
We are creating a page on 

our website where people 

can view the quilt and raf-

fle information. 

Keep up the good 

work!  

Amish Quilt Raffle  

How many tickets have you 

sold?  

Two students (Cassidy 

Walton, left and Mary 

Montrose, right) already 

went above and beyond 

and sold all of their raffle 

tickets, earning each of 

them a $5 Gift Card to 

Whole Foods. A Big Thank 

You for your efforts! 

Remember our goal is to 

raise $10,000 by De-

cember .  

In order to reach this goal 

every student needs to 

sell 100 tickets .  

When every student sells 

100 raffle tickets, there will 

be a big, school wide Pizza 

party to reward all the 

students for their efforts.  

9ǾŜǊ ǎƛƴŎŜ ǿŜ ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘΣ Ƴȅ 
ƘǳǎōŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ L ƘŀǾŜ ƭƛǾŜŘ ƛƴ 
ƻƭŘ ƘƻǳǎŜǎ ŬƭƭŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŜǾŜƴ 
ƻƭŘŜǊ ǘƘƛƴƎǎτōŀǧŜǊŜŘ ǘŀǾŜǊƴ 
ǘŀōƭŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘǊŜŀŘōŀǊŜ ǊǳƎǎΦ 
!ƊŜǊ мн ȅŜŀǊǎΣ ǿŜΩǾŜ ƎǊƻǿƴ 
ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŘŜŘ ǘƻƴŜǎ ƻŦ 
мфǘƘ-ŎŜƴǘǳǊȅ ŘȅŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ 
ƭƻǿ ǎƘŜŜƴ ƻŦ ǿƻǊƴ ǿƻƻŘπ
ǿƻǊƪΦ 

{ƻ ƛǘ ŎŀƳŜ ŀǎ ŀ ǎƘƻŎƪ ǿƘŜƴ 
ƻǳǊ ōŀōȅ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘΣ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ 
ŎƭƻǎŜƭȅ ōȅ ƪƛƴŘƭȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ōŜŀǊπ
ƛƴƎ ǇǊƛƳŀǊȅ-ŎƻƭƻǊŜŘΣ ǇƭŀǎǝŎ-
ƳƻƭŘŜŘ ƎƛƊǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ǘƻȅ 
ƭŀǿƴƳƻǿŜǊ ƛƴ ƘŜŎǝŎ ȅŜƭƭƻǿΦ 
¢ƘŜ .ŀōȅ 5ǊƛǾŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ƛǘǎ ƅŀƳŜ
-ǊŜŘ ǎǘŜŜǊƛƴƎ ǿƘŜŜƭΦ ¢ƘŜ aǊΦ 
tƻǘŀǘƻ IŜŀŘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ǇǳŎŜ 
ŀƴŘ ŎƘŀǊǘǊŜǳǎŜ ǇǊƻǘǳōŜǊŀƴŎπ

ŜǎΦ !ƭƭ ŀǘ ƻƴŎŜ ƻǳǊ ƘƻǳǎŜ Ƙŀǎ 
ōǳǊǎǘ ƛƴǘƻ ǾƛǾƛŘ ōƭƻƻƳΣ ŀǎ 
ǎǳŘŘŜƴ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀȊŜ ƻŦ ǇƻǇπ
ǇƛŜǎ ƛƴ ŀ Ƴƛǎǘȅ CƭŀƴŘŜǊǎ ŬŜƭŘΦ 

¢ƘŜǎŜ ǘƻȅǎ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǳǎΦ .ǳǘ bŀπ
ǘƘŀƴƛŜƭ ƭƛƪŜǎ ǘƘŜƳΣ ŀƴŘ LΩƳ 
ƎǊŀǘŜŦǳƭ ŦƻǊ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ 
ŀƳǳǎŜǎ ƘƛƳΣ ŜǾŜƴ ƛŦ ƻƴƭȅ ǳƴǝƭ 
ŀ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊ ŎƘƛǇ ŎǊŀǎƘŜǎ ƻǊ 

Thank You for Your Commitment 

The Quarter-Acre Universe 
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.ȅ DŜǊŀƭŘƛƴŜ .Ǌƻƻƪǎ 

You can spend money on a chestful of computerized, pre-scripted toys. Or you can open the treasure chest of a 

childõs imagination. 
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òModern toys donõt 

leave much margin 

for imaginationó 

the plastic fractures in ways 

that defy the glue jar. As I fer-

ret in his toy box, I feel as if 

I’m turning compost. The ob-

jects on top are still intact, but 

underneath are layers of de-

composition, inscrutable 

shards whose original purpose 

is lost to posterity. Kneeling 

there amid the bright debris, 

I’m struck by the quantity of 

material goods our one tiny 

boy has amassed and how 

many of them he has already 

exhausted. 

I’m thankful for the affluence 

and the generosity that cush-

ion his childhood. And yet I 

wonder if all these things he is 

given may also be taking some-

thing away: robbing him of the 

need to imagine of the need to 

imagine. 

Modern toys don’t leave much 

margin for imagination. Com-

puter chips do the thinking. 

Characters come pre-scripted 

from cartoon shows. Every 

doll trails a comet tail of must-

have accessories. One 

of Nathaniel’s toys 

even came with its 

own toy box, stuffed 

with its own miniature 

clutter.  

The most memorable 

playthings of my Aus-

tralian childhood did-

n’t come from the 

offices of highly paid 

imagineers. They were 

the creations of my mother’s 

spontaneous invention. Her 

inspiration expanded my small 

world far beyond the quarter-

acre contained by our gray 

fences. “Let’s tour our estate,” 

she would say, and we would, 

lingering to learn the stories 

that each plant or rock had to 

tell. Every discovery was an 

occasion for narrative. The 

lizard basking on a brick was 

the hero of a quickly conjured 

tale of dragons. The serrated 

fungus on a fallen branch was a 

fairy’s staircase leading to a 

secret realm. There was poet-

ry in the way she saw the 

world. White ducks, their bills 

tucked under their wings, be-

came a magical field of me-

ringues. Through her eyes, 

fireflies were the stars on the 

ground. 

One day, my mother showed 

me how a daisy seemed to 

have a face and an upside-

down azalea bloom looked like 

a flouncy evening gown. You 

could “dress” the daisy in the 

azalea and send her to an imag-

inary ball. Or choose a 

peplumed suit (upended fuch-

sia) and have her call a board 

meeting. 

By the time I was 5, our small 

yard encompassed a parallel 

universe. I divided the garden 

into countries and then plotted 

elaborate fates for their inhab-

itants. England was the narrow 

damp side passage that the sun 

never quite reached. The front 

yard– my mother’s colorful 

formal flower garden– was 

France. The shadeless empty 

expanse of buffalo grass from 

the kitchen door to the back 

fence was Australia, good for 

an occasional saga of ill-fated 

exploration in which the sun-

ruddied pelargonium people 

usually died of exposure as so 

many Australian explorers had. 

 

In autumn, changing foliage 

inspired a game of chapeau 

shop, where a large crimson 

leaf might become a flamboy-

ant Parisian picture hat, a small 

sepia-and-gold one a sophisti-

cated pillbox. A few old shoe 

boxes stacked on tree-branch 

shelves completed the fantasy 

boutique. 

None of these games required 

any cash outlay. But their insti-

gation demanded expenditure 

of my mother’s time. When I 

examine the pricey computