
1 



2 

Hi, BTH readers! Welcome to 

the latest issue of Back-to-

Homeschool— our “Mystery” 

issue! We apologize that the 

issue came out a little late— I 

(Trisha) was away and couldn’t 

put it together until now.  

In this issue, you get to meet 

Anna, the head of the Writers’ 

Board, as well as all of the new 

Writers’ Board members!  You 

can also enjoy our many mys-

tery-themed articles including 

a review of Gilda Joyce: Psychic 

investigator, a craft article that 

will teach you how to make 

your very own secret message 

jar, a quiz to test your mystery 

history knowledge, and much 

more. We also have some good 

mystery stories, including 

“Francesca and the Black-

Cloaked Thief,” a special 

“Homeschooled” mystery ad-

venture, and a ghost mystery 

called “Trick or Treat???” 

There are also some yummy 

recipes in this issue. Going with 

our mystery theme, there’s a 

recipe for both mystery meat 

and mystery treats. Not into 

mysterious food? Journey to 

Russia in the Around the World 

article and find a recipe for 

Borscht Soup. 

Our second Homeschool Opin-

ions article posed the question, 

“What is your favorite TV 

show?” and homeschooled girls 

have given their answers. Next 

issue, the question is “What is 

your favorite movie?” so be sure 

to answer on the BTH website, 

www.bthmagazine.wordpress.co

m.  

BTH is now on FaceBook! That’s 

right, you can now like us on 

FaceBook for more BTH fun! 

Visit our website to find the link.  

Remember, don’t forget to sub-

mit your content to BTH! Back-to

-Homeschool stays alive because 

of your submissions. Have you 

written a paper, drawn a picture, 

or made a cool homeschool pro-

ject? Submit it to Back-to-

Homeschool and share it with 

many other homeschooled girls 

out there.  

Well, enjoy this issue of BTH! 

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

Issue 11 
December— 

January 

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! 

 

Manager’s Page 
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Meet Anna 
Hello, wonderful BTH Readers! 

Hello everyone! My name is 

Anna, I turned twelve in Octo-

ber and am a seventh grader. I 

am into art, drama, writing, pi-

ano, and am known to random-

ly burst out in song with my sis-

ter, Emma. I read a lot and my 

favorite authors are Connie Wil-

lis, Terry Pratchett, Margaret 

Peterson Haddix, and J.K. 

Rowling, and I am *slightly* ob-

sessed with the TV show Psych. 

As mentioned before, I love 

singing and playing piano, and I 

love musicals. Wicked is my fa-

vorite musical, and I saw it last 

summer at the Kennedy Center. 

My second-favorite musical is 

the Phantom of  the Opera, and I 

hope to actually see it in a thea-

ter one day. My life ambitions 

are to be a famous fantasy/sci fi 

author, a concert pianist, an ac-

tress, a police detective, and an 

astronaut. Call me ambitious, 

but that's why they're called am-

bitions. In any case, I am seri-

ous as the laws of  nature allow 

me to be about these things 

(except for the astronaut part, 

which is more of  a dream). I 

love anything to do with the 

outdoors, including rock-

climbing, climbing trees, swim-

ming, anything to do with a 

tree, cliff, body of  water, ani-

mal, you name it. On one occa-

sion I was actually alone with 

two of  my friends and my little 

brother in an inflatable kayak, 

where we got out of  the kayak, 

held on to the back, and kicked 

behind ourselves to propel the 

boat, but that's a really long sto-

ry. I have been homeschooled 

my entire life and I love every 

minute of  it.  

Our new Head of the Writers’ Board! 
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   When it comes down to it, though, 

I am an actress, author, and musi-

cian at heart. I’ve participated in 

small productions with my old 

homeschool group, but even 

though they were low-key I’ve still 

always loved acting. Then in March, 

my sister and I joined HTT, the 

Homeschool Theatre Troupe, a 

group of  the possibly most sup-

portive, friendly, and amazing 

homeschooled teenagers in the 

world. My sister and I had very 

small parts, but the audience was 

amazing, particularly on Opening 

Night- They laughed at every line 

and clapped at every entrance and 

exit. The audience clapped and 

screamed so loud at the curtain call, 

and I even had a couple of  little 

girls ask me for my autograph! 

Now I’m taking a rather intensive 

scene study class so I can be ready 

for HTT’s next play, and maybe get 

a bigger part! As for writing, it’s 

something that’s always been a part 

of  my life. I’m currently writing a 

novel, which has now reached 330 

pages, with my friend Maya. I’m al-

so participating in NaNoWriMo, 

National Novel Writing Month, 

which is a challenge to finish a nov-

el in a month. And music– well, I 

love singing, even if  I’m not the 

best, and one of  my strongest pas-

sions is piano, which may be part 

of  the reason that our family owns 

two pianos. I didn’t play much pi-

ano earlier this year, but when the 

Primary (children’s) chorister asked 

me to accompany all the kids on 

the piano for our big program in 

October, I had to practice every 

day and consequently learned more 

pieces. Now I’ve been learning very 

complicated songs, like The Gift by 

David Nevue. Piano is a passion of  

mine, and I’m not going to give it 

up anytime soon. I am also a new 

Girl Scout, and I joined possibly 

the most epic troop ever, an all-

homeschooled troop.  My fellow 

scouts are probably the most open, 

friendly, and supportive girls I have 

ever met. As for BTH, I have been 

on the Writers’ Board as an Extra 

Writer for about a year now, and I 

love writing for the magazine! I am 

so excited to be helping more and 

can’t wait to unleash the new year 

of  magazines with wonderful con-

tent for and from all you readers! 

Cheers! —- Anna 
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Meet the 2013 Writers’ BoardMeet the 2013 Writers’ Board  

Thank you to everyone who 

applied; we got some great 

applications! Unfortunately, 

we couldn’t choose every-

one, but if you didn’t get a 

spot make sure to try again 

next year for our 2014 Writers’ 

Board! 

Animal Profile 

Sydney C., age 11 

Wildlife/Nature 

Elizabeth, age 8 

Art Story 

Sydney B, age 12 

Craft 

Christine, age 11 

Book Review 

Morgan, age 12 

Fairytale/Myth 

Emma, age 14 

Info Article 

Faith, age 10 

Poem 

Katelyn, age 16  

  

Quiz 

Colleen and Samantha, age 10  

  

Recipe 

Megan, age 12  

  

History Interview 

Marie, age 11  

  

Seasonal Section  

Caeley, age 12 

  

Short Story   

Laura Ashley, age 14  

Around the World 

Vera, age 15 
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I live in Texas, and that is where the Texas Renaissance Festival 

is. It is one of the biggest renaissance festivals in the U.S.!  It is 

open from early October to late November. There are all sorts 

of booths and people dressed up as fairies, elves, kings and 

queens. It used to be that if you wear a costume you got in 

free, but now things have changed. 

It all looks exactly like you imagine the Medieval Times to be, 

with saloons and shops where you can buy a flower wreath to 

wear. They have a coliseum where there are jousting shows, 

with people dressed as kings, queens, princes, or princesses at 

the head of the coliseum.  

My family has gone to the Texas Renaissance Festival three 

times and it is always awesome! People come from all over to 

see it, and this year I saw a license plate from Minnesota! 

That’s really far away!  

What Did You Do Today? 
By Peace, age 9 
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RECIPE INGREDIENTS 

MysteryMysteryMystery   

Meat!Meat!Meat!   By Megan, age 12 

 1 to 1.5 lbs. chopped stew 
meat 

 4 medium carrots-chopped 
 4 medium potatoes-chopped 
 1 can of cream of mushroom 

soup 
 1 packet of onion soup mix 
 

DIRECTIONS: 

Recipe 

1. Preheat oven to 450 degrees.  
2. Tear off four squares of heavy duty  
aluminum foil.  
3. In the center of each piece of foil, place one 
fourth of meat, one carrot, and one potato.  
4. Stir together mushroom soup and onion soup 
mix. Spoon one fourth of soup over meat.  
5. Fold up sides of foil and press to se-
cure place on baking sheet.  
6. Bake for 50-60 minutes. Makes four servings. 

MysteryMysteryMystery   

Treats!Treats!Treats!   

 1 package of brown or white al-
mond bark 

 1 package of any type of cookies 
or crackers 

 
 
 

RECIPE INGREDIENTS DIRECTIONS: 

1. Melt almond bark and dip 
cookies into it with a toothpick or 
spoon.  
2.  Place on wax paper to cool.      
May be placed in refrigerator to cool 
quicker.  
3. Enjoy! 

These are delicious and really easy!These are delicious and really easy!These are delicious and really easy!   

This is fun to make and much better than it sounds!This is fun to make and much better than it sounds!This is fun to make and much better than it sounds!   
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Gilda Joyce wants to be a 
psychic investigator.  She 

wants to talk to spirits to get in 
touch with her recently departed 
father.  But when she goes to see 
her uncle and Cousin Juliet, she 
gets a little more then she bar-
gained for.  A mysterious tower, a 
dead Aunt who jumped off the 
roof, and a contentious cousin 
combine to make life a little more 
mysterious and perplexing than 
Gilda had expected.   

 

This is only the first book in an ex-
cellent series.  I like this series be-
cause each story takes Gilda to a 
new, psychically charged location.  
Gilda is funny, smart, and enjoys 
dressing up in strange costumes 
to spy on her neighbors.  She 
could be like your sister, a good 
friend, or the wacky girl down the 
street.  The author, Jennifer Alli-
son, does a great job describing 
the people that Gilda encounters 

and the events that build towards 
unexpected conclusions.  The 
writing is suspenseful but at the 
same time, humorous.  I highly 
recommend Gilda Joyce:  Psychic 
Investigator.   

By  Morgan, age 12 

Gilda Joyce: Psychic Investigator  

by  Jennifer Allison  
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It’s our new section, the Continuous Story!  Each issue will feature the next continuation of 

the story, and guess what? You get to write it! Write the next chapter of the story below, and it may 

be featured in the next Back-to-Homeschool. Send your submissions to kendraeardnek@gmail.com.  

~ The Continuous Story ~ 

To Be Continued…. 

By YOU! 

In our last chapter,  homeschooled girl Jan found a mysterious picture in her room of a little girl 

holding an animal. Later, she went outside to do her math and encountered a mountain lion! 

Chapter 2, by Margaret, age 14 

The mountain lion, however, did nothing. It just looked at her. Then, she heard the voice again. 

"Jeanette? Is that you?" 

Jeanette was her real name, but she didn't like it all that much. Everybody in her life called her Jan.  

Jan wanted to run, to cry, to do something. Except she couldn't move. She felt all dizzy. 

The mountain lion came down from the rock it was standing on... and sat down next to her. It looked up at 

Jan, seeming for all the world like a tame house cat. 

Jan started up. Where the mountain lion had been before it had come to see her were two people. They 

were a boy and a girl. Jan was frightened to see that the girl was the girl in the picture. She was more of a 

teenager now, but there was no mistake. It was HER. The boy and she looked exactly the same. Her twin, 

Jan guessed. 

