to take and whether or not I even have a choice in the 

matter.  Father and Mother are both Loyalists, and I am to follow 

in Father’s footsteps and begin my apprenticeship in the years to 

come.  I simply cannot and will not side with the Patriots, despite 

my innermost beliefs and passions. 

 I will do as I must  and be merry about my duties.  I will not 

grumble nor regret, for this life has been good to me so far and I 

have not a reason in the world to complain about my lot.  I pray 

that it will be well with me through all the days that I am given.  I 

will seek all the happiness I can find in a wife, children, and 

grandchildren to come.  These things alone will surely be enough 

to gain peace of mind and bring rest to my restless soul.  Indeed I 

shall find comfort in the good Lord’s blessings and most assuredly 

remain true and loyal to my country. 

 

        Quincy Jacobson 



20 

March 5th 1770 

 I cannot believe what terror this day has brought.  It is completely unfathomable.  My 

best friend lay dead in the streets, and it is the fault of those evil, vicious, brutal soldiers!  A to-

tal of five men died; my dear friend Edward Garrick was one of them. 

 Edward was the one who began it.  He shouted an insult at Hugh White, a soldier of the 

29th Regiment.  White gave Edward a knock on the ear with the butt of his rifle; and from there, 

everything went mad.  Edward brought with him a large group of boys and youths; and before 

anyone knew it, the crowd swelled to nearly four hundred men.  They began pelting the soldiers 

with rocks and snowballs and beating them with clubs.  The soldiers then fired, killing three 

men outright while mortally wounding two others. 

 It was altogether frightening.  I saw the whole thing from Father’s shop and watched as 

the terror unfolded and escalated into an awful, bloody murder.  All the troops are to be imme-

diately withdrawn, and those that fired the shots are to be arrested, indicted for murder, and 

thrown into prison until their trial. 

 I heard a rumor that is beginning to spread around the colony.  People are saying that 

John Adams, a Patriot, just might be defending the troops at their trials.  I truly hope he would-

n’t stoop to such a level!  Defending them, those awful criminals, would be complete injustice! 

 And, on another note, I have made a decision: I am to be a Patriot.  That was what Ed-

ward was, and I vow to stand up and fight for his justice.  I have not told Father or Mother, nor 

shall I for quite some time.  I fear that they would become distraught at such a notion and 

would not listen to single word I say.  But I will, no matter what, stand for exactly what Edward 

stood for--liberty and justice, freedom and righteousness.  I will forever embrace patriotism. 

 

        Quincy Jacobson  
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1773 

 Three years have passed since that fateful day--the day of the massacre.  I’ve watched 

the tension grow, and the times get harder for the Patriots.  I cannot yet call myself a true Pa-

triot--not because of any opposition to patriotism--but rather because of my fear.  I see a Patri-

ot as being a fearless, courageous rebel; that of which I am not.  I am very afraid of telling oth-

ers about my beliefs, especially Father and Mother.  I don’t think they’d ever be able to under-

stand me. 

 I could not believe it when I heard of the news that the rumor was true: John Adams did 

indeed defend the soldiers.  Three years ago it would’ve felt like complete injustice, but now it 

feels like something too good for me to ever be able to comprehend.  It must’ve been Christ’s 

love and compassion that moved Adams to do as he did, but I do not know how any love could 

spread so deep and wide.  It is something I hope to one day understand. 

 I still cannot believe what happened yesterday--the Boston Tea Party as the people call 

it.  It seems that the Sons of Liberty--dressed as Mohawk warriors--dumped 342 chests of tea 

into the Boston Harbor as a means of rebelling against Parliament’s Tea Act.  I was inwardly 

very pleased to hear how they stood up to Britain; but I never spoke a word of it.  Father and 

Mother were horrified, and I thought better than to tell them of my decision at such a time. 

 Perhaps soon I shall find the courage to stand up for my beliefs and for what I know is 

right.  It is just so very hard the thought of telling everyone.  Not as much my friends and ac-

quaintances, but most certainly Father and Mother.  Oh, and what about Benjamin?  What will 

he think?  I know how very much he looks up to me, but he has already chosen to be a Loyalist 

even at his young age.  He would lose all respect for me, I do believe, and I fear that Father and 

Mother would also.  What am I to do? 

                   Quincy Jacobson  

 

To Be Continued... 
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Going to College 
 

As a High School Student 
By Ijana, age 15 

Have you ever thought about 

going to college? Some of you 

may be almost old enough, and 

some of you may have just 

started doing any homeschool-

work at all, but I’m sure a lot of 

you have thought of college, 

whether it’s that amazing 

school that you’ll go to in a few 

years, or the huge campus 

where people take impossibly 

hard classes. 

Well, if you think about it the 

second way, it’s true that a lot 

of people, when they are 

younger, believe that college is 

a place where everyone takes 

calculus and have all published 

their writing. Yes, there are 

some people who take calculus, 

and there are some people who 

have been published, but col-

lege isn’t as impossible as it 

seems – because now even 

high school students can go! At 

the university in my city, there 

is this thing called the Early 

Studies Program, where high 

school aged kids can take col-

lege classes. Of course, as you 

know, I’m homeschooled, but it 

doesn’t matter to them if you 

go to school or not as long as 

you’re high school aged. The 

high school kids can take any 

freshman level course (with the 

exception of math and English 

– for those you have to take 

the SAT) or possibly a higher 

level course if they qualify. 

