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Home School and Road School...
The most exciting thing about writing this article is that I!m doing it at a REAL table!  
One with a chair, not a log to sit on, and in a kitchen, not a campground bathroom... my 
usual writing haunt these days, due to the abundance of plugs!

This week Þnds us holed up in an apartment in Prague, CZ, enjoying the Þner things in 
life: mattresses, a refrigerator, satellite TV (with which the kids have been following the 
Olympic Games... in Czech!) and the joy of walking to the bathroom in the middle of the 
night in bare feet on a warm ßoor.  It is the little things in life.

Being the die-hard teacher that I 
am, I can!t help but spend the 
month of August thinking about be-
ginning the new school year... even 
when we!ve vowed to take a year 
off.  I just couldn!t help myself when 
we found ourselves in a little paper 
goods shop in Litomerice a last 
week and I saw those little books.  I 
had to have them:  cursive practice 
books, and math practice books... 
in Czech!  How crazy is that?!  The 
kids surprised me by being com-
pletely elated.  Ezra immediately 
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started begging for his cursive book... even though the words are all in Czech.  

It has been kind of fun to Òplay schoolÓ again together this week.  The boys have caught 
up on some of their over due journalling.  We!ve put the little Czech booklets to good 
use.  Not to learn anything new, mind you, just to review our basic facts and keep little 
brains from turning to complete mush and dripping out of their ears before we get home.  
Hannah has been converting the currency amounts found in the local supermarket ßier 
from Kroner to USD and working on her report:  Prague, past and present.  She chose 
her own topic.   We!ve even done some art:  painting.  For those of you who know how 
much I HATE paint, you!ll know just how excited we are about creating a little Òschool 
time.Ó  We!ve got just a few more days here before we stow our books for a later date 
and head back out on the road, like the homeless, tent dwellers we are.  Until then, let 
the pencils and the paint ßy.

We had a Þeld trip yesterday... to the biggest castle complex in the world, home of Good 
King Wenceslas, of Christmas carol fame.  The kids, in general, were not all that ex-

cited.  ÒSeen one castle, seen "em 
all,Ó from their perspective.  I am 
reminded of my own groaning as 
a girl just about my daughter!s 
age when my parents would haul 
us out of the van, yet again, to go 
climb some crumbling pyramid in 
the middle of a bug infested jun-
gle in the middle of the Yucatan 
Peninsula.  We!d already climbed 
Þve just like it in the same week 
and I was completely ungrateful 
and lacking in perspective, both 
historical and temporal: most kids 
I knew were cooling their heels 
behind a desk, listening to an an-

cient wren of a teacher drone on for hours... I was in southern Mexico!!  Knowing what it 
felt like as a kid, I cut them some slack.  As the parent with perspective, I haul them 
around the castle anyway and tell them the stories they don!t want to hear now but will 
tell their own children with pride one day.  Ezra likes the cathedral best.  He!s into 
ÒgoÞckÓ (gothic) architecture all of a sudden.  We discuss the mural of judgement day 
over the doors of the church, complete with demons dragging people off to hell.  ÒWhy 
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do they put that over the door Mom?  That!s kinda mean.Ó  We discuss the Òpointy 
thingsÓ (spires) and knobby things sticking off of them.  We count the arches and he 
tries hard to say Òtri-partite symmetryÓ so he can impress Hannah with a big word.