"We were hoping you'd be here.", the girl said. 

"W-what is going on here?!" Jan exploded. "First the picture, than the mountain lion, then YOU. Who are 

you??"  

"I can't tell you that," said the girl. A tear flowed down her cheek. "We need help, and you're the only one 

who can do anything for us." A tear flowed down her cheek. 

"But what is this? Why me?" Jan said. "If there is something I can do, I will, but what is going on?" 

"We'll answer if you come see us tonight.", said the boy for the first time. Here, at midnight. Here." He 

tossed Jan a bracelet. "You'll need it." 

Jan looked at it. It was a beautiful silver charm bracelet. "But-" 

Jan looked up. They were gone, along with the mountain lion. 

*** 

For the rest of the day, Jan did nothing but try and figure it out. Not surprisingly, it came to nothing.  

Jan didn't tell anyone either. She went to bed still not knowing what to do.  

*** 

At 11:45, Jan woke up. She just knew she had to go. She climbed out the window and started off. It was all 

wet and cold, but the woods where just around the corner.  

When Jan arrived, the twins were already there.  

They looked so sad. Jan had a feeling deep down that she could trust them. 

"Now will you tell me your story?" Jan said. 

"Yes." said the twins together. 

mailto:kendraeardnek@gmail.com
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TheTheThe   PlatypusPlatypusPlatypus   
Animal  

Profile 

Sydney C., age 11, Writers’ Board Member 

 

Fascinating Facts 

What is a platypus? The platypus  

is a cute creature that is rather odd 

and was discovered in the 18th cen-

tury. When the first specimen 

reached Eng-

land in 1799, 

the Platypus 

was though to 

be some kind 

of hoax!  We 

can’t blame 

them, either, 

because if 

you’ve never seen a platypus it is 

easy to be confused by its bizarre 

appearance.  

The platypus has a furry body like 

most mammals with webbed feet 

and a bill like a duck. It also has a 

thick tail and four flippers. Platypus 

young are hatched from eggs like 

ducks,  but they are then nursed by 

their mothers like mammals.  

The platypus is a mammal, but 

one of only two types that hatch 

from an egg before suckling. It has 

baffled researchers for years!  

Here is some information about 

the platypus from Sydney, age 

11! 

 Type: Mammal 

 Scientific Name: Ornitho-

rhynchus anatinus 

 Habitat: lives in burrows 

along rivers, lagoons, and streams 

in Australia. 

 Gestation: approx. 2-3 years 

 Preda-

tors: Humans, 

large cod, 

hawks, ea-

gles, owls, 

and foxes.  

 Diet: Usu-

ally small in-

vertebrates 

 Average Life Span: 10 Yrs (Wild) 

17 Yrs (in Captivity) 

 Size: A male platypus is 50-60 cm in 

length, while the female is smaller, 

averaging 40-50 cm in length. 

 Weight: 0.8 - 2.5 Kgs (1.75 - 5.5 lbs) 

 Natural Habitat: Eastern Australia, 

including Tasmania. 

 

Here are some Fascinating 
Facts about the Platypus! 

 

 The platypus bill is rub-
bery and flexible. 

 

 Males have a sharp hol-
low spur on their hind 
ankles. These are ven-
omous. The venom can 
kill a small animal or 
incapacitate a human. 

 

 The female platypus 
lays a clutch of 1 to 3 
leathery eggs. She does 
not have nipples, but 
instead secretes milk 
from two round patches 
of skin midway along 
her belly. 

 

 In the early 1900's plat-
ypuses were hunted for 
their fur. 

 

 They swim with their 
eyes, ears and nose 
shut. 
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HomeHomeHomeschooledschooledschooled   

The MysteryThe MysteryThe Mystery   By Trisha, age 17 

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 11 years old and has been homeschooled all her life, but is strug-

gling 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 in and often acts like a big brother to the 

younger homeschooled kids. 

Characters 

Read a new “Homeschooled” story every issue! 

“You’ve got to be kidding me!” exclaimed 

Cory from Leanne’s living room. “Cory? Are 

you okay?” cried Alicia in surprise. Leanne 

and Kylee exchanged glances, while Annie 

furrowed her brow. Cory was the calmest, 

most mature 17-year-old they’d ever met, 

and he definitely wasn’t one to get frustrated 

easily. That was more up Kylee’s alley. Alicia 

rushed into the living room, followed by the 

other girls. “Are you okay?” asked Alicia 

again. Leanne saw Cory sitting on the sofa, 

his hand on his head. “What’s up?” Leanne 

questioned. “I can’t believe it…” groaned 

Cory disappointedly. “Can’t believe what?” 

asked Annie kindly. “My presentation for 

tomorrow is gone!” exclaimed Cory. “Your 

presentation on Norse mythology, to present 

in the homeschool class at the BHCC tomor-

row?” Kylee asked. “Yeah…” mumbled Cory. 

“What do you mean it’s gone?” asked Alicia. 

“Yeah,” added Leanne, “It was saved on your 

laptop, wasn’t it?” Cory took a deep breath, 

calming himself down. “It was saved on my 

laptop, but it isn’t anymore,” Cory explained. 

“Did you accidentally delete it?” said Kylee, 

always the practical one, “Or name it some-

thing else than you thought you named it.” 

“No,” said Cory forlornly, “I saved it in Docu-

ments as ‘Cory’s Mythology Presentation.’ I 

even wrote it down so I wouldn’t forget, 

see?” Cory held up a stick-note pointedly. 

“Let me check,” said Leanne helpfully, “I’m  
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kinda good with computers.” Leanne 

quickly checked, but couldn’t find the file 

anywhere on Cory’s laptop. It was defi-

nitely missing. “Did you check ‘recent 

items?’” asked Annie. “Good idea, An-

nie,” said Leanne, but although the file’s 

name was in recent items, the computer 

kept telling them that the file was no 

longer available. “Aw, man…” Cory 

sighed, “I worked so hard on that presen-

tation. I was so ready to present it tomor-

row.” “Has your computer ever had any 

problems before?” asked Kylee. “Nope,” 

Cory replied, “I only just 

bought it last  month.” 

The friends looked at 

each other. “Well, 

we’ve got to figure out 

what happened to it. 

Files don’t just vanish 

from normal comput-

ers,” Kylee pointed out. 

“Maybe someone delet-

ed it on purpose, and 

then removed it from 

the recycle bin,” said 

Annie, “Is there anyone 

who would do that?”  

Cory thought for a moment. “Well,” he 

said, “There’s this boy whose cousin goes 

to the homeschool center. He’s visiting 

his cousin for the month, and he’s partici-

pating in the class.” “And?” asked Alicia. 

“He doesn’t like the class. I heard him 

complaining to his cousin about it last 

week,” Cory continued. “Have you had 

your laptop at the homeschool center 

recently?” Kylee questioned. “Every 

class,” said Cory, “I take notes on it.” 

“Does it have a password?” asked 

Leanne. “What kind of computer has a 

password?” Cory said confusedly. Leanne 

sighed. “Most of them do! Geesh, Cory, 

you have a lot to learn about computers.” 

“That’s not the point,” said Leanne, “The 

point is, if Cory brings his laptop to the 

homeschool center, then maybe that boy 

got on it and stole the presentation so 

that he wouldn’t have to do any research 

himself.” “Could be,” said Kylee, “But we 

don’t have proof, and none of us knows 

anything about him except for you, Cory.” 

“Well,” said Cory, “I don’t know much 

about him, either. His name is Brian, and 

he’s Eric Patterson’s cousin. I think he’s 

16. He isn’t homeschooled, but his school 

doesn’t start until next month, so he de-

cided to stay with Eric until then. That’s 

about all I know.” “Well, we could talk to 

Eric,” suggested 

Kylee, “Maybe he’ll 

know if Brian’s been 

acting suspicious 

lately.” “Good idea,” 

said Cory, “I’ll call 

him.”  

A few minutes later, 

Cory had dialed Er-

ic’s phone number 

and was waiting for 

someone to pick up. 

“Is there anyone 

there?!” asked 

Leanne excitedly. “It’s still ringing,” said 

Cory, “Shh, I think someone’s about to— 

Hello, is this Eric?” Suddenly, Cory 

stopped talking and got a funny look on 

his face. Then he abruptly hung up. 

“What? What?” asked Annie. “Brian 

picked up. I couldn’t think of what else to 

do but hang up!” There was a short 

pause. Then everyone started laughing. 

“Oh, Cory,” chuckled Alicia. “Well,” said 

Kylee, “We’ll just have to look for evi-

dence, then. Does anyone know how to, I 

don’t know, read DNA?” Everyone looked 

at each other. “No,” said Annie shortly. 

“Okay, well, then let’s just look around 

Cory’s computer for clues. If we don’t 

find anything, then we can go to the 

homeschool center and look there,” said  
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Kylee. The friends began looking around 

Cory’s laptop for crumbs, stains, or smear 

marks, but there were no clues in sight. 

Then Leanne had an idea. “Hey! I have an 

idea! Let’s check the internet history and 

see if there’s any strange websites that 

Cory wouldn’t go to in there! She first 

checked the recent websites. “Let’s 

see…” she said, “Google, Bing, a couple of 

mythology research sites, Gmail…” 

“Those are all sites I’ve been to recently,” 

said Cory, “Nothing mysterious.” Then 

Leanne’s eyes lit up. “Unless whoever 

used the computer did-

n’t go to a specific web-

site— maybe they 

searched for some-

thing!” Leanne quickly 

went to Google and 

looked at the search 

history. “Just more my-

thology websites,” said 

Leanne disappointedly, 

“Still yours, Cory?” 

“Yeah,” Cory nodded. 

“I’ll check Bing, then,” 

Leanne said optimistical-

ly. “I don’t normally use 

Bing,” Cory said. Leanne pulled up the 

Bing website, then looked at the search 

history. “Well, nothing mysterious— a 

search about a recipe for cucumber salad, 

a search about a new movie, Wikipedia, a 

search about the location of the nearest 

bookstore… sound familiar, Cory?” 

“Probably,” said Cory, “Like I said, I don’t 

use Bing much.” “You have to be certain,” 

said Kylee, “Because if there’s anything 

that you know you wouldn’t have 

searched recently, then that’s a clue that 

someone else has been using your com-

puter.” Cory examined the searches. 

“Well, I’m pretty sure—” suddenly, every-

one jumped as someone opened the 

front door. “Hi, kids,” said a cheerful 

voice. It was Cory’s mom, holding a bag 

of groceries. Everyone breathed a sign of 

relief. “You sure scared us!” laughed An-

nie, “We thought you were the mysteri-

ous bad guy.” Cory’s mom set down the 

bag of groceries and laughed.  “That 

sounds fun. I’m just Cory’s mom, 

though.” She smiled, opening the refrig-

erator to put away some sliced cheese, a 

cucumber, and some maple syrup. “I’m 

going to drive everyone to the home-

school center. Is that okay?” Cory asked 

his mom. “Sure,” she said, putting on an 

apron, “Just be back by 6:00 or so for 

dinner.” Cory as-

sured her that 

they wouldn’t be 

long, and led eve-

ryone to his new 

car. “Isn’t it 

great?” said Cory, 

“My uncle bought 

it for me!” “I wish 

my uncle would 

buy me a car,” 

laughed Alicia, 

“But I’m saving up 

my own money.” 