I don’t think I’ve ever men-

tioned it, but from the time I 

was four to the time I was al-

most eight I lived in Germany (I 

was also born there, but lived 

there that time for only a few 

months, and obviously didn’t 

pick up the language). I learned 

German during that time and 

became fluent in it, but since 

moving back to the United 

States I’ve slowly forgotten it. 
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I decided that I wanted to take 

a German class at the university 

so that I could pick up the lan-

guage again. The head of the 

foreign languages department, 

who ironically is also a German 

instructor, couldn’t decide 

whether to put me 

in the 113 class, 

the first se-

mester 

freshman 

class, or 

the 114 

class, the 

second 

semester 

freshman 

class. He de-

cided that I 

should come in 

and take a test to see which 

level I should be in. 

So a few days later my mom 

drove me back down to the uni-

versity (I’m the only one there 

who can’t drive him or herself 

L) to take the test. Half of the 

test was grammar, and the oth-

er half was reading comprehen-

sion. It was all on paper. I took 

about 50 minutes, and when I 

was done the instructor said 

that I had tested out of a full 

year of German! I was going to 

take the 213 level course with 

the college sophomores! 

I wondered what it would be 

like – would it be 

anything like 

school? 

Would 

we 

have 

to 

con-

verse 

in Ger-

man? 

Would the 

class be 

way too easy or too 

hard? Well, the first day was 

great! Nobody there worried 

about clothes, or makeup, or 

whatever else school kids wor-

ry about. I was a little bit be-

hind on the grammar, because I 

had never actually studied the 

German language, but I was 

better than everyone at pro-

nunciation and phrase transla-

“I was going to 
take the 213 level 
course with the 
college sopho-

mores!” 
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I had the best German accent 

of anyone in the class, including 

the instructor! In German the 

ch makes that sound that’s sort 

of like a cross between the h 

sound and a sound like a cat is 

spitting up a hairball, but even 

she pronounces ch 

like sh (this is a 

very com-

mon mis-

take for 

non-

German 

speak-

ers). In 

the classes 

we watch a 

lot of fun mu-

sic videos and 

short movie-

videos, and we lis-

ten to recordings of people 

speaking German on a comput-

er. There’s also usually a lecture, 

and some worksheets to fill out, 

and for homework there’s usual-

ly a couple worksheets and may-

be an essay-type thing.  

I go to class on Tuesday and 

Thursday at ten o’ clock, and on 

Thursday we tend to get more 

homework than on Tuesday, be-

cause obviously there’s more 

time to get it done. 

I’m not done with my classes 

yet, but I’m really enjoying 

them! If you’re high school aged 

and wanting to get on with your 

education, you 

should consid-

er the Ear-

ly Stud-

ies 

Pro-

gram! 

You can 

look up 

the Early 

Studies Program on 

any search engine and you 

should get plenty of infor-

mation! 

“If  you’re high 
school aged and 

wanting to get on 
with your educa-
tion, you should 

consider the Early 
Studies Program!” 
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The Day a  Policeman  

Stopped Traffic For Me 
A True Story by Ijana, age 15 

The night of July 22nd, 2011, I pulled my first all-nighter.  

Not that I meant to – no, what I would have given for a few hours of sleep. My rest-
lessness was due to a change in altitude – instead of sleeping in my own bed in the 
valley of Las Vegas, Nevada, I was sharing a Super 8 hotel bed with my brother in 
Cedar City, Utah, which happens to be of a much higher altitude than my valley. The 
reason for the hotel, was, as you might have guessed, a car trip. I lived in Colorado 
from ages 7-9, and when my family decided to move to Nevada, we rented a stor-
age unit in Colorado to put some of our things in that we couldn’t take with us. Now, 
five years later, we were going to bring the stuff from the storage unit back to Neva-
da. Cedar City was our stop between Las Vegas and the Denver, Colorado area, our 
destination. 

Now, for some reason it’s hard to sleep while adjusting to a higher altitude than 
you’re used to. So there I was, wide awake, with probably only a few minutes at a 
time of non-REM sleep. The good thing was that my parents and brother were also 
adapting to the higher altitude, so we all got up for good at around 6 a.m. I took a 
shower, ate some breakfast, and then we all got in the car to start what we knew 
would be a very long drive. 