People ask me sometimes if I appreciated my childhood and all of the traveling and ad-
venturing we did.  They tell my kids in the same breath how ÒluckyÓ they are to do the 
same sorts of things.  The kids nod with their Òmom will kill us if we misbehaveÓ smile 
and acknowledge their Òluck.Ó  I appreciate my childhood, NOW.  I know now that ÒluckÓ 
had no hand in it whatsoever.  The Master of the universe spun the web of me into my 
family on purpose and my parents came as close to perfection in their job as anyone 
ever has.  I appreciate that acutely, now that I!m muddling through with my own little 
herd.  As a kid, life just was what it was.  Setting off into the jungle was Ònormal.Ó  Hav-
ing my snorkel Þll with water three times a minute because I was slogging along carry-
ing a bag of conch, Þsh and lobster heavier than I was, was Ònormal.Ó  Skinning logs 
with a draw knife and watching my Dad and Bruce ÒdanceÓ them into position on the 
ßoor of our house under construction was Ònormal.Ó  My kids are in the same boat.  
They pound out forty miles on their bikes without even blinking and have even written a 
little song about it.  They Òstorm the castlesÓ regularly and discuss over lunch which one 
was better than the other and how they would place the ÒweakÓ one under siege if they 
were the bad guys.  They moan about slogging through one more jaw droppingly beauti-
ful cathedral in Eastern Europe because they!d rather be practicing their Czech cursive.  
Go Þgure.  That!s kids for ya.  Are they Òlucky?Ó  Time will tell.  I prefer to think that we 
are all blessed, and have been in every incarnation of this life... from ÒnormalÓ to down-

right weird.  I spend a lot of time 
wondering about who they are; who 
they were born to be... and hoping I 
don!t mess up this project of crafting 
humans too badly.  I!m certainly not 
up for the task in my own right.  
Where is my Mom when I need 
her... oh yes, off dragging Austra-
lians up those same pyramids... in 
August... it Þgures.  
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Edventure Project Update: Boys bathroom report #782
With boys there is, truly, never a dull moment.  
Sometimes I wish for a dull moment.  One of the 
best pieces of gear that we have along on this trip 
is the camel back.  We each have one: a backpack 
which holds a liter and a half to two liters of water 
which is accessed by a siphon hose hanging over 
our right shoulders.  These are great.  They ensure 
that everyone stays properly hydrated and they 
eliminate the deadly swerve that seems inevitable 
when trying to access a water bottle attached to the 
bike between our legs.  We love them.  

The upside is that everyone is well hydrated.  The 
downside?  The little boys are often too well hy-
drated, necessitating bathroom stops more fre-
quently than we’d normally like.  Add a train to the 
mix and the bathroom is the first thing they’re 
headed for.  I don’t know what it is about using the 
facilities on a train that is so novel, but the boys 
hold the whole process in high esteem.  In Ger-
many I thought that maybe it was the sliding elec-
tronic doors:  Push the illuminated green button 
and whoosh, the doors open, Strar Trek style.  The 

Czech trains lack this sci-fi feature but the bath-
rooms have not lost their allure.

The Czech train reminded me in every way of an 
old Russian spy movie.  A fabulous experience that 
we wouldn’t trade for a whole box of the chocolate 
wafer cookies we’ve fallen in love with here (each 
one is about eight inches across and an eighth of an 
inch thick).  The boys, naturally, made a bee line 
for the bathroom.  Ez went first.  Within minutes 
he’s yelling:  “Mom!!!  MOM!!!  There’s no 
flusher!!”  Sure enough, no flusher to be seen... but 
when the contents gets heavy enough the flap 
drops and do the contents... right on to the train 
track.  You should have seen the look of astonish-
ment when Ez discovered that the train tracks were 
rolling by within sight through the toilet bowl.  
Wow!  Is that cool or what?  Mom would defi-
nitely say, “or what.”  We’ll add this experience tot 
he bathroom files, along with pissoires in Amster-
dam and holes dug in the forest... what next?
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¥Ten 30-35 pg. cross-curricular country packets full 
of history, geography, art, literature, culture, reci-
pes, internet links, hands-on projects and more for 
all ages!

¥Download pod-casts of the sounds of the people 
and places we visit

¥Personal contact with the travelers, ask your ques-
tions, make route suggestions, help design the trip!

¥Three additional packets absolutely FREE:  Mex-
ico, Maritime Canada & Washington DC

¥Subscribe before we leave and youÕll get a personal 
invitation to one of our blast off parties in either 
New Hampshire, or Indianapolis... FREE!