“So was I, until he 

got it for me,” chuckled Cory, “So instead 

I just spent some of what I’d saved up on 

my laptop.” “Quit talking, you two, we 

have to hurry!” urged Leanne, hopping 

into the back seat with Kylee and Annie. 

Cory and the girls soon arrived at the 

homeschool center. It was a nice looking 

place, full of many classrooms and even a 

little library. Everyone loved it there.  

Since it was Sunday, the only people 

there were people who ran the place, 

doing whatever paperwork you need to 

do to run a homeschool center. “Hi,” said 

Cory, “Mind if we hang out here a little 

while?” “Sure, Cory,” the two ladies in 

the front office said with a smile. “Just 

don’t let Leanne get into any trouble!” 

“Hey!”  
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Leanne said, pretending to be insulted 

even though she knew that it was a joke. 

Cory thanked them again, then took Ali-

cia, Kylee, Leanne, and Annie to the room 

where he’d had his laptop set up. “It was 

right here,” said Cory, pointing to a desk. 

“Well, the desk looks really clean,” Kylee 

pointed out. “Yeah,” said Alicia, “I think 

somebody probably cleaned it off since 

you were last here. Annie looked under 

the desk. “No clues,” she announced, “I 

guess if there was any evidence, it’s been 

cleaned up.” The friends looked around a 

little longer, but to no avail. Finally, Cory 

took everyone back to his house. “It’s 

okay, guys,” he said, “I can just tell my 

instructor that something happened to 

the file, and I’ll just have to do my 

presentation next week.” “But what if 

Brian uses your presentation? You’ll have 

no way to prove it was actually yours!” 

Kylee said. Leanne nodded in agreement.  

Cory shrugged. “I’ll just have to hope my 

instructor will believe me, and that it 

won’t cause any trouble between Brian, 

Eric, and I. Anyway, thanks for the help, 

everyone.” “Cory!” called a voice. Every-

one jumped. “It’s your mom again,” 

laughed Annie. Cory’s  mom called again, 

“Cory! Tell everyone they can come eat 

dinner now!” Cory motioned towards the 

kitchen, and Alicia, Leanne, Kylee, and 

Annie followed him to the dining table. 

“What’s for dinner? I’m starving!” ex-

claimed Leanne. “Leanne,” said Kylee 

through clenched teeth, “That’s so rude!”  

Cory’s mom laughed. “No, It’s okay. 

We’re having  homemade soup, and cu-

cumber salad.” She handed out two 

bowls to everyone and went to go bring 

the dishes over. “Mmm! Cucumber salad! 

I always wanted—” then Leanne stopped, 

eyes growing wide. “Cory,” Leanne said 

slowly, “I don’t think you ever finished 

answering Kylee earlier. Was there any-

thing on the search page that you didn’t 

remember searching?” Cory opened his 

mouth, but Leanne kept talking. “Because 

on the recent searches page, on Bing, one 

of the searches was…” “Cucumber salad!” 

said Cory’s mom, spooning some into the 

kids’ bowls.  “Enjoy!” Alicia’s eyes grew 

wide. “Cory, you don’t think…” “Mom,” 

said Cory, “Did you use my computer 

when we were at the homeschool center 

the other day?” Annie and Kylee held 

their breath. “Yes,” said Cory’s mom, “I 

looked up the cucumber salad recipe. I 

downloaded it to your computer, but 

don’t worry, I put it onto my flash drive 

and then deleted it off.” Leanne leaped 

up, then ran over to Cory’s laptop. She 

looked in the Documents folder, and, just 

as she had suspected, a file labeled 

“Cucumber salad” was still there. “Excuse 

me,” she said, turning to Cory’s mom, 

“But can I please look at your flash drive?  

Cory’s mom agreed, and Leanne plugged 

it into the computer. She held her breath, 

hoping that she was correct… “Yes!” ex-

claimed Leanne, “Look, Cory!” On his 

mom’s flash drive, there were two files. 

One called, “Cucumber salad” and anoth-

er called, “Cory’s Mythology Presenta-

tion.” “My presentation!” exclaimed 

Cory, “But how?” “Your mom saved a 

cucumber salad recipe to your computer. 

Then she copied it onto her flash drive,” 

began Leanne, “But she must have copied 

your presentation, too— both files start 

with ‘C’, so they’d be next to each other 

in Documents. Then she accidentally de-

leted your presentation instead of the 

recipe from your laptop!” Cory breathed 

a sigh of relief. “Thanks, Leanne! I’m so 

glad you figured that out. Now I can still 

do my presentation tomorrow!” Leanne 

smiled. “All in a day’s work… there’s only 

one problem.” “What?” asked Cory. 

Leanne smiled mischievously. “You’re 

going to have to explain  to Brian why 

you hung up on him!” Everyone laughed.  
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Art Story by Sydney B., age 12 

Hello! My name is Sydney, and I am writing for the new 
section, Art Story. I find a piece of art that corresponds 
with the month's theme, and I write a story about the art, 
using real facts if I can. This month, I chose to use the oil 
painting, Galatea of the Spheres, by Salvador Dali. I imag-
ined Galatea pleading for help, because she had been giv-
en an eternal palace where she would live forever.  Gala-
tea wanted to leave and enjoy the sea, but Aeolus (the 
god of the weather) refused to release her.  I hope readers 
like this new section! 

Dear Warrior, 

Call me Galatea. I am a sea nymph, adoring 
the winds that bloweth and the waves that 
drift upon a summer day. I come from the 
Palace of the Winds, but the winds out of 
doors bloweth so  fierce that thy must wear 
a suit of the strongest Hephestian armor on 
thy backs, or be blown to pieces every time 
thou tries to leave. I wish to leave this eter-
nal prison, but I have failed so many times 
that my very soul hath been blown to pieces, 
making it very hard to stay in a visible form. 
I daresay that the gods looketh down upon 
me with disgust, but how can I help it?  If 
Poseidon himself came to forceth me to 
leave, I would plead to stay. Another prob-
lem that plagues my life: Polyphemus wishes 
to marry me.  I would want to accepteth, ex-
cept for the fact that he hath killed my other 
suitor, Acis.  I can never washeth out the 
blood from the once milky-white stones.  I 
hate Polyphemus, for he hath stained the 
very stones that Poseidon and Aeolus crafted 
from Hades as an Eternal Palace for those 
that hath done a Great Service for the gods.  
I found out Zeus's cheating plans to go out 
with Io, and the other gods hath hated Zeus 

for be-
t r a y i n g 
Hera and 
rewarded 
me with 
this Pal-
ace of the 
Winds, an eternal prison. Thy must help me 
do Aeolus a great favor, to win him over and 
release me. I wish to feel the salty sea air, the 
peacefully rolling waves, the hot sun upon 
my back.  Please, thy must give Aeolus his 
wife back.  She hath been held prisoner in 
the Sea of Monsters, by Scylla and Charyb-
dis, but a skillful warrior like thyself would 
defeateth Scylla and killeth Charybdis in an 
instant.  Thou wouldst be able to free Aeo-
lus's wife and handeth her to Aeolus's wel-
coming hands.  DO NOT GIVE AEOLUS HIS 
WIFE UNLESS HE AGREES TO FREE ME.  I 
wish thee luck on thy mission, skillful warri-
or. 

Sincerely, 

Galatea, Spheric Nymph of the Sea 

Salvador Gali, 1952 Galatea 
of the Spheres 
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Would You Rather... 

By Katie, age 14 

 

In the game of “Would You Rather…” you must choose one option 

or the other. You can’t pick “neither” or “both” in this game! Here 

are some tricky decisions chose by Katie, age 14. Have fun deciding 

which option you would rather choose! 

 Would you rather be sad all the time or mad all the time? 

 Would you rather live off of worms or flies? 

 Would you rather have 20 toes or 20 fingers? 

 Would you rather skip Christmas for a year, or skip your birthday for a year? 

 Would you rather live under water and swim with the fish or be able to travel through 

space and touch the stars? 

 Would you rather be able to fly or breathe underwater? 

 Would you rather be sick for a month or not able to speak for a year? 

 Would you rather have a rewind button on your life or a pause button? 

 Would you rather go back in time an meet your ancestors or go in the future to meet 

your great-great-grandchildren? 

 Would you rather always know when someone's lying or always get away with lying? 

 Would you rather visit the Parthenon or the Coliseum?  

 Would you rather have invisibility and teleportation at will or ability to read minds and 

fly? 

 Would you rather in an accident lose all your memory while leaving a perfect life or be-

come paraplegic? 

 Would you rather look young until you die or be guaranteed not to die from a disease/

sickness? 

 Would you rather lose an arm or a leg? 

 

? 
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Fairytale  

The Six Swans 

Chosen by Emma, age 14 

Fairytales are amazing. They usually start as a mother warning her child not to stray 
off the path or take candy from strangers. Or maybe a maid dreaming of becoming a princess 
with a wave of a magic wand. Sometimes, people just want someone to blame for all the trouble 
in the world. Then it’s passed down from person to person, from mother to mother. The fairytale 
is formed and shaped as it is passed along, adding to or taking little bits from it as it goes. Of 
course, in the case of fairy tales, there is no ‘final product’. As long as there are people to tell 
them, they will continue to be shaped, for if you look at today’s books, you will see fairy tales 
that were written by talented authors who continued the process of the fairy tale. 
Now this issue’s particular fairy tale is The Six Swans. I have chosen the Andrew Lang translation, 
as I prefer it to the Grimm version. It is the tale of a princess whose brothers  are turned into 
swans by her wicked stepmother, and she then must sew six shirts out of nettles, and be silent 
for six years, facing trouble along the way. Read and enjoy! 

A King was once hunting in a great wood, and 

he hunted the game so eagerly that none of his 

courtiers could follow him. When evening came 

on he stood still and looked round him, and he 

saw that he had quite lost himself. He sought a 

way out, but could find none. Then he saw an 

old woman with a shaking head coming towards 

him; but she was a witch. 

`Good woman,' he said to her, `can you not 

show me the way out of the wood?' 

`Oh, certainly, Sir King,' she replied, `I can quite 

well do that, but on one condition, which if you 

do not fulfill you will never get out of the wood, 

and will die of hunger.' 

`What is the condition?' asked the King. 

`I have a daughter,' said the old woman, `who is 

so beautiful that she has not her equal in the 

world, and is well fitted to be your wife; if you 

will make her lady-queen I will show you the 

way out of the wood.' 