The day started off great. We saw some cool rock formations and waterfalls, and we 
went through the famous-ish Eisenhower Tunnel. We stopped at Beau Jo’s pizza, and 
while we were there my mom got a text message on her cell phone that was appar-
ently responding to a 911 call, but none of us had called 911. That was kind of odd, but 
we just sort of forgot about it and kept eating. We finished at Beau Jo’s. We had just 
entered Colorado and my dad decided to fill the gas tank, but when he finished he 
accidentally left the gas cap on the car roof – we almost drove off without it! Once 
we realized it and put the gas cap back on, we headed back onto the highway. 
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Then something happened that you thought only happened to other people – our 
tire popped. It was the back right tire, and my dad shouted, “Hold on!” as he cut 
across three lanes of traffic to get to the right shoulder. We all got out and took eve-
rything out of the trunk so that we could get to the spare tire and the jack. My dad 
changed the tire, but instead of being made all out of rubber like most spares, our 
spare tire was a normal air-filled tire. And it was very, very flat. 

We had to drive the car extremely slowly to the nearest gas station so that we could 
inflate the tire. While he was doing that, my dad realized that the three other tires 
had somehow been inflated to an air pressure of 36, which is far too inflated than it 
should be! We decided that it must have been the change in altitude that caused the 
air pressure to increase. So my dad decreased the pressure in those three tires, and we 
were about to leave the gas station when my mom noticed a crack in the rubber of 
the right front tire – but we all agreed that cracks weren’t that big of a deal, and 
that the tire should be able to get us to Denver. 

We shouldn’t have jinxed it. Because what should happen, just 20 miles later? The 
right front tire popped. But this time our car was in the far left lane, so a few colorful 
words flew around, and my dad steered us into the median. 

We had a debate over whether to call 311, 411, or 911, and what each number meant. 
My brother finally clarified that 911 was for emergency situations, 311 for non-
emergency situations, and 411 for directory assistance. We decided to call 311 first, since 
our situation was non-emergency, but when we tried it the phone wouldn’t let us 
connect. So we called 911. My dad told the person on the other end that we didn’t 
have an emergency situation, but couldn’t contact 311. The dispatcher gave him the 
phone number for the Highway Patrol, and my dad called them. A person on the 
other end said that he would be arriving soon at our location to see if it would be le-
gal to leave the car there for an extended period of time while we arranged to have 
it towed. 

Soon a police car and another large police vehicle showed up. A policeman from the 
car explained that it would be legal to leave the car there if it could be moved to the 
right side of the road. And that’s when the policeman decided that he and the other 
vehicle would stop traffic so that my dad could drive across. 
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My dad somehow got the car across the road while the two police vehicles made a 
barrier so that cars couldn’t pass. The thought I was thinking as the handicapped car 
parked on the right shoulder, was wow, not many people get to say that a policeman 
once stopped traffic for them! 

The policemen left after a few minutes, and then my dad called Walt, my step-
grandpa, who had auto insurance that could tow the car. My mom thought that we 
should try and find a place to get tires, and she thought that she had seen a Big O 
nearby, but she wasn’t sure quite where, so we called 411. It turned out that the Big O 
wasn’t that close, so we just waited for Walt’s tow truck to arrive. When he got there, 
my uncle, who also lived in the area, called Walt. He said that he had some spare 
tires, but when he and my dad both checked the sizes we found out that his tires 
were too small to fit on our car. So we just decided to tow the car to Big O so that in 
the morning we could get new tires. 

My family got into the car that Walt and my grandma had brought, and they 
brought us to their house, where we were staying for the trip. 

The next day Walt drove my dad over to Big O, and they got new tires. I wasn’t 
there; I was with my brother, hanging out with my cousins. But when we got back to 
my grandma and Walt’s house, the car was there, with beautiful new tires that 
should last longer than the car – but let’s not jinx it. 

Do you have a true story you’d like 
to share? 

Send it in to BTH by emailing 

bthsubmissions@yahoo.com! 
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An Interview with ARCHIMEDESAn Interview with ARCHIMEDESAn Interview with ARCHIMEDES 

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: Hello folks! Welcome to 

The Past Times. Today we have 

the brilliant thinker Archimedes, 

who has written several thought 

provoking books on math. 

Archimedes: And variations on 

the subject. 

Tammy: Yet you never traveled 

from your hometown … 

Archimedes: Except for when I 

went to Alexandria. I often thought 

about going back, but I never did. 

Tammy: Why not? 

Archimedes: I found that my own 

city needed me more. 

Tammy: What sort of things did 

you do there? 

Archimedes: Well, we were at 

war, so I built war machines. They 

were various types of catapults that 

could throw stones much larger 

than others that had been made be-

fore. 

Tammy: Who were you at war 

with? 

Archimedes: Rome. 

Tammy: Tell me about your early 

life. 

Archimedes: There isn’t much to 

say. My father was Phidias the as-

tronomer, and I grew up like just 

about any other boy in Syracuse.  

Tammy: Your home city? 

Archimedes: Yes. 

Tammy: I heard somewhere that 

you were a favorite with the king 

in that city. 

Archimedes: No, the Tyrant, King 

Hiero. I solved many a knotty 

problem for him. 

Tammy: Like what? 

Archimedes: One time he had had 

a solid gold crown made, but it 

didn’t seem to weigh enough. He 

had it weighed and it was the same 

weight as the original piece he had 

given the goldsmith, but it seemed 

to be too big. The only way he 

could account for it was if the 

goldsmith had mixed the gold with 

silver. 