All of  this for only $30.00

With Coupon: $25.00
(ThatÕs a 400 page geography book for 25 bucks!) 

$5.00 off  
Code: 
LUCKYU

EDVENTURE PROJECT
VIRTUAL FIELD TRIP



Our Product List is Growing!  
Check Out The Cool New Kits To Create With Your Kids!

Time for Twos (begin with 2-3 yr. olds)
Thinking with Threes (begin with 3-4 yr. olds)

Years One, through Ten (consecutively following TW3)

A Kaleidoscope of Days 
(a collection of stories based on our family’s experiences...fun!)

Growing in Grace
(articles on aspects of parenthood)

Table Talk 
(a set of over 100 discussion  starter cards)

Newsletter Volumes 1-7
(burned on CD)

Latin Quiz Program on CD (for use with Yr. 2+)

Home Organization System
A binder system & CD ROM to help you get it all in order!

Chore Cards Training System
Meal Rotation Cards and Life Skills Training for Kids

Wooden Bird House Kit
Paint Your Own Snake Kit

I Can Sew: Bonnet Kit
Be Creative: Leather Scraps Grab Bag (a million uses!)

Build Your Own Rubber Band Powered Car Kit
Build Your Own Sailboat Kit

Discover! Excavate A Mayan Temple Kit
Deluxe Wooden Sword & Shield Set... ready to paint or swashbuckle!

Please Contact us for further information or a catalog.
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Getting My Life on Trek 
(my bike’s a Trek)
by Megan Hardy
 I step up to the castle wall.  My hands 
are trembling, my stomach begins to 
turn, and I have this strange feeling of 
being so light the wind could scoop me 
up and throw me over the edge to my 
death on the land far below. I put my 
hand lightly on the wall and breath 
deeply, focusing on the blue sky 
above. I lean over, placing my stomach 
against the warm stones to try to take 
my weight off of my shaking knees. 
# ÒDon!t be afraid,Ó I tell myself 
even though I know my fear of heights 
has never been calmed by those words. 
# I then drop my gaze to the world be-
low. And what do my eyes see? I see a land 
that I thought only existed in the pages of 
story books. Mountains curve up towards the 
sky in such an artistic way I have to stare for 
a while just to make sure they are real. The 
little valley towns are spread out like polk-a-
dots as far as the eyes can see. I take an-
other deep breath and Þnd my fear beginning 
to fade. I begin to lean farther over so that I 
can see everything below me. I don!t want to 
miss a thing.  
# Later that day I realized that my fear 
could have kept me from experiencing that. I 
could have robbed myself of seeing one of 
the most beautiful sites you could lay your 
eyes on. I have thought more on fear since 
then and realized that the only thing it does is 
cripple you. For instance, I never spoke to 
strangers before this trip...or at least not will-
ingly. I kept my distance from those who 
looked even the least bit strange to me. 
Why? Not even I can say for sure. Perhaps it 

had something to do to with movies and the 
media of today that seem to teach us to fear 
all that is different and unknown. But that 
doesn't work on a trip like this. I have been 
constantly thrown into situations in which I 
have had to speak to people I was unsure of 
or who did not speak the same language as I 
do.  The more I did that, the more I relaxed 
and began to go up to people on my own and 
start conversations that have never failed to 
be anything less than wonderful. I have met 
so many people that way and will always 
carry those conversation with me as long as I 
live.  Many different people have taught me 
many different things and I have become a 
better person for it. Every person has some-
thing to say...you just have to listen.  That 
mind set seems to have been lost some-
where in recent history. Which is sad, really, 
because now that I have had the privilege to 
meet and talk with people from all over the 
world I realize that we all live on one earth 
and we all share the same creator and can all 
relate to each other in one way or another. 

REFORM IN EDUCATION AND LIVING INSTRUCTION FOR THE YOUNG

! 6

Meg at the castle wall... conquering her fear!