The King in his anguish of mind consented, and 

the old woman led him to her little house where 

her daughter was sitting by the fire. She re-

ceived the King as if she were expecting him, 

and he saw that she was certainly very beauti-

ful; but she did not please him, and he could not 

look at her without a secret feeling of horror. As 

soon as he had lifted the maiden on to his horse 

the old woman showed him the way, and the 

King reached his palace, where the wedding  
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was celebrated. 

 

The King had already been married once, and 

had by his first wife seven children, six boys 

and one girl, whom he loved more than any-

thing in the world. And now, because he was 

afraid that their stepmother might not treat them 

well and might do them harm, he put them in a 

lonely castle that stood in the middle of a wood. 

It lay so hidden, and the way to it was so hard 

to find, that he himself could not have found it 

out had not a wise-woman given him a reel of 

thread which possessed a marvelous property: 

when he threw it before him it unwound itself 

and showed him the way. But the King went so 

often to his dear children that the Queen was 

offended at his absence. She grew curious, and 

wanted to know what he had to do quite alone 

in the wood. She gave his servants a great deal 

of money, and they betrayed the secret to her, 

and also told her of the reel which alone could 

point out the way. She had no rest now till she 

had found out where the King guarded the reel, 

and then she made some little white shirts, and, 

as she had learnt from her witch-mother, sewed 

an enchantment in each of them. 

And when the King had ridden off she took the 

little shirts and went into the wood, and the reel 

showed her the way. The children, who saw 

someone coming in the distance, thought it was 

their dear father coming to them, and sprang to 

meet him very joyfully. Then she threw over 

each one a little shirt, which when it had 

touched their bodies changed them into swans, 

and they flew away over the forest. The Queen 

went home quite satisfied, and thought she had 

got rid of her step-children; but the girl had not 

run to meet her with her brothers, and she knew 

nothing of her. 

 

The next day the King came to visit his children, 

but he found no one but the girl. 

`Where are your brothers?' asked the King. 

`Alas! dear father,' she answered, `they have 

gone away and left me all alone.' And she told 

him that looking out of her little window she had 

seen her brothers flying over the wood in the 

shape of swans, and she showed him the feath-

ers which they had let fall in the yard, and which 

she had collected. The King mourned, but he 

did not think that the Queen had done the wick-

ed deed, and as he was afraid the maiden 

would also be taken from him, he wanted to 

take her with him. But she was afraid of the 

stepmother, and begged the King to let her stay 

just one night more in the castle in the wood. 

The poor maiden thought, `My home is no long-

er here; I will go and seek my brothers.' And 

when night came she fled away into the forest. 

She ran all through the night and the next day, 

till she could go no farther for weariness. Then 

she saw a little hut, went in, and found a room 

with six little beds. She was afraid to lie down 

on one, so she crept under one of them, lay on 

the hard floor, and was going to spend the night 

there. But when the sun had set she heard a 

noise, and saw six swans flying in at the win-

dow. They stood on the floor and blew at one 

another, and blew all their feathers off, and their 

swan-skin came off like a shirt. Then the maid-

en recognized her brothers, and overjoyed she 

crept out from under the bed. Her brothers were 

not less delighted than she to see their little sis-

ter again, but their joy did not last long. `You 

cannot stay here,' they said to her. `This is a 

den of robbers; if they were to come here and 

find you they would kill you.' 

`Could you not protect me?' asked the little  
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sister. 

`No,' they answered, `for we can only lay aside 

our swan skins for a quarter of an hour every 

evening. For this time we regain our human 

forms, but then we are changed into swans 

again.' 

Then the little sister cried and said, `Can you 

not be freed?' 

`Oh, no,' they said, `the 

conditions are too hard. 

You must not speak or 

laugh for six years, and 

must make in that time six 

shirts for us out of nettles. If 

a single word comes out of 

your mouth, all your labor is 

vain.' And when the broth-

ers had said this the quar-

ter of an hour came to an 

end, and they flew away 

out of the window as 

swans. 

But the maiden had deter-

mined to free her brothers 

even if it should cost her 

her life. She left the hut, 

went into the forest, 

climbed a tree, and spent 

the night there. The next 

morning she went out, collected nettles, and 

began to sew. She could speak to no one, and 

she had no wish to laugh, so she sat there, 

looking only at her work. 

When she had lived there some time, it hap-

pened that the King of the country was hunting 

in the forest, and his hunters came to the tree 

on which the maiden sat. They called to her and 

said `Who are you?' 

 

But she gave no answer. 

`Come down to us,' they said, `we will do you 

no harm.' 

But she shook her head silently. As they 

pressed her further with questions, she threw 

them the golden chain from her neck. But they 

did not leave off, and she threw them her girdle, 

and when this was no use, her 

garters, and then her dress. 

The huntsmen would not leave 

her alone, but climbed the tree, 

lifted the maiden down, and led 

her to the King. The King 

asked, `Who are you? What 

are you doing up that tree?' 

But she answered nothing. He 

asked her in all the languages 

he knew, but she remained as 

dumb as a fish. Because she 

was so beautiful, however, the 

King's heart was touched, and 

he was seized with a great love 

for her. He wrapped her up in 

his cloak, placed her before 

him on his horse, and brought 

her to his castle. There he had 

her dressed in rich clothes, and 

her beauty shone out as bright 

as day, but not a word could be 

drawn from her. He set her at table by his side, 

and her modest ways and behavior pleased him 

so much that he said, `I will marry this maiden 

and none other in the world,' and after some 

days he married her. But the King had a wicked 

mother who was displeased with the marriage, 

and said wicked things of the young Queen. 

`Who knows who this girl is?' she said; `she 

cannot speak, and is not worthy of a king.' 
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After a year, when the Queen had her first child, 

the old mother took it away from her. Then she 

went to the King and said that the Queen had 

killed it. The King would not believe it, and 

would not allow any harm to be done her. But 

she sat quietly sewing at the shirts and troubling 

herself about nothing. The next time she had a 

child the wicked mother did the same thing, but 

the King could not make up his mind to believe 

her. He said, `She is too sweet and good to do 

such a thing as that. If she were not dumb and 

could defend herself, her innocence would be 

proved.' But when the third child was taken 

away, and the Queen was again accused, and 

could not utter a word in her own defense, the 

King was obliged to give her over to the law, 

which decreed that she must be burnt to death. 

When the day came on which the sentence was 

to be executed, it was the last day of the six 

years in which she must not speak or laugh, 

and now she had freed her dear brothers from 

the power of the enchantment. The six shirts 

were done; there was only the left sleeve want-

ing to the last. 

 

When she was led to the stake, she laid the 

shirts on her arm, and as she stood on the pile 

and the fire was about to be lighted, she looked 

around her and saw six swans flying through 

the air. Then she knew that her release was at 

hand and her heart danced for joy. The swans 

fluttered round her, and hovered low so that she 

could throw the shirts over them. When they 

had touched them the swan-skins fell off, and 

her brothers stood before her living, well and 

beautiful. Only the youngest had a swan's wing 

instead of his left arm. They embraced and 

kissed each other, and the Queen went to the 

King, who was standing by in great astonish-

ment, and began to speak to him, saying, 

`Dearest husband, now I can speak and tell you 

openly that I am innocent and have been falsely 

accused.' 

She told him of the old woman's deceit, and 

how she had taken the three children away and 

hidden them. Then they were fetched, to the 

great joy of the King, and the wicked mother 

came to no good end. 

But the King and the Queen with their six broth-

ers lived many years in happiness and peace. 
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WHERE THE FOOD COMES TO YOU!WHERE THE FOOD COMES TO YOU!  

By Vera, Writer’s Board Member 

RUSSIAN CUISINE 

Russian cuisine is diverse, as Russia is by 

area the largest country in the world. Russian 

cuisine derives its varied character from the 

vast and multi-cultural expanse of Russia. Its 

foundations were laid by the peasant food of 

the rural population in an often harsh climate, 

with a combination of plentiful fish, poultry, 

game, mushrooms, berries, and honey. 

Crops of rye, wheat, barley, and millet pro-

vided the ingredients for a plethora of 

breads, pancakes, cereal, beer, and vodka. 

Soups and stews full of flavor are centered 

on seasonal or storable produce, fish, and 

meats. This wholly native food remained the 

staple for the vast majority of Russians well 

into the 20th century. 

Russian cuisine is one of the most popular 

and widely spread in the world. While French 

cuisine is festive and elegant, and Chinese 

cuisine is exotic, the Russian cuisine is 

healthy 

and delicious. Russian dishes are easy to 

cook and they do not demand much skill and 

special ingredients, they don’t need exotic 

equipment and tools. In fact, anybody who 

knows how to wield a cooking knife and how 

to peel potatoes can cook delicious Russian 

dishes. 

Their food had a large influence from cui-

sines of other countries (German, English 

and French), especially when Russian tsar 

Peter the Great "opened the window to Eu-

rope,” as he expressed. In spite of that, Rus-

sian cuisine preserved its individuality, singu-

larity and uniqueness. 

“This is your captain speaking, and 

right now you are on a flight to... 

Russia.” 

AROUND THE WORLD 

Russian pancakes 
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THE DISH - Russian Soups 

“This is your captain speaking, thank you for choosing 

ATW Airlines and I hope you enjoyed  

your trip to Russia, 

See you soon!” 

Soups have always played an important role 

in the Russian meal. The traditional staple of 

soups such as borscht (борщ), shchi (щи), 

ukha (уха́), rassolnik (рассо́льник), solyanka

(соля́нка), botvinya (ботви́нья), okroshka 

(окро́шка), and tyurya (тю́ря) was enlarged 

in the 18th to 20th centuries by both Europe-

an and Central Asian staples like clear 

soups, pureed soups, stews, and many oth-

ers. 

Russian soups can be divided into at least 

seven large groups: 

• Chilled Soups based on kvass - such as 

tyurya, okroshka, and botvinya. 

• Light soups and stews based on water and 

vegetables, such as swekolnik. 

• Noodle Soups with meat, mushrooms, or 

milk. 

• Soups based on cabbage, most prominent-

ly shchi. 

• Thick soups based on meat broth, with a 

salty-sour base like rassolnik and solyanka. 

• Fish soups such as ukha. 

• Grain- and vegetable-based soups. 

Ingredients 

• 2 cups chopped fresh beets 

• 2 cups chopped carrots 

• 2 cups chopped onion 

• 4 cups beef or vegetable broth 

• 1 can (16 ounces) diced tomatoes, undrained 

• 2 cups chopped cabbage 

• 1/2 teaspoon salt 

• 1/2 teaspoon dill weed 

• 1/4 teaspoon pepper 

• Sour cream, optional 

Yield: 8 servings (2 quarts). 

Directions 

• In a large saucepan, combine the beets, carrots, onion and 

broth; bring to a boil. 

Reduce heat; cover and simmer for 30 minutes. 

• Add tomatoes and cabbage; cover and simmer for 30 minutes 

or until cabbage is 

tender. Stir in salt, dill and pepper. Top each serving with sour 

cream if desired. 