Tammy: Because silver is lighter 

than gold? 

Archimedes: Yes. But he couldn’t 

be sure. So he sent for me. I didn’t 

want to come. I was already on a 

very interesting problem. Hiero 

persisted and I finally reluctantly 

came. The crown proved to be one 

of my more interesting problems. 

Tammy: Did you solve it? 

Archimedes: It took a long time. I 

sat and looked at it for days on end. 

If it hadn’t have been for my slaves 

I never would have figured it out. 

Tammy: How’d they help? 

Archimedes: Whenever I got real-

ly involved with solving a prob-

lem, I’d ignore everything. I even 

forgot to eat and bathe.  

By Kendra, age 16By Kendra, age 16By Kendra, age 16   
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They’d bring me food to eat, so I 

didn’t starve, but I would get very 

dirty. When that happened, they 

would pick me up and, despite my 

screaming and kicking, carry me to 

the public baths. This time the bath 

master filled the tub almost to 

overflowing. Then they tossed me 

in. 

Tammy: And water spilled out? 

Archimedes: Exactly. I thought to 

myself, If water spills out when I 

get in, maybe it takes up the same 

amount of space as I do, and if the 

amount— I jumped out of the tub 

and ran back home, yelling, 

“Eureka!” which means “I have 

found it.” 

Tammy: Was it pure gold? 

Archimedes: Nope. It took up 

more room than the piece of gold I 

had borrowed that was the same 

size as the original piece. 

Tammy: I see. But I learned that 

back in high school geometry! 

Archimedes: Yes, thanks to me. 

Tammy: I heard that you once 

pulled a boat one-handed.  

Archimedes: I did. And were I to 

have but another earth to stand on I 

could move this earth itself! It’s 

simple really; all I needed were 

pulleys and screws. 

Tammy: Amazing! 

Archimedes: Hiero thought sure 

so. After that event, he always had 

me solve all his difficult problems. 

Tammy: Like the crown? 

Archimedes: Exactly. 

Tammy: Any other times you 

helped him? 

Archimedes: I defended the city 

for him. 

Tammy: How’d you do that? 

Archimedes: With math. 

Tammy: Would you mind explain-

ing? 

Archimedes: Not at all. I designed 

several different types of machines 

and Hiero had them built and men 

trained to run them. The attack did-

n’t occur in his lifetime, but when 

it did, we were ready. 

Tammy: What kinds of machines 

were there? 

Archimedes: Rock catapults, ar-

row catapults, boat grabbers, mir-

rors… stuff like that. 

Tammy: Mirrors? 

Archimedes: I made some with a 

curve that was just the right angle 

to focus the sun’s rays in one point 

in such a way that the object fo-

cused on melts or bursts into 

flames. 

Tammy: That’s – amazing. 

Archimedes: It’s just math. Any-

body could figure it out. 

Tammy: If they work at it. You do 

it seemingly effortlessly. 

Archimedes: I don’t exactly figure 

things out in five seconds, though. 

Tammy: You find some things we 

can’t even fathom simple. 

Archimedes: You don’t think hard 

enough. 

Tammy: Let’s not argue. 

Archimedes: Anything else you 

would like to know? 

Tammy: Yes, I heard that you 

were killed because of math. 
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Archimedes: Yes, when Syracuse 

was finally conquered, the Roman 

leader told his men that he wanted 

me brought to him alive, because 

he wanted to talk to me. I was 

working on an interesting problem 

at that point and didn’t want to go 

anywhere. The soldier who found 

me just laughed and stood on my 

work. I got mad and stabbed him 

with my drawing stylus. He got 

mad and ran me through with his 

sword. 

Tammy: What did the Roman 

leader do? 

Archimedes: He had the soldier 

killed as a common murderer and I 

buried with highest honors. On my 

grave stone, he had the figure of a 

sphere inside a cube engraved. 

Tammy: Why? 

Archimedes: I always considered 

that my most important achieve-

ment and had asked for it to be 

placed there. 

Tammy: Well, that’s about all the 

time we have for today. Thank 

you, Archimedes, for being with us 

today. I’m Tammy Turnback and 

this has been The Past Times. 
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The Adventures of The Adventures of 