Whether it is a local couple in Nova Scotia, or 
a group of African sculptors in England, or an 
Army wife at a base in Germany, there is this 
universal offer of friendship that we can either 
choose to accept and be blessed by, or we 
can turn and hide from because we are too 
afraid to accept something that we have to 
come out of our shells for.  I can only hope 
that this realization will open many doors for 
future opportunities.
# Now, after cycling for over 2 months 
and getting the feel for real outdoor travel, 
there is no turning back. I will forever be 
bound to the winding road. However, this kind 
of travel is not a spur of the moment kind of 
thing. You don!t wake up one morning and 
decide you are going to go on a three month 
trip to the other side of the world then pack-
up and leave the next morning. There are 
quite a few tasks you need to master before 
you leave...I knew almost none of them be-
fore I left.  Hand washing? Do people still do 
that? Cook over a camp stove? Do you want 
me to burn down the campsite? Put up an 
entire tent all by myself? I kind of need to 
sleep. Sew my ripping sleeping bag? Yeah...if 
you want me to ruin it.  You want me to give 
you CPR if you are dying by the side of the 
road? HAHA. You want me to eat that?  
However, With the help of my parents, the 
Millers, and a plump Þrst-aid teacher, I have 
accomplished things I would have never even 
thought possible before. Not because they 
were complicated tasks but simply because I 
thought myself incapable. I learned fast that if 
I wanted to make my dreams of travel a real-
ity I would have to start believing in myself. I 
focused on being diligent and not taking the 
easy road out when things were difÞcult for 
me. I taught myself to put my head down and 
focus on whatever it was I was trying to ac-

complish. If I had worked hard, and diligently, 
on something to no avail I would ask the Mill-
ers to show me, not do it for me, but to show 
me how to do it so that I could achieve it the 
next time I tried.  I have become much hap-
pier for it too. I no longer feel inferior, or in-
competent, which I think are two of the worst 
feelings in the world. I am also much more 
self sufÞcient. Which is a good thing at my 
age. 
# When I think about Europe the Þrst 
thing that comes to mind is history. This con-
tinent is packed full of history, everything 
from the middle ages to WWII. I have sat in 
the prison chamber of Anne Boleyn. I have 
ridden to the farthest extent of the Roman 
Empire. I have seen the town of my favorite 
artist, Vermeer. I have walked the hellish Nazi 
concentration camp, Buchenwald, and seen 
the places that claimed thousands of lives.  
How many American teenagers can say that? 
And though each place is different, they have 
all brought one very interesting thing to my 
attention, which in many ways makes events 
of today make more sense. That is, that the 
actions and decisions of people from the past 
still have a heavy impact on the things of to-
day. When I was in the Anne Frank house, in 
Amsterdam, I read a quote by her father ,Otto 
Frank.  The quote explained that in order for 
us to build a better future we have to under-
stand the past. 
 I found my self re-reading the quote over 
and over again. I then realized that the his-
tory I was seeing Þrst hand was more impor-
tant than I had previously thought. As a 
young person it is important for me to under-
stand the cause and effect of previous deci-
sions made by historical Þgures, so that I can 
make intelligent arguments against what I 
know to be wrong and to be able to vote for 
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leaders with historical perspective as to not 
repeat the mistakes of the past. It is my job 
as a citizen to be involved with international 
issues, and this trip has taught me to under-
stand many different cultures and their gov-
ernmental structures.  
# One morning while we were stealth 
camping (Mrs.Miller!s phrase for free camp-

ing), I was sitting in the valley while the oth-
ers were still sleeping silently in their tents; 
the Þrst rays of sun were dripping over the 
mountains like honey leaking over the side of 
a jar. I sat there letting the sunlight creep up 
on me and dry my dew soaked feet. I looked 
up and down the Þeld which was divided by a 
fast moving stream. It was close to the end of 
the trip and with my many new self realiza-
tions I felt a sense of ease wash over me. I 
no longer wanted to be someone else, I was 

totally content with being me. I was Þnally 
was able to accept who God made me to 
be and was ready to live out the rest of my 
life doing God!s will. I understood that like 
each plant and animal in God!s creation, 
each person has a certain job, each unique 
according to the individual gifts and abili-
ties. Without this trip I do not know if I 
would have come to this realization, which 
God knew of course.  I truly believe that he 
called me to take this trip for that reason. 
He knew what would reach me and it has. 
Who knows what he has in store for me 
next, all I know is that with this under my 
belt I will be ready and more than willing to 
take on whatever he has in store for me 

next.