Russian Borscht Soup 



24 

Octopuses 

The Mysterious Invertebrates 

Elizabeth, age 8  

Octopuses are extremely intelligent and 

mysterious invertebrates. The way octopuses’ 

defenses have evolved is fascinating. Their 

hunting is incredible, and they are complete-

ly, awe-inspiringly smart. They can change 

color and texture in a split second to camou-

flage with their surroundings. The Mimic Octo-

pus pretends to be other venomous crea-

tures. In times of trouble, the male Blanket 

Octopus will remove the stinging tentacles of 

the Portuguese Man-of-War jellyfish and 

wave them around as weapons. The skin of 

the Glass Octopus is see-through, and the 

octopuses’ organs are so miniscule predators 

barely notice it. 

The way octopuses hunt is fascinating. Their 

main prey is crabs, lobsters and other shell-

fish. To retrieve its prey, the octopus makes its 

eight arms into a net. Then the octopus poi-

sons the food and returns it to its den to de-

vour the latest meal. Since octopuses despise 

messes, they toss the shells of their prey out-

side of their lair.  

An example of the intelligent behavior of oc-

topuses is how they can recognize divers that 

visit them regularly. Some octopuses have 

been trained to recognize shapes like 

squares and crosses. In one experiment, sci-

entists put a live lobster in a jar. The octopus 

tried to poison the lobster through the glass, 

and when that did not work, the octopus 

kept trying until it finally  pulled the cork out 

of the bottle. In another experiment, people 

set up a system of rewards and punishments 

in which there was a white disk and a black 

disk. If the octopus touched the white disk it 

would get an electric shock, and if it 

touched the black disk it would receive food. 

After just one try, the octopus learned its les-

son. Lucretia McEvil is a Giant Pacific Octo-

pus that is kept in Seattle. She tore apart her 

cage and flooded the entire aquarium on 

daily basis. Others have escaped their cages 

to freedom and have been known to walk 

on land to explore. Previously humans be-

lieved that only vertebrates were smart 

enough to play. But some octopus keepers 

have reported their octopuses take delight in 

playing with Mr. Potato Head, balls, and 

tubes. This proves them wrong. Some octo-

puses have been seen observing the hunting 

and actions of other aquatic organisms then 

trying those techniques themselves. Some 

have even been seen dreaming! Octopuses 

are mysterious, amazing sea-dwellers. 

Did You Know: 

The plural of octopus can be “octopodes,” “octopuses,” or “octopi” 
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Secret Message Jar 

You will need:  

 Markers, colored pencils, or crayons 

 Small plastic or glass jar with lid 

 Construction paper 

 Scissors 

 Plain paper 

 Stickers 

 Glue 

 Ink pen 

 

For a jar:  

1. Cut a circle out of construction paper. 

2. Glue it onto the lid and let dry. 

3. Cut a strip out of construction paper large enough to wrap around the jar. 

4. Wrap the strip of paper around the jar. 

5. Glue the strip and let it dry or tape it. 

6. Write "Top Secret" on the strip (You can also write "Secret Note Inside" on the lid). 

7. Put stickers on the strip (or decorate it however you like) 

 

To make a code guide (example below): 

1. Think of symbols to go with each letter of the alphabet (A = heart, B= smiley face, 

etcetera).  

2. Draw each symbol along with its accompanying letter. 

 

To write a secret message: 

1. Think of what you want your mes-

sage to say and write it down on 

another piece of paper.  

2. Take your code guide and use it to 

write your message.  

3. Fold up the piece of paper and put 

in in the jar. 

4. Give it to a family member or a 

friend! 

Christine, age 11 
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An Interview with Julius CaesarAn Interview with Julius CaesarAn Interview with Julius Caesar   

And here’s Rionna Darcy, today’s host of And here’s Rionna Darcy, today’s host of And here’s Rionna Darcy, today’s host of The Past TimesThe Past TimesThe Past Times!!!   
RIONNA: Hello, my name is 

Rionna Darcy. I’m the host of The 

Past Times.  I’ll be interviewing 

the famous Julius Caesar. But I’ve 

been wondering; what is it about 

your story that makes you so dif-

ferent from the many other Roman 

rulers?   

CAESAR: Some say it was my 

assassination. Some believe it was 

because Shakespeare took the time 

to write about me in a play. But…

I’m still not quite sure who Shake-

speare is.   

RIONNA: Really? That is pretty 

cool.  

CAESAR: That’s not all. About 

age 40, I had been captured by pi-

rates, hailed “commander” by 

many, and elected pontifex maxi-

mus; an honor usually given to 

people at the end of their career.  

RIONNA: Wow! What an amaz-

ing story!  

CAESAR: I also met Cleopatra, 

the famous queen. And I was a 

great ruler.  

RIONNA: What made you so 

great?  

CAESAR: Well, I was an 

‘unrepentant populist.’ I spoke up 

constantly for the people, so they 

really liked me. I got to use my 

popularity to help with the War in 

Gaul, and help me gain some pow-

er. I became the wealthiest man in 

Rome.  

RIONNA: Interesting story.  

CAESAR: But some people didn’t 

like all my power. And when the 

people wanted to elect me dictator 

(the person who rules all of 

Rome), those people didn’t like it 

even more.  

RIONNA: Oh. Did they do some-

thing about it? 

CAESAR: Brutus and the Senate 

stabbed me to death on March 15. 

I was stabbed 23 times. I can’t be-

lieve Brutus, my friend would be-

tray me. My heart broke. 

RIONNA: Was he your friend be-

fore?  

CAESAR: Yes he was. But he 

didn’t like that I was about to be-

come dictator of the whole land. 

RIONNA: I can’t believe your 

friend would do that to you.  But 

wait…we’re almost out of time! 

Before we have to go, tell me: 

what were some of the wars that 

you won? 

CAESAR: Well, the Civic and 

Gallic wars, just to name a few.  

RIONNA: Tell us about these 

wars.  

CAESAR: To explain: there were 

3 of us powerful politicians: Cras-

sus, Pompey, and me. We were the 

first Triumvirate.  

By Marie, age 11By Marie, age 11By Marie, age 11   

Writers’ Board MemberWriters’ Board MemberWriters’ Board Member   
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In about 49 B. C., I was a strong 

military hero. The senate feared 

me, and wanted to me to give up 

my army. I agreed to do so…if 

Pompey gave up his. They told me 

if I did not give up my army, I 

would become an enemy of the 

people. That order was an illegal 

bill. I didn’t have to give up my 

army until my term ended– so the 

Civil Wars began. 

RIONNA: So obviously not eve-

rybody liked your position of pow-

er…and they wanted you to give it 

up, right?  

CAESAR: Exactly. The Gallic 

Wars were different. They were a 

series of military campaigns 

against several Gallic Tribes. You 

may know them as Celts. Con-

quering them would get rid of 

their pesky attacks to Rome, and 

help me boost my army.  The wars 

accumulated into the Siege of 

Alesia, where we Romans finally 

won. It lasted about 8 years.  

RIONNA: What a fantastic tale 

you have to tell us! It sounds like 

you lived a very exciting life. I 

would love to be able to ask you 

more questions, but unfortunately, 

that’s all the time we have for to-

day. I’m your host Rionna Darcy, 

and thank you for joining us on 

The Past Times.  

More Facts About Caesar  

 He created a calendar and named it after 

himself.  

 He wrote Latin Prose 
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Recycled Christmas Card Star Ornament 
 

Leftover Christmas cards?  Turn them into this cute and easy Christmas tree ornament! 

 

1. Cut out two standard five point stars out of poster board. 

2. Take out your Christmas cards from past years. 

3. Choose one of your stars and cover with glue.  

4. Now, cover the points of the star with Christmas card pieces. 

5. Repeat the above steps with your other star.   For the center of your star, try to choose a card that has a 

larger picture of nativity, angels, stars, etc. 

6. Trim off the excess card around the star. 

7. Now, layer and glue your two stars to make a 10 point star with the one that has a larger Christmas pic-

ture in the middle on top.   

8. Trace the points of your star with glue. (Elmer's bottled glue works 

best)  Be sure to trace the top star completely.   

9. Lay your star on top of old newspaper for this step.  Sprinkle glitter 

over the star and dust. Let dry before proceeding to the next step. 

10. Punch a hole in the top and slip a ribbon through to hang it by.  If 

preferred, you can string a bell on your ribbon.   

11. Hang it on your tree or in your window and enjoy!  

By Tera 

Do you have to memorize a whole bunch of dates? And you are really freaked out because you’re like me and 

have a hard time remembering things? Here are 5 quick and easy steps to memorizing anything and every-

thing!  

1. Read the sentence/paragraph or document that you are supposed to be memorizing (paying attention) 5 

times; out loud as you go through it each time. Then, read through it again and whenever there is a word 

or a phrase you think you remember the word, close your eyes and say what it is. If you get it wrong, 

that’s OK! Try to do this last part at least 3 times, so you have a “map” of the words in your head.  

2. Start with the ‘Title’ or ‘Reference’ of the passage. (For Example: The Declaration of Independence) Say 

the title out loud to yourself 3 times.  

3. Then say the title again but add the 1st word to the first 3 words and say them to yourself (out loud) 5 

times. An example is : The Declaration of Independence In Congress) 

4. After that, add another word to 3 words along with what you have already been saying. Say this out loud 

5 times. Example: The Declaration of Independence In Congress, July 4, 1776 

5. Do this until you have finished the passage. Say the passage to yourself, then check if you got it right. If 

you got a part wrong, repeat that phrase or sentence or verse to yourself until you get it right. Then say 

the verse again. Keep on reviewing it until you get it right. Good luck! 

 

Five Steps To Memorizing ANYTHING! 
By Marie, age 11 
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Francesca  and the  

Black-Cloaked Thief  
By Laura Ashley , age 14 

It was 1908 in New York City, and 
Francesca Timponi rushed headlong down 
the busy streets of New York’s Little Italy (an 
area where many Italian immigrants lived), 
dodging people and peddler’s carts. 

“Excuse me! Pardon me”, she called, 
then, switching to Italian, “Sostivantio!”  She 
wanted to get home before the rain fell— the 
skies were getting darker by the minute. She 
sighed with relief as she saw the familiar ten-
ement building where her family lived, just in 
the distance. Almost there! And Mama’s 
making spaghetti, she thought excitedly. A 
child in a black raincoat brushed past, her, 
knocking her into another pedestrian. 

CRASH! “Oh, my,” a well-dressed la-
dy exclaimed, picking up a large bundle. 

Shaken, Francesca stammered, “Oh, 
I’m so sorry, miss! I didn’t mean—” 

The woman suddenly interjected-
“Why, you’re hurt! Your knee- Come in, come 
in!”  

With dismay, Francesca noted that 
there was a large cut by her knee and her 
stocking was ripped rather badly. “Mama 
won’t like this,” she observed ruefully. “She 
worked hard on these.”  