Roxanne and Jacklyn  
By Adira, age 11 

I n t r o d u c t i o n 
 

Long ago on a large island, there 

was a place called the Jewel King-

dom. It was called that because it 

was rich in jewels. It was divided 

into seven parts. The Ruby Prin-

cess or Prince ruled the Ruby Pal-

ace, the Ruby Village, and the Ru-

by Forest. The Amber Princess or 

Prince ruled the Amber Palace, the 

Amber Village, and the Amber 

Meadows. The Citrine Prince or 

Princess ruled the Citrine Palace, 

the Citrine Village and the Citrine 

Mountains. The Emerald Princess 

or Prince ruled the Emerald Pal-

ace, the Emerald Village and the 

Emerald Forest. The Sapphire 

Prince or Princess ruled the Sap-

phire Palace, the Sapphire Village, 

and the Sapphire Lake. The Ame-

thyst Princess or Prince ruled the 

Amethyst Palace, the Amethyst 

Village, and the Amethyst Moun-

tains. Each Prince or Princess 

would choose one person from 

their village to marry. Their first 

child would become the next Prin-

cess or Prince. They would be giv-

en a necklace or a chain bracelet 

with their jewel on it. If that per-

son lost their bracelet or necklace 

before they became ruler, they 

became a peasant, or slave, and 

the second born got a necklace or 

bracelet. In the middle of the Jew-

el Kingdom, there was a place 

that belonged to the rainbow King 

and Queen. When the King of the 

rainbow territories reached the 

age of 65 he then chose a prince 

and princess that has a child that 

is 15 or older and they rule the 

rainbow Kingdom, leaving their 

child to rule the palace, village 

and forest/lake/mountains. South 

of the Jewel Kingdom there is the 

forgotten Marshes, and the Drag-

on Plains. Northeast of the Jewel 

Kingdom, is the Black Kingdom. 

King Horrorsnare lives there in a 

black palace, along with evil drag-

ons, and his dark knights. This 

story follows the adventures of an 

eleven year old, named Roxanne, 

the first born daughter of a Ruby 

Princess, and a ten year old, 

named Jacklyn, first born daugh-

ter of an Amethyst Prince. 
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C h a p t e r  1 

 

"I'm sorry, but it is too dangerous 

for you to continue living at the 

Amethyst Palace." "You are kid-

ding right?" Jacklyn was talking to 

her dad. "No I'm not," he replied, 

seriously. "But where will I go? 

This is my home! Why do I have 

to leave?" Jacklyn said. "I have 

arranged for you to stay at the 

Ruby Palace with your cousin 

Roxanne." At this Jacklyn bright-

ened up. Roxanne was her favor-

ite cousin. "The reason why you 

must leave," he continued "is be-

cause we have word that Hor-

rorsnare's army is on its way." 

Jacklyn's expression darkened. 

"What?! The castle is going to be 

attacked? What are you and mom 

going to do? What if one of you is 

killed? What if the Palace is de-

stroyed? Where will I go then?" 

she said, worriedly. "Jacklyn, 

Jacklyn, calm down, they are only 

rumors. After one month, we will 

send for you to come back," re-

plied the Amethyst Prince. Jacklyn 

slowly calmed down, but she still 

had a worried expression on her 

face. The following day Jacklyn's 

maid, by the name of Susan, 

woke Jacklyn up early. "Miss, 

wake up! Master Phillip wants you 

to get up so you can go to the Ru-

by Palace." Jacklyn woke up with 

a start. "Oh no! What time is it? 

Dad will be so mad!" Jacklyn said. 

"Don't worry, miss, he wanted you 

to be rested for the voyage," Jack-

lyn's maid said. "Oh, good!" re-

plied Jacklyn. "Come on miss, you 

will be late for breakfast!" said 

Susan. Jacklyn hardly ate any-

thing. "Jacklyn, are you alright?" 

her mom asked. A tear rolled 

down Jacklyn's face. "No, I'm not! 

I'm leaving my home, my family, 

and my friends to Horrorsnare." 

"Jacklyn, how many times must I 

tell you, we will be fine," Prince 

Phillip said. "There are only ru-

mors that he'll come. Don't wor-

ry." Jacklyn wiped the tears off 

her cheek.  

 

"Okay," she said.I glanced out of 

the window for the millionth time. 

"Where in the world is Jacklyn?" 

she mumbled. "What was that?" 

sewing mistress asked. ”Nothing!” 

I said trying to look intent on the 

sampler I was working on. She 

looked satisfied and continued 

reading her book. I sneaked an-

other look out the window. How I 

wished I could go outside and 

practice sword fighting. 
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“Roxanne! What are you doing?” I 

looked down at my sampler. It 

was a mess of knots and threads. 

“Sorry, sewing mistress,” I mum-

bled. “That’s the tenth sampler 

you've ruined today!” she 

screeched. I groaned, would I ev-

er be able to go outside today? I 

thought. Just then I heard the 

rumble of a carriage. I looked out 

of the window again. Inside the 

carriage, there was my cousin 

Jacklyn. “Jacklyn is here!” I yelled 

with delight. I jumped up, drop-

ping my sampler and ran out to 

greet Jacklyn. “Roxanne! Come 

back here now!” sewing mistress 

screamed after me. I pretended 

not to hear. I burst out the front 

gate and ran across the draw-

bridge. “Jacklyn!” I yelled again. A 

girl with long black hair jumped 

out of the carriage. “Roxanne!” 

she yelled back. She ran to me 

and we hugged. “Roxanne I’m so 

glad to see you,” said Jacklyn. 

Sewing mistress burst out. Her 

face was as red as a beet, but 

when she saw Jacklyn she calmed 

down. “Oh you poor dear!” she 

crooned. “Let’s get some food in 

you. I would be devastated if I 

had to leave the Ruby Palace,” she 

continued dramatically. I rolled 

my eyes and Jacklyn sighed. “I 

am hungry,” she said politely. A 

guard escorted Jacklyn in. Sewing 

mistress did her best fake smile at 

me. “Roxanne dear, instead of 

your free time this afternoon, I 

will have manners mistress have a 

talk with you.” At this, I almost 

groaned. Manners mistress is the 

meanest teacher I have, and I 

was so looking forward to playing 

with Jacklyn. “But...” I protested. 