Preparing for a New School Year
reprinted from a previous issue

With each passing day it comes closer.  A day of great excitement but also of diminished freedom.  A day 
of new beginnings as well as of familiar old rhythms.  The first day of school.  Most of our public school 
friends have already marked this milestone for the year, but not us.  I just can’t bear to send my children 
back to their book work before September.  In true Canadian fashion (at least from my childhood) we start  
no sooner than the day after Labor Day, and that is plenty soon enough.  

I love the first day of school.  So do the children.  We always kick it off with a special breakfast, the in-
troduction of the new school year schedule, the presentation of new supplies and photographs taken by 
Daddy in our school room.  The children love new books and they dive in with enthusiasm.  It is always a 
great day.  It takes us all of one morning to set our feet upon the path of our new school year.  However, 
neither that morning, nor the year to follow comes easily.  Long before the celebratory breakfast and pho-
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tographs the preparation begins... in fact, it usually begins in October for the following year.  There are 
hours of book research, reading, reviewing, writing and refining that goes into producing one year’s worth 
of curriculum.  Then, there is all of the work of blending four levels into one cohesive unit that will allow 
me to teach four at the same time and provide a family centered approach.  Then there is the up front prep 
work, the gathering of supplies, and the million other things that precede that first exciting morning of the 
new school year.  You know all of this.  You do it too.  Maybe you don’t write your own curriculum, but 
certainly you spend hours and hours making friends with the one you purchased and rewriting it to suit 
your own family’s needs.  At least I hope you do.  This year I seem to have gotten an inordinate number 
of questions from first year home schoolers to this effect: How do you prepare for the school year?  How 
do you teach more than one kid?  What is your schedule like?  Do you really teach everything in your cur-
riculum?  How long does it take?  What can I do to prepare myself?  Thanks to these moms’ questions this 
article was hatched in my brain.  To me the greatest joy of home schooling is the freedom to do it YOUR 
way and not someone else’s.  In this article I will attempt to answer these questions from our perspective 
and tell you how we do it.  Please keep in mind that just because we do it this way does not mean that 
YOU should, and I encourage each family to find their own unique approach to the adventure of Living 
Education.

How do you prepare for the school year?