“Oh, I can fix that in a jiffy! I’m Miss 
Brown- Adelaide Brown,” the woman said. 
“And this,“-she indicated the large home they 
now stood outside of with a sweeping hand 
gesture-“is Adams’ House. I named it after 
my heroine, Jane Adams.” Seeing Frances-
ca’s puzzled frown, she added, “She founded 
Hull House, you know.” As she spoke, she 
opened the front door and led Francesca 
past a large, empty room and another, book-
filled one to a small bedroom. Sitting at the 
desk and gesturing with a free hand at a 
nearby chair, she began mending the stock-

ing. 
“I-I’m afraid I don’t know,” murmured 

Francesca, trying to keep up with the wom-
an’s chatter.  

“It’s a settlement house— a place 
where neighborhood residents can visit for 
free meals, a library, activities, classes- a 
community center, if you will. And this is a 
settlement house, too. Do you understand 
now?”  

“Oh, I do! It’s simply wonderful, Miss 
Brown!” Francesca exclaimed. 

Miss Brown was smiling. “Yes! And 
you, my dear, are our very first visitor! Would 
you like to look at the books? The library is 
quite wonderful—” 

A woman who looked like an older 
version of Miss Brown burst in angrily. 
“Adelaide, my silver spoons are missing. I’m 
certain one of these ragamuffin urchins took 
them! At least they didn’t take the teapot 
from the top shelf! I knew we and our belong-
ings wouldn’t be safe here! You just opened 
the place—”  

“Now, Mama, don’t overreact. We 
simply misplaced them. Let me walk Fran-
cesca home, and I’ll look for them,” Miss 
Brown stated calmly.  

“Oh, you don’t have to do that,“ Fran-
cesca said. Even though her tenement was 
clean, and also larger and better than she’d 
had in Italy, it suddenly seemed shabby next 
to Adams’ House.  

“You might be mugged or hurt!” cried 
the loud, arrogant woman Francesca didn’t 
know. Miss Brown shook her head and 
smiled a little, then, slipping on a coat and 
snatching an umbrella, she dodged raindrops 
with Francesca.  
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“My mother is a bit, er, opinionated at 
times.  She moved with me, as she was cer-
tain I’d be robbed blind. I told her otherwise, 
but…” She stopped as Francesca pointed to 
her home, walking over to the door of Fran-
cesca’s tenement. “Bring your friends to 
book club Monday evening, at 5:30. We’ll 
have tea,” she added, then waved gaily and 
dashed off.  

Francesca watched her go, then ran 
inside, crying, “Mama! Papa! I met the most 
wonderful woman today!” Noticing her friend 
Rachel outside, she added, “Rachel, you 
must come with me to the girl’s club!”  

Francesca wanted to help her young 
friend improve her English, and a book club 
was a good place to start! Rachel lived in the 
Lower East Side. She’d recently moved from 
Russia. Monday, Francesca and her little 
friend Rachel started the walk to Adams 
House.  

Francesca stopped and bought a 
pretzel from a vendor. Such a beautiful day 
called for celebration. Rachel said, “Oh, I 
don’t need one- I must save my money.”  

So Francesca shared with her. Soon 
they were with many other girls whom Fran-
cesca didn’t know, all gathered on the library 
room rug. Miss Brown was sitting in a cozy 
chair, holding a book labeled Little Women. 
As she began to read Francesca forgot eve-
rything else— even Miss Brown’s— no, Miss 
Adelaide’s (she’d told the girls to call her 
that) mother, Mrs. Brown, glaring at her. 

After the chapter and tea, Francesca 
and Rachel stayed to help clean. Francesca 
offered to clean in the kitchen, but Rachel 
said she’d walk around and tidy any messes 
she saw. They stayed for about fifteen 
minutes. Then, hurrying home, they chatted 
excitedly about the story and the new friends 
they’d made, plus the fact that they would be 
taking art classes there very soon. Mama 
also enjoyed the cooking classes, learning 
“American dishes” from Miss Adelaide. Fran-
cesca was allowed to help with the kinder-
garten class.  

As much as Francesca enjoyed the 
visits to the house, she couldn’t shake the 

feeling that something was wrong. Mrs. 
Brown seemed mad at her, and Miss Ade-
laide didn’t seem as happy as she’d been a 
few weeks ago.  

So when Miss Adelaide asked to 
speak to Francesca one day, her mind raced 
and she felt nervous-especially when she 
saw Mrs. Brown also sitting there. “Yes?”  

“Ah, Francesca. Some things have 
been going missing. Silver spoons, a small 
amount of money, food. And— they were all 
missing on days you were here, dear. We-
we were wondering if you’d seen anything?” 
And she looked pointedly at Francesca. 

Are they accusing me of stealing!? 
“No. No, miss, I haven’t. Honest.” 

“Very well. But— if this happens 
again, I’m afraid I’ll have to question you fur-
ther. Run along, now.”  

Flushing angrily, Francesca ran out 
the door. She was halfway home before she 
realized her coat was still there. She hesitat-
ed, then ran back. She had her coat in her 
hand and was briskly walking out the back 
door, when she nearly bumped into Mrs. 
Brown. “It’s that girl! She took my ring! MY 
ruby ring! I TOLD you, Adelaide, I TOLD 
you!” Mrs. Brown screamed.   

A policeman, standing next to Mrs. 
Brown with  a notebook in his hand, eyed 
Francesca. “That true?”  

“No, mister! I came back for my coat!” 
Francesca protested. 

“A likely story! She hid it some-
where!” Mrs. Brown screeched, looking ra-
ther red-faced. 

“Now, Mother- yet, Francesca, after 
all this, I think you’d better not come back. 
Her valuable ring is missing… I’ve seen a 
girl in a black coat lurking around here, and, 
it must be you… Especially after we found 
this…” Miss Adelaide handed Francesca 
something. Francesca stared at the piece of 
paper in her hand. It was about the size of a 
business card, but with jagged edges - as if 
it had been torn from a larger sheet of pa-
per. It read, in unusual handwriting and bad-
ly misspelled English: 
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I no hoo is the thief. It is Francesca, that 
gurl hoo werks wit tha kids 

“But-But—” Stammering, Francesca 
dropped the paper and backed away. She stum-
bled home, dejected. If it wasn’t me, then who? A 
valuable ruby? Who knew about that? Not me! 
Who wrote that?  One of the book club girls? Min-
nie and Rebecca speak poor English.. But they’re 
not the thief— I hope! I’ll have to watch them at 
school and at the market… 

    Francesca followed Minnie and Rebec-
ca with no results. She looked for a ring every-
where. The bakery. The butcher. Every peddlers 
cart and food stand— even a kosher foods store 
that Rachel went to.  

She stopped at a pawn store. P-a-w-n. 
Hm. That is one English word I do not know. May-
be I should go in!  

She entered and saw a ruby ring behind 
the counter. “Is- is that real?” she wondered 
aloud. 

“Course! And it’s kind of expensive, too, 
so don’t think about messing wi’ it!” A boy’s voice 
said.  

“I wasn’t! May I look at it, please?” Fran-
cesca said politely. 

The teenage boy behind the counter re-
luctantly handed it to Francesca, warily watching 
her.  

Francesca squinted at the ring. There 
was a small inscription, and when she read it she 
gasped. “Why, it says to Elizabeth Rutledge from 
David Brown! This is a stolen ring, I’m sure! 
Please, oh, please, will you take it to Adams 
House?”  

The boy looked interested now. “Stolen? 
That some kind o’ mystery? Say, that’s interest-
ing! Where’s it from?”  

“Adams House— Wait! Who brought it 
here?” Francesca asked. 

“A little girl in a shabby black coat,” the 
boy said. 

That’s no help- that description fits half of 
the neighborhood children. Oh, well, I can’t give 
up. “Will you come with me to explain? Please?” 
She begged. 

“Let me ask my uncle. Wait here.” The 
boy dashed off. Impatiently, Francesca waited. As 
soon as the boy returned, they ran the short dis-
tance to Adams house. 

***** 
“Yes, this is the ring. I’m sorry you were 

accused wrongly. But, Francesca, if you didn’t 
take it, who did? And who wrote that note?”  

It was evening, and Francesca was 
standing in the kitchen at Adams House with Miss 
Adelaide.  

“I don’t know. Wait a minute!” Realization 
suddenly washed over her. Who wears a black 
coat, and speaks poor English?  Rachel does! 
No, not her— yet—  

A loud crashing noise came from the 
kitchen. A large chair stood next to a shelf, and a 
silver teapot was on the floor. A dark, short figure 
tried to run past Francesca, but she grabbed the 
child’s arm. Francesca pushed back the hood and 
gasped. 

“Rachel? Is it you who’s been stealing 
things?!” she asked gently. 

Rachel threw off the coat, revealing a 
muddy, tearstained face. “Yes.” 

Miss Adelaide looked incredulous. An 
eight-year-old thief? “Why did you take them?” 
she asked gently. 

“I-I needed the money so my aunt Rebec-
ca and her son Issac could come from Russia. 
There’s a lot fighting, and they need to get away. 
So— I took the things. Please don’t call the po-
lice!” Rachel started to cry. 

“Did you take them all to the pawn shop?” 
Francesca asked. 

“Yes. And we ate the food so we could 
save money and have more to send Aunty. I told 
Mama I bought the food. And I didn’t tell about 
the things I pawned. We only needed a little 
more, so I came to take the silver teapot,” Rachel 
sniffed. 

Miss Adelaide looked at her. “How much 
more?”   

“Ten rubles.” Rachel looked at the 
ground. “In American money that’s less than a 
dollar. Rachel, my mother is a wealthy woman. 
She did not need the money you took, and she 
can do without the spoons. She also has her ring 
back,” Miss Adelaide said, bending down so that 
she and Rachel were on eye level. “So— we will 
not press charges. However, Rachel, it was 
VERY wrong for you to take things that weren’t 
yours. Stealing is bad. Do you understand?”  

“Oh, yes, miss, thank you!” Rachel ex-
claimed, wiping away her tears. 

“And, Rachel?” Miss Adelaide said. 
“Yes, Miss Adelaide?”  
“Here is a dollar to send to your Aunt. I 

hope to see you and Francesca at book club to-
morrow.” 