“No buts,” sewing mistress 

smirked and took me inside. 

 

“I’m sure it wasn’t that bad.” 

Jacklyn and I had met out in the 

courtyard after dinner. “Not that 

bad?” I complained. “It was hu-

miliating! Manners mistress had 

me sing at dinner with the enter-

tainers. I have the most horrible 

voice, and everyone was laughing 

at me. The worst part was I had 

to skip dinner.” Jacklyn waited for 

me to stop talking. “Here 

Roxanne,” she said and offered 

me two rolls. I accepted them 

gratefully. “Jacklyn, what would I 

do without you?” I asked. Jacklyn 

watched me eat. “You know, 

Roxanne. I think tomorrow we 

should go on a walk together. You 

can show me the new things you 

have learned, and I can do the 

same. “Oshay! Shounds gwait!” I 

said, with mouth still full. 

“Roxanne!” Jacklyn said, trying to 

imitate manners mistress. “That is 

so improper Roxanne! You should 

be ashamed of yourself!” I gig-

gled. Jacklyn never fails at making 

me feel better. 
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The following day I got up early so 

Jacklyn and I could take a walk. 

“Jacklyn!” I whispered. “Get up!” 

She didn’t move. “Get up!” I said 

louder. Jacklyn sat up. "What’s 

wrong? Are we under attack? Is 

the Palace on fire? Are we going 

to die?" said Jacklyn. I laughed 

"No, you silly, if we don't take our 

walk soon, we won't be able to be 

back in time for breakfast." Jack-

lyn sighed in relief, and fell back 

down into her bed. "Jacklyn!" 

Roxanne yelled in exasperation. 

"Get up!" "Okay, fine," Jacklyn 

grumbled. Jacklyn and I quickly 

got dressed, then set off. I 

showed Jacklyn to a small clearing 

where I practice my sword 

fighting. Just then I felt the edge 

of a sword against my neck. 

“Don’t move,” said a raspy voice. 

 

I looked over to Jacklyn; she too 

had a dark knight’s sword at her 

neck. I felt a dark knight tug at 

my necklace until it came off. “My 

necklace!” I yelled. I shouldn't 

have. As soon as I did the sword 

pressed harder against my neck. 

Blood trickled down from where 

the sword was pressing. “Silence!” 

said the angry knight. The next 

thing I knew was I was being lift-

ed off the ground. “Help!” Jacklyn 

screamed. I looked up. A dragon 

was carrying me in one talon, 

Jacklyn in the other. “Put me 

down!” I yelled. The dragon paid 

us no heed. I had a terrible feel-

ing. You see, dragons swore an 

oath to serve Horrorsnare. Hor-

rorsnare would do anything to rule 

the land we have, and he could do 

it through us. 

 

He finally set us down. “I’m really 

sorry about that,” he said. “I hope 

I didn’t hurt you.” Jacklyn and I 

looked at each other. This is really 

weird. Dragons are never kind to 

humans. “Are you okay?” the 

dragon asked me. “I-I’m f-f-ine,” I 

managed to say. The dragon 

seemed to realize he was scaring 

us. “It’s okay, I’m not going to 

hurt you. I came to help you.” 

“Okay,” I said, still not sure if I 

should trust him. “My name is 

Halfgood,” he said. “I brought you 

some gifts.” He gave me an un-

breakable sword and gave Jacklyn 

a fog-maker and a magic shield 

that can make you invisible. 

“Thank you,” Jacklyn said. I re-

mained silent. “Roxanne, come 

on!” she whispered to me. She 

obviously had no problem with 

dragons. “Thank you,” I mumbled 

to Halfgood, but he had already 

flown off.  

 

 To Be Continued... 
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When You’re Homeschooled 
Making Friends 

By Ijana, age 15 

Haven’t you all heard the question, “Do you get to make friends when 

you homeschool?” I’m sure it drives you insane, because you know that yes, you 

do get to make lots of friends. But think about it – if you’re homeschooled you 

don’t have a building filled with hundreds of possible friends for you to pick 

from. You have your clubs and 

groups and stuff, but you don’t 

get the number of people to 

choose from that you would in 

school. Yes, many homeschoolers 

have great friends, but do they get 

to make as many as girls who go 

to school?  

First off, many of the “friends” that 

girls who go to school have, aren’t 

so much friends as they are people 

that they see and talk to at school. 

Basically it’s people they know. 

School is a great place to find 

friends, but it’s an even better place for people to go if they want to know eve-

rybody. 

 Since if you’re reading this, you most likely don’t go to school, then meeting 

friends there is basically not an option. So where do most of your friends come 

from? If you go to church you’ll likely meet lots of people there. If you play sports or 

are part of a choir or band or something then you’ll get to meet people there who 

share your interests. But wait – most people in groups like that already know each 

other from school. 