Writing each new level of curriculum is a year long process that I think about every day.  However, after I 
have my curriculum guides in hand, the hands on prep. work for a given year begins in earnest.  The first 
thing I do is break the year into manageable chunks.  For me, this means two semesters, with Christmas 
break as the divider.  I look over my lesson plans and book lists for the first semester in August.  I procure 
the necessary books and materials for any extra activities.  I spend one long day at Kinkos photocopying 
math worksheets, art pages, and assorted reproducible materials for each child for the first semester.  
These are placed into expanding file folders: one for each child, one slot per month.  This means that all 
of Ezra’s letter worksheets, math worksheets, art and Bible pages are all in one folder for the month of 
September.  I line them up in the order that I will need them according to the lesson plans so that there is 
essentially no prep. work on any given day.  I go through each child’s lesson plans and make a sticky note 
for each week listing any materials needed for science or art projects for the following week, or any li-
brary books that I need to check out ahead of time.  This allows me on each Friday to see what I need to 
collect over the weekend for the following week’s work.  I know this sounds like a lot of work up front, 
and in some ways it is, but it allows me to put almost no effort in during the semester on a daily basis 
when I’m knee deep in the sometimes difficult juggling act that is home schooling, running a house & a 
business, with a traveling husband and the usual life commitments.  I have found that it is much easier to 
devote one whole week of August to preparing each kid’s lessons for a whole semester in this manner 
than it is to be scrambling at the last minute and, inevitably, skipping parts of the curriculum that were 
important to me because I was unprepared.  I also prepare an “in-box” for each child, labeled with his 
name, into which he is to put all completed work for my review.  This helps me keep on top of grading, as 
well as portfolio development, which is required in our state.  Finally, I make a complete list of all sup-
plies needed for art, music, science, history projects etc. and purchase all of these items up front.  I store 
them in a special cabinet which is off limits to children without special dispensation from the art cabinet 
pope: a.k.a. Mom.  I then spend a day organizing our school room.  This is a controversial subject, I know.  
Some people are of the kitchen table theology of home schooling.  Others are hard core school roomers.  
Others relegate their kids to quiet rooms in separate areas of the house.  Remember, I said there is no 
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ONE way to do this, your way should work for your family.  For us, a school room has been a blessing.  
In one house it was a real 1900’s school room on the fourth floor of the mansion we were renting.  In an-
other house it was a dining room that we converted.  In another, a corner of the basement until last year 
when we built on a “real” school room, complete with a whole wall of white board and a window seat for 
reading.  Heaven.  I have book shelves, desks for everyone, an art table and a trampoline. My arguments 
for a school room include the following: A place for all of the “stuff” associated with schooling four kids.  
A place to make a mess and leave it messy.  A place to switch gears mentally to “school time.”  That said, 
we’ve also made it work with milk crates under each kid’s bed and only a breakfast bar in a second floor 
apartment in Chicago to work with.  Wherever you “do school” spend some time considering how it will 
work and planning your time and your space.  It will save you time and frustration through the school 
year.  Kids do better with a routine place and process for their schooling, this is as true at home as it is in 
an institutional setting.

How do you teach more than one kid?

This is not as scary as it seems when you realize that number two child is of schooling age and you’re 
already maxed out with schooling number one... and you’ve got three more after number two.  The prin-
ciple is very simple, no matter what curriculum you are using: Teach the skill based subjects (language 
arts, math, maybe foreign languages) to each child individually, teach everything else one room school 
style.  What this means is that you group everyone together for history, literature, art, music, Scripture, 
and maybe science and geography too, depending on how far apart your kids are.  Teach from the oldest 
child’s plan book and supplement with library books for the younger children on the same topics.  Read a 
blend of literature from all of the plan books as interest and time allows.  Assign more of the older child’s 
books as independent reading and read aloud the books that even the young ones can enjoy and glean 
from.  Look for ways to add hands-on activities related to the older child’s studies that the whole family 
can participate in.  When you choose a curriculum, look for one that lends itself to multi-level teaching to 
save yourself effort and to provide a more family centered, Living Education, for your children.

What is your schedule like?

This is probably the most asked question, and the hardest to answer.  Not because I can’t describe our 
schedule, but because there are so many different ways that work for different people and my way most 
certainly won’t be yours.  Two of the best home schooling Mamas I know are polar opposites of me and 
fly by the seat of their pants daily, doing a beautiful job (Hi Lois & Lynette!).  I could never do it their 
way.  They could never do it mine.  I love that.  The longer we home school the more of a flexible order 
we adopt.  Flexibility is key, and an orderly framework is indispensable.  The kids get up before we do 
and complete their music practice, this is my alarm clock.  The boys prepare breakfast, everyone does 
their chores and we do our morning Scripture/poetry/literature readings while we munch.  School starts 
around eight thirty and runs through lunch time.  In these four hours we complete the skill based subjects 
that require seat work.  History, literature & poetry are read over meals.  Science activities and art often 
take over the afternoon and are not generally acknowledged as “school time” by the children.  Occasion-
ally Hannah (eighth grade) will have a little bit of her work to finish up after lunch.  Afternoons are for 
exploring, life lessons, chores, music lessons, special projects, or other useful pursuits.  We do this four 
days per week.  Wednesdays we take off.
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Do you really teach everything in your curriculum?