And then all was well. Joyfully, the two 
friends skipped home with happy hearts, looking 
forward to the next day’s book club. 
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Test Your Mystery History 
Knowledge Quiz 

By Colleen and Samantha, age 10 

 

1. Where did Amelia Earhart’s plane crash? 

a. Pacific Ocean 

b. Sahara Desert 

c. Antarctica 

    

2. What is the name of the Russian princess who disappeared in 1918 after a military at-

tack on her family? 

a. Anya 

b. Aleksandra 

c. Anastasia 

 

3. What is the Chupacabra? 

a. a flying witch that lives in South Africa 

b. a fire breathing dragon form the United Kingdom 

c. a reptile-like creature that lives in the Americas 

 

4. Loch Ness, home of the Loch Ness Monster, is in 

what country? 

a. Ireland 

b. Scotland  

c. Canada 

 

5. What happened to the crew of the Mary Celeste? 

a. a pirate attack 

b. they became ill and died 

c. they disappeared and were never seen again 
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6. What is Atlantis? 

a. an underwater city 

b. a palace in the clouds 

c. a continually erupting volcano 

 

7. What is the name of the mysterious location where Flight 19 disappeared in 1945? 

a. the Pacific Pentagram 

b. the Bermuda Triangle 

c. the Black Hole of Calcutta 

 

8. In what mountain region is the Yeti said to live?  

a. The Himalayan Mountains 

b. The Andes 

c. The Rocky Mountains 

 

9. What is the word that was carved into the fort walls at the Roanoke Colony? 

a. Difiglius 

b. Catawba 

c. Croatoan 

 

10. What is the name of the area where the famous stone cir-

cle Stonehenge is located? 

a. Wiltshire, England 

b. Erie, Colorado 

c. Nanchung City, China 

***************************************** 

Answers:  1: A; 2:C; 3: C; 4: B; 5: C; 6: A; 7: B; 8: A; 9: C; 10: A 

 8-10 Correct Answers – you are a natural detective, a combination of Harriet the Spy 

and Nancy Drew. 

 5-7 Correct Answers – you have potential, but you are no Hermione Granger 

 0-4  Correct Answers - hit the history books, maybe with a little work, you can be as 

good as Perry the Platypus. 
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Long ago, Thebes was CURSED 

by a HORRID beast, the Sphinx. The Sphinx had a 

head of a woman, wings of an eagle, and a 

body of a lion. It would sit on the immense rocks that surrounded the city. Every 

day the Sphinx would swoop down to the city and rapidly devour  a helpless vic-

tim. It challenged the people to solve her riddle. “If anyone in this city can solve 

my riddle, I will leave.” She taunted. But when all the wise men tried and failed, 

the MONSTER would tear them to pieces and devour them as her meal. Soon no one 

was left who was wise enough to answer her riddle. The entire city was terri-

fied. 

           Oedipus, who was a young adventurer, arrived in Thebes. He was 

bold, brave, and wise as an OWL. Soon he heard that a FEROCIOUS BEAST 

had devoured all of the wise men because they could not solve her riddle. The 

entire city was petrified! They were in despair. Oedipus wanted to help the  

people, by solving the MYSTERIOUS  puzzle. Then he courageously strode out 

of Thebes to confront the ruthless Sphinx. Presently, he discovered the 

MONSTER lounging on a massive cold  rock. 

The Riddle of the Sphinx  

http://www.dukeart.net/greek-myth  

Retold by Faith, age 11 
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“I am here to free Thebes by solving your riddle.” Oedipus 

exclaimed.   

“You fool!” smirked the Sphinx, “You will be a delicious treat.”                                                                                   

At that, Oedipus became irate and sternly demanded, “State your riddle  

for I will solve it.” 

  Then the Sphinx replied, “On four legs it crawls at dawn. On two, it strolls at 

noon. When dusk comes, it wobbles on three. Only one it is, what is it?” 

           Oedipus patiently prayed to the gods, and thought long and hard. Suddenly, 

he had the answer. He confidently proclaimed to the Sphinx, “The answer to your 

riddle is…‘a man.’ When he is an innocent infant, he crawls on all four, then as a 

young man, he strides on two, finally, OLD and withered he wobbles  on three, for 

he must have a cane.” 

 The Sphinx, horrified that someone had solved her riddle, quickly plunged 

into a seemingly endless gulf. As she 

went down, she let out a HORRIBLE 

cry. When the people of 

Thebes heard the wail, they 

celebrated and searched gleeful-

ly for their hero. Once they found 

him, they made him king of 

Thebes.  
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Seasonal SectionSeasonal SectionSeasonal Section   
By Caeley, age 12  

Writers’ Board Member 

60 Seconds: An Interview in a Flash 
Me-Hello readers! My name is Caeley, and today we are going to play a game. I have invited a special friend who I’m sure 
all of you know or have heard of. I will ask my friend questions, and you will have to guess. This is also something you 
could do with your friends, and have them guess!  

Mystery Guest- Alright then, ask away! 

Me- Ok! Now, I’m curious, what was your family like when you were growing up? 

Mystery Guest- Hmmmm..... Well, I guess you could say that my family was always a little cold towards me and others. 

Me- Interesting. Now besides the icy wall between yourself and your family, would you like to share anything unusual 
about your childhood? 

Mystery Guest- Good! I was hoping you would ask something along those lines. When I was a young one, I never was al-
lowed to leave the house without a hat. 

Me- Why was that? 

Mystery Guest- My parents said I sort of lost the light in my eye without my hat. You could say I was quite attached to it.  

Me- So, let me ask, did you have one particular hat you would wear, or a wide variety of hats? 

Mystery Guest- Great question, see, my father was rather fond of hats. We had a large selection of hats and it always took 
me a while to choose which one I liked best for the day. But you could often find me wearing a top hat of some sort. 

Me- Intriguing.... Now, did you have any pets? 

Mystery Guest- No, actually, I didn’t, but I took a liking to rabbits at a young age. 

Me- Fascinating! Well, times up! I really enjoyed myself. Thank you for joining me here, Mr. Frosty The Snowman! 

Frosty The Snowman- Thank you for having me. I had a fun time too. You made me remember things about my childhood 

I’d found myself to have forgotten. Now I better hustle before I melt away 

Me- Goodbye, Frosty! Alright folks, that’s all for today. Thank you! 
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Homeschool Opinions:  

What’s your favorite TV show?  

My favorite show is Phineas and Ferb. It is 

about two boys with wild imaginations, 

and who can’t stand to see their summer 

wasted away. They always invent the cool-

est things, and the nice thing is they do it 

right in their own backyard. Along with 

their friends Buford the bully, Baljeet the 

nerd and Isabella the next door neighbor, 

they have made a roller coaster, met an 

alien and traveled to the moon. Each day, 

Candace, their older sister tries to get the 

boys in trouble by telling their mom, but 

their inventions always disappear before 

her mom can get to the backyard. The 

boys also have a pet platypus named Perry 

the Platypus. Phineas and Ferb don’t know 

it, but Perry’s actually a secret agent! He 

fights an evil scientist named 

Doofenshmirtz. The episodes are really 

funny, and are for kids of all ages. The cool 

thing is that even my mom likes it and 

sometimes she watches it with us. In some 

episodes the strangest things happen, like 

when Phineas and Ferb helped 

Doofenshmirtz complete one of his evil 

inventions! I love it because they have 

hilarious songs, interesting personalities, 

and the show encourages you to seize the 

day and to use your imagination. It’s a TV 

show I’d recommend for everyone. 

Marie, age 11. 

I just LOVE the TV show Phineas and Ferb. It’s about two step 

brothers that make these great inventions all summer long. Their 

big sister Cadence is always trying to  “bust” her brothers for 

making these crazy machines. Also the family pet platypus Perry 

is a secret agent and fights the evil doctor Doofenshmirtz. The 

way that their lives are intertwined amazes me. All ages and has 

some fun songs the younger kids would like, yet an interesting 

plot that’s so funny my dad laughs every time he watches it! 

Klara, age 11 

 

My favorite TV show is Burn Notice. It’s about a man named Michael Weston  

who used to be a spy, but was mysteriously burned— AKA fired— for seem-

ingly no reason. Michael is determined to find out who burned him and why, 

so together with his hilarious friend Sam and feisty love interest Fiona he  

attempts to solve the mystery. Along the way, he helps various people get 

out of trouble and also meets a man named Jesse who is a burned spy as 

well. I’d recommend the TV show for 12 or 13+, because it is a spy show and 

some of the episodes— especially series finale episodes— can be  violent.  

Another show I want to mention is Doctor Who, which is a sci-fi series about 

an alien called the Doctor who travels through space and time. It’s weird, but 

really funny and quite brilliant at times. It can also be educational, during 

episodes where they time-travel to the past. I recommend the 10th and 11th 

Doctor adventures for ages 9 or 10+, but a lot of younger kids watch the 

show so I would recommend talking to your parents about it.  

Trisha, age 17 

My favorite TV show is Arthur. It’s about these animals who act like 

everyday kids, and the main one is a 9-almost-10-year-old boy named 

Arthur Read. His friends are Francine, The Brain (Alan), a rich girl 

named Muffy, Buster (Arthur’s best friend), Sue Ellen, Binky, Fern, and 

Arthur’s not-well-liked sister, D.W. (Dora Winfred). I like the Arthur TV 

show because Arthur is really nice, (even though all of his friends over-

react) and his friends work together to solve problems. If you want to 

watch Arthur, go to Netflix or YouTube and type “Arthur” in the search 

engine.  The TV show is for all ages, but there might be some things 

you might need to ignore and not watch. 

Christine, age 11 
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My favorite TV show is Psych, one of the 

top shows on USA Network. It follows the 

adventures of Shawn Spencer, who is es-

sentially a 12-year-old boy trapped in the 

body of a man. Shawn’s dad, who was a 

cop, raised him to notice details and string 

things together. In the pilot episode, we 

learn that Shawn makes use of this 

knowledge and solves cases by just watch-

ing the news channel… but then the Santa 

Barbara Police department, thinking he is 

some sort of accomplice, tries to arrest 

him. He convinces them that he is psychic, 

becomes a police consultant, and starts a 

private detective business with his best 

friend, Burton Guster, or Gus. In every 

following episode, we watch Shawn and 

Gus take on a case, either given to them 

by the police or by an outside client (or 

taken on by themselves). They work under 

the direction of Police Chief Karen Vick 

and often find themselves running for help 

to Henry, Shawn’s dad. They usually work 

with Head Detective Carlton Lassiter, who 

they take pleasure in tormenting, and the 

lovely junior detective Juliet O’Hara, 

Shawn’s main love interest. I love Psych 

because it has an unique brand of humor, 

mystery, and suspense. 

I would recommend it for probably 11 and 

older, because after all it is a detective/

police show and might be too intense for 

younger kids. 

Anna, age 12 

Okay, I have to reply to this one because there are two TV shows 

I’ve watched that are just amazing. 

In FlashForward, everyone on the planet blacks out for 2 minutes 

and 17 seconds. They see a glimpse of themselves six months in the 

future. When they wake up, it’s a race against time to find out what 

the blackouts mean and what caused them. And they only have 

until the six month point, April 29th – FlashForward Day. Ages 11+ 

Battlestar Galactica is about what you might call an alternate reality 

where humans live in a different star system light-years away. 

When cylons, which are machines with artificial intelligence, attack 

the humans and destroy the system, the survivors pile into space-

ships and begin a journey toward the mythical Earth. Ages 13+ 

Both of these are just amazing shows, much more detailed than I 

could possibly describe. The plots are deep and the characters are 

amazing. Though both of them are no longer being made, episodes 

are still shown on TV and the complete series are available from 

most libraries. See, I told you all I’d contribute. 

Ijana, age 16 

NEXT HOMESCHOOL OPINIONS 

QUESTION: 

What is your favorite 

movie?  