 Say you’re on a soccer team (or whatever sport you play). Almost everybody 

on your team knows each other from school. The best thing to do in my experience is 

to find someone who seems a little quieter than the others, someone who may know 

everyone there, but hasn’t really ever acquainted with them. Then introduce yourself 

with a question like, “So, how many years have you played soccer?” or “What position 

do you prefer?” Chances are, they’ll answer, then ask you the same question. 
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If you have an umbrella school in your area, they will probably have some sort of 

group for teenagers to be a part of. The best option for tweens is probably to look up 

LEMI – I’m not sure if they have groups all over the country, but I know they have 

them in the southwest. It’s a group where kids can put on Shakespeare plays and 

study lots of American history and math and science. It was started by Mormons, 

but anyone can join. But if you’re not really into religion or politics you might not care 

for the classes beyond the Shakespeare one. 

 If you can’t find a homeschool group in your area, but still want homeschooled 

friends, then apply for a BTH pen pal! Go to http://bthmagazine.wordpress.com/

pen-pals/ to get information on getting a homeschooled pen pal! 

 There’s some quick information on making friends when you’re home-

schooled, and I hope you find it useful! And make sure to tell us at bthmaga-

zine@yahoo.com if you have any more ideas that I missed! 

Above: Homeschooled friends Dana, 13 and Bridget, 11 

mailto:bthmagazine@yahoo.com
mailto:bthmagazine@yahoo.com
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My Trip My Trip My Trip    

to Cambodiato Cambodiato Cambodia   

February 2011 

I used to live in an orphanage in Siem Reap, 

Cambodia. I lived there when I was a baby; I 

was adopted in 2000. In February of 2011, 

my family 

planned a trip to 

Cambodia, and 

a month before 

we went, I de-

cided I wanted 

to fundraise for 

the orphanage. 

 

I wrote a letter 

to my friends 

and family ask-

ing for dona-

tions, and telling them what I was doing. I 

raised $1,260. My goal was $200!  

 

We went to Cambodia; the day we arrived 

we went to a book store to buy school sup-

plies for the kids. 

We bought: 200 notebooks, 100 pencils, 50 

pens, markers, rulers, pencil sharpeners, 1 

basketball, rubber balls, and soccer balls. 

It meant a lot to me because I could help 

the kids who are living in the same orphan-

age I lived in when I was a baby. 

 

We made a 

second trip to 

the orphan-

age, and with 

the help of 

three older 

girls, we 

shopped for 

school uni-

forms and 

food at a mar-

ket called Psar 

Lor.  

 

We bought: 34 school uniforms, 120 eggs, 

chickens, pork, cooking oil, seaweed, rice 

flour, shampoo, and bug spray. 

 

And that is what I did for my orphanage. I 

can’t wait to go back again! 

By Sophia 
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Read ‘Round the ClRead ‘Round the ClRead ‘Round the Cl ck!ck!ck!   
By Ijana, age 15 

Think about this – there are millions and millions of books in the world. I 

know, cool, right?! Millions of books! And you get to read them! But how do 

you know which books to choose? Read on! 

Picture this – the biggest pile of books that you’ve ever 

seen is standing right in front of you, and you get to pick 

ten of them to keep. How do you decide which ten? Well, 

the first step is to just start looking. Read the book sum-

maries on the back or inside cover to get an idea what 

the book is like. Now, let’s say that you’ve narrowed the 

pile down to 20 books. To choose which ones to keep, 

try asking questions to yourself like, “Do I like thick books 

or thin books?” “Will I read it again and again?” “Is it 

about something I’m interested in?” and “Is it unique?” 

Then you can decide on your ten books. 

But what if you’re just out of books you haven’t read and 

want some more, but don’t know where to 

start? Something you should do first is to 

decide what type of book you like to read 

– do you prefer science fiction or fantasy? 

Mystery or non-fiction? Once you decide 

which books you like best, read below to 

give you some ideas. 

Realistic Fiction 

Realistic fiction is stories that could actually happen right 

here and right now – no dragons, zombies, or time travel. 

Finding new realistic fiction to read is easy – just look up 

a topic you’d like to read about in a fiction book on am-

azon.com or another similar website and narrow it down 

to books. Some good books to start with are – Armaged-

don Summer, by Jane Yolen and Bruce Coville. It’s about 

two teenagers, one a Believer and one not, who are both 

dragged to the top of Mount Weeupcut to await what the 

Believers think will be the end of the world; The Cay, by 

Theodore Taylor. It’s about a boy who goes blind, who is 

trapped on an island and has to rely on Timothy, a black 

deckhand, to survive. 

Some variations of realistic fiction are animal fiction, 

which is fiction about animals, and historical fiction, which 

is stories that take place in the past. 

Science Fiction 

Science fiction usually takes place in the future and in-

volves technology that hasn’t been invented yet. To find 

science fiction books it’s best to just look up science fic-

tion on amazon.com and narrow it down to children’s’ or 

youth books, or without narrowing it down if you read 

adult books. A good science fiction idea is Star Trek: 

Deep Space Nine #5: Arcade, by Diana G. Gallagher. It’s 

about Jake, a human boy who has to go into a game to 

rescue his three alien friends by conquering his fears and 

using good judgment. 