Nope.  Never.  And I wrote it!  Each kid is a little different and every year the dynamic in our home 
changes.  We always, ALWAYS cover the basics: reading, writing & arithmetic.  Always.  But not always 
in the manner described in the plan books or on the days prescribed.  The history and literature we blend 
from various levels according to the needs of the children and we add to liberally from the life experi-
ences & travel opportunities that present themselves.  We add all sorts of interest driven studies gleaned 
from field trips & group events that are not written into the curriculum (see the China Day announcement 
on p. 11).  And, you won’t believe this, we even leave stuff out!  I know, sinful.  This year I actually let 
Gabe out of the last five lessons of his math book, including Roman Numerals.  He may not be able to 
function as an adult. And Elisha didn’t do his whole last language book!  He just wasn’t ready.  We’ll start 
with it next year.  I think he’ll still pass the SAT.  I treat our curriculum (any curriculum, actually) as a 
buffet, pick and choose a balanced diet.  Hold the ice cream over their heads until they chew through their 
broccoli and don’t eat the stuff that is rotten.  

How long does it take?

It takes a lifetime.  From birth and teaching them to nurse right on through.  Educating kids never ends.  
My Mom is still educating me.  But that wasn’t what you meant, was it?  The real burning question is 
“How much time to I really have to devote on a daily basis to get these kids literate?”  That question de-
pends on many factors, not the least of which is curriculum choice.  For us, we side with Charlotte Mason 
and her assertion that mornings were to be for academic lessons and afternoons for life lessons.  “School 
time” a.k.a. book and seat work time at our house takes no more than half a day.  Even for our middle 
schooler. For the little ones, far less.  Kindergarten takes not more than an hour and a half.  When I was in 
eighth grade and traveling for the school year my Dad took the number of pages in my text books and 
divided it by the number of days he thought we’d be gone and that was what we had to do each day.  On 
this most basic of plans public school eighth grade completed in a rolling van took me 2.5-3 hours per day 
at most. Even for high school level work I don’t anticipate it growing to more than five hours a day of 
diligent effort.  If diligence is lacking, well, that’s another story, and a moral issue, not an academic one.  
If school is taking much longer than this I encourage you to look at what you are doing and how you are 
doing it, as it IS possible to accomplish more than adequate schooling in less time.

What can I do to prepare myself?

Rest.  Spend the last part of your summer vacation enjoying time playing with your kids and doing the 
things that rejuvenate you.  The school year is a long haul.  Read books that inspire you.  Some of my fa-
vorites are The Charlotte Mason Companion:Reflections on the Gentle Art of Learning by Karen An-
dreola, or her second book A Pocketful of Pinecones   Sally Clarkson’s books are also excellent: Seasons 
of a Mother’s Heart  & Mission Motherhood are sure to bolster your spirits and renew your vision for 
home and family life.  Edith Schaeffer is a more difficult read but her books The Hidden Art of Home-
making and What is a Family will be well worth your effort.  Talk to other moms, but try not to compare 
yourself, or your children.  Most importantly, pray.  Seek God for the coming school year.  Read the 
Scripture and be renewed in your calling to hold your children close and teach them as you rise up, as you 
lie down and as you walk beside the way.  May you have a blessed and prosperous school year!
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Visit us online at:
www.i4reality.org

Send submissions by
you or your children to:
i4reality@i4reality.org

The Edventure Project
 

Is our attempt to share an amazing 
adventure with other families. Through 
our web-site you can follow along with 
our progress through the travelogue, 
listen to podcasts of  the sounds of  the 
people and places we visit, contact us 
to ask questions and suggest route 
changes as well as create a unique 
learning experience for your children.  
Check it out at: 
www.edventureproject.com
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