Answer now at  

bthmagazine.wordpress.com!  

My favorite TV show is Wizards of Waverly 

Place. It has Selena Gomez in it, which is a 

plus, but also it’s really funny. I also like The 

Gilmore Girls, which is from 2005 or some-

thing, but they don’t show it on TV anymore. 

[You still watch it online].  

Chloe, age 10 
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 "Jack? Jack?” Robyn called. 

 "I'm in here— HELP!" Jack, her 
brother, yelled from inside the 
dark, cold closet. 

 Robyn opened the door and 
asked, "What were you doing in 
there?” 

 "Little Buddy locked me in." 
Jack answered.  Little Buddy 
was Robyn and Jack's younger 
brother.  

 "Your friend Max is here and 
wants to see you,” Robyn said. 

 “Thanks!" Jack said grinning. 
His big sister rolled her eyes. 

Jack went out on the porch where 
his best friend Max was waiting.  

 "Jack. It’s about time. Let's go 
up to the tree house where we 
can talk in private." Max eyed 
Robyn with suspicion.  

 “Don’t look at me. I was about 
to go in and make cookies. I’ll-
bring some out to you if you 
want.” Robyn offered. The two 
plotters agreed in earnest,  be-
cause everyone knows that 
Robyn bakes the best cookies 
in town.  Robyn went back into 
the house and the two boys 
went into Jake’s backyard and 
into their clubhouse.  

 “What’s the matter Max?” asked 
Jack. 

 “Oh Jack, I think my house is 
haunted!” 

 “Oh, come on Max, we know 
that those spooks and stuff 
can’t be real.” 

 “Well that’s what you say. You 
haven’t seen what I’ve seen.”  

 “What have you seen?” Jack 
asked with a frown.  

“A ghost!” Max exclaimed. 

“A ghost?” Jack asked, his frown 
deepening. “Ghosts aren’t real, re-
member? We better check this 
out .”  

 

Jack reached over to a little shelf 
and picked up his small notepad. 
Flipping to a new page he wrote: 
“The Case of the Ghost Infested 
House.” 

“Well what are you waiting for? 
Let’s get over to your house.” The 
two ten-year-old boys ran across 
the street to Max’s house. Then 
they rushed up to Max’s bedroom.  

 

“Hey Max, can I borrow a pencil?” 
Jack asked. 

"Sure Jack, on the desk."  

"Uh, no there isn't," Jack answered. 

"Rats, Jeff must of 'borrowed' some 
without asking.'' Max groaned. Jeff 
was Max's teenager brother.  

"What's the matter? Let’s just go into 

his room and get the  

Trick or Treat??? 
 

A mystery by Tera, age 15 
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pencils.” Jack said, not seeing the prob-

lem. 

“But Jack, it’s my brother’s room were I 

first saw the ghost.” 

“Hello, you two.” Max’s twin sisters were 

walking down the hallway.  

“Hi Anna, Hannah.” Jack greeted them. 

“Robyn is making cookies over at my 

house if you want to go 

over there.”  Being the 

same age, Robyn was 

good friends with the 

twins. 

“Ok, Jack, sounds like 

fun!,” Anna replied. 

The two girls then raced 

out the door. 

“Come on, Max, we have 

to go into your brother’s 

room.”  Jack urged his 

friend.   

“What if it’s still there? 

Max groaned. 

“Well, then we’ll just have to face it.”  

Jack said stubbornly. 

“Besides,  Jesus— He is our protector, 

so nothing can hurt us.” 

“I guess you’re right, Jack” Max agreed, 

“Let’s go!” 

The boys raced off down the hallway. 

When they came to Jeff’s room, they 

took a deep breath each and threw 

opened the door.  Jack retrieved the 

pencils off the desk.   

“Ok, we got the pencils, let’s get out of 

here,” Max said, getting a little creeped  

out in his brother’s dark, cluttered room. 

 “Oh, cool off, Max,”  Jack told 

him.  

Suddenly, they heard a voice saying, 

“LEAVE… LEAVE if you value your 

soul.”   

Then, the boys saw a figure. It was an 

eerie figure dressed entirely in white.  

The figure gave an unearthly screech 

and pointed at the two boys.  Max 

screamed, grabbing 

Jack’s arm, and ran 

as if his pants were 

on fire.  Max didn’t 

stop until they were 

out the door and 

across the street to 

Jack’s backyard 

and up into his tree 

house.  Jack 

wrenched his arm 

from Max’s grip and 

yelled, “Hey Max, 

cool off, will ya?   

 The color in 

Max’s face began to 

return as he replied, “Well, you ran, too!” 

Jack said indignantly. 

 “So, now what do you say?”  Max 

asked. 

 “I don’t believe it and nothing will 

convince me that it is real.”  Jack stated 

stubbornly. 

“Jack!!!” Max yelled. 

“I stick with my case from earlier.  I don’t 

believe there are any ghosts and even if 

there were they could not hurt me be-

cause I have the best protector in the 

world.” Jack replied.    
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Jack said that with so much common 

sense that Max blushed in spite of him-

self.  “Okay, it may not be a ghost, but if 

it’s not a ghost,  then what is it?!”  Max 

asked.  

“I think someone is playing a trick on us. 

We need to find out who and why.” Jack 

answered.  

“OK, how? ” Max asked.  

“ Well...” Jack never finished his sen-

tence, for just then a knock sounded at 

the door. An aroma of cookies drifted in 

with the breeze and the two hastily 

opened the door. The three cookie 

chiefs walked into the club house and 

set a plate of steaming hot cookies on 

the card table set up in the middle of the 

room. They wiped their hands on their 

aprons and grinned as the boys at-

tacked the plate. Jack suddenly spied 

something sticking out of Robyn’s pock-

et. It was a scrap of white cloth.  

“Hey Robyn, what’s that in your pock-

et?” Jack inquired.  

“Oh nothing, don’t be so nosey.” Robyn 

snapped at him. 

“ Uh...Ok.” Jack said, surprised. Jack 

turned to Max, who was not paying at-

tention to anything but the plate of cook-

ies.  The girls left hastily, leaving the two 

boys alone.   

“Max, something is fishy here!”  Jack 

said suspiciously. 

“Yeah, I don’t think those three used 

organic ingredients in these cookies.”  

Max replied with equal suspicion. 

“No, I mean about Robyn. She had a 

scrap of cloth in her pocket and when I 

asked her about it she acted very 

strange.  One thing stood out to me 

about the cloth, IT WAS WHITE!!!” Jack 

explained.   

“Do you think the girls made the ghost?”  

Max asked with wide eyes.   

“I think it’s worth investigating.  Let’s go 

inside my house.  I overheard the girls 

say that they were going up to Robyn’s 

room to work on “a project””  Jack an-

swered. 

 The two climbed down out of the 

tree house and into the house.  They 

crept up the stairs to Robyn’s closed 

door.  They heard murmurs and giggles 

about “How surprised they’ll be,” and, 

“Hand me that needle.”  The two were 

positive that they had found their cul-

prits.  They threw open the door to re-

veal the three girls huddled around a 

wooden frame.  There were strips of 

fabric woven together on the frame.  

The colors of fabric ranged in purple, 

pink, green, blue, yellow, and white.  

The boys stared.  Robyn was the first to 

speak.  

“What are you two doing in my room?”   

“We wanted to know what you were do-

ing.  So, what are you doing?”  Max 

asked. 

Robyn opened her mouth to say, “none 

of your beeswax”, but Hannah spoke 

first. 

“We might as well tell them.  We were 

making a woven rug for Robyn’s mom’s 

birthday.  We didn’t tell you because all 

girls know that boys can’t keep secrets.”
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After that the three girls showed them 

how, they wove the cloth strips together 

to make the rug.  As soon as they could 

escape, the two headed to Max’s 

house.  Before they headed up to Max’s 

room, Max insisted that they have a 

snack first.  So the boys each washed 

an apple and headed up to Max’s room.  

As they passed Jeff’s room, they heard 

him talking on his cell phone.  Recalling 

their last mistake, the two decided to 

listen to the whole conversation before 

they barged in. 

 “Hey, Mike!  It’s Jeff.  I tried out 

our prank on my kid brother and his 

friend.  It was hilarious, they ran as if 

their tails were on fire (here Jeff 

laughed).  So I think it will be perfect for 

the party.  I gotta go.  See ya!”   

 The two boys decided this was 

enough evidence.  They threw open the 

door and ran straight into Jeff.   

 Then said quickly, “We heard 

you talking on the phone. What do you 

mean we ran as if our tails were on 

fire?” 

“And don’t call me kid brother!” 

Jeff threw up his arms in resignation.  

“Ok, ok...I’ll tell you everything.”   

 Jeff sat them down on his un-

made bed and began to explain, “Ya 

see, I made the ghost and scared you 

for a test.  On Halloween, we have this 

teen party at church.  We play games 

and stuff.  Well, this guy in my youth 

group said that nothing can scare him.  

So, me and my friend, Mike, had this 

ghost made up to scare him at the par-

ty.” 

“OH!!” The two said together. 

  

Here’s what Jack wrote in his detective 

notebook: 

Well, another case wrapped up.  Jeff 

went to the party and said afterwards 

that you never saw a guy scream so 

loud as that guy did when he saw “the 

ghost”.  Robyn finished her rug in time 

and Mom loved it.   

Well, good-bye for now. 
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Arts and PhotosArts and PhotosArts and Photos      

 

Unresolved Ruse 

 

When you sit down 

in front of the stage 

you can't seem to help 

being excited. 

The magician saunters on 

you're ready to be impressed 

and you watch 

eyes wide open 

focused on the ruse. 

You try ever so hard 

to determine how he does it- 

and yet with a simple slight of hand 

the magician befuddles and beguiles the mind. 

No matter how diligently you observe 

the trick remains an impossible conundrum 

and yet, somehow, that's okay. 

It's alright for some puzzles to never be completed 

and for some mysteries to remain unsolved. 

Katelyn, age 16  

 

 

 
Send in your arts and photos to bthsubmissions@yahoo.com! 

 

Jump Roping, by Marie, age 11 

 
Swinging rhythm 

Thump, thump, thump 
Moving my rope 

As I jump, jump, jump 
Up and down 

All around 
My rope goes up 

As I hit the ground 
Down again as I go up 

Moving, moving, constantly 
The air goes swoosh! 
My hands go round 
I touch the ground, 
Jumping happily. 

 
 

Curds and Whey, by Marie, age 11 

 
Little Miss Muffet  
Sat on her Tuffet 

Eating her Curds and Whey 
A spider came  

And sat down beside her 
But Miss Muffet was having a Bad Day 

She used her Tuffet  
And squished him good 

Before sending him sprawling away 
Little Miss Muffet  
Sat on her Tuffet 

Eating her Curds and Whey 
P. S. Sadly the poor little spider  

Was never seen again.  
  

A section for 
your pictures,  

 artwork, and 
poems! 
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Thanks for reading 
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