Star Trek is also a TV series, and it’s probably more fun 

to watch the episodes on TV than reading them, as it is 

with a lot of science fiction TV series. 

Fantasy 

Fantasy books involve things that could 

never be real, such as dragons, merpeople, 

vampires, and all those other creatures 

you’ve heard of. Harry Potter, Twilight, The 

Spiderwick Chronicles, and the Percy Jack-

son series are all fantasy. A great fantasy 

book that’s not well-known is Emir’s Education in the 

Proper Use of Magical Powers, by Jane Roberts. It’s about 

a young prince in a world before death was invented who 

has to go to where the land meets the sky and talk to 

the gods. 

Mystery 

Mystery books are where the main characters, you 

guessed it, have to solve a mystery. The classics are all 

good – Nancy Drew, Trixie Belden, The Hardy Boys, The 

Boxcar Children. Or you can try the newer mystery books 

about homeschooled kids – Cross-Country Treasure Hunt, 

Too Smart Jones, The Mystery of the Homeless Treasure. 

Another great way to find books to read is to find out if 

there are any about your favorite TV series – a lot of the 

time, they have them. You can also ask your siblings or 

parents for book suggestions. Have fun reading! 
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Girls For God Magazine (Frequently called GFG) is a free, emailed, Christian 
magazine for teen and preteen girls. Our goal is to shine God’s light and to en-
courage our readers to be pure, upright young women with a love for God. We 
want to set a good, Christian influence through our pages and encourage girls 
to love and believe in God. Lots of magazines today focus on things that really 
aren’t important. We don’t want our magazine to be like that. Instead, we in-
clude bible verses, devotions, and lots of other things connected to the bible! To 
subscribe go to http://7-by-7.net/gfg/. 

Hey Christian BTH readers... 

CHECK OUTCHECK OUTCHECK OUT   

Top 10 Ways 

Video Games 

are Fun 

By Valdus 

1. Sitting down and having a good time! 

2. Playing the games you like. 

3. Saving your game.  

4. Playing with friends! 

5. Beating the game! 

6. Winning a level.  

7. Making a good outfit. 

8. Pressing the buttons. 

9. Getting new game. 

10. Just playing! 

Valdus, the author of this article, isn’t  using a 

real name- it is an in-game name from Wiz-

ard101. Visit Valdus’s awesome website, at 

www.lifeofdeathwizard.wordpress.com.  
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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! 

Prisoner Riddle 

A noble prisoner of war is caught by a bitter enemy, however he appears to be in luck, for in front of the entire 

court his captor announces he will give him one last chance at freedom. The generous lord will place two 

marbles in a helmet, one white, one black. If his blind folded prisoner draws the white marble he goes free, If 

not he is executed. The night before this deadly ceremony a spy informs the hostage that the king has placed 

two black marbles in the helmet. In order to go free what must this unfortunate lord do? 

 

Answer: He should draw a marble at random and then before anyone can see its color, swallow it. Since the 

remaining marble is black, the hall full of courtiers must assume the marble he swallowed was white. As for 

the king, he can't object without admitting he cheated. All obstacles cleared the prisoner can walk free. 

Crash Riddle 

A man and his son are in a car crash together. They are both badly hurt and are rushed to separate hospitals. 

The boy needs surgery right away, so he is wheeled into the operating room. The surgeon comes in and says, "I 

can't work on him, he's my son." How is that possible? 

 

Answer: The doctor is his mother! 

By Eliza 

That Piece of Moon 
  
A piece of moon. 
A piece of moon. 
A piece of moon shining bright. 
At night that piece of moon, 
that piece of moon, 
it rose up while I was asleep. 
  
And then they came, 
And then they came 
to admire that piece of moon. 
That piece of moon should be in my room! 
  
This poem might sound funny 
because it was junny 
because that piece of moon and came out again. 
But, it came down every day to be with me, 
and then, at night, it rose up again. 
Again, 
again, 

again, that moon piece that rose up into the night. 

By Arwen, age 6 

Should I stay in the bright?  
Should I go to the dark? 

What use if I stay in the light? 
It hardly leaves a mark! 

 
I shall bring my flame to the darkest  

And there let it shine the brightest 
I'll build a church on the doorstep of Sheol- 

There to save the perishing souls 
 

In the fire, my flame remains a flame 
In the night, there it shall glow 

So let the flame that go out 
Shine for the glory of God 

By Bernice, age 15 

Soup – a Haiku 

How great is the Soup 

Which simmers, steams, boils and brews 

 

Rich, warm, flavorful 

Look at the colors 

Watch as they swirl around- Spin! 

Guided by your spoon 

 

Food chunks swim in broth 

Crisp chicken, fresh vegetables 

Both complete the taste 

 

Smell the warm mixture 

Forget the cold winter’s day 

Soup is your escape 

By Rachel, age 16 

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 featured here 

in 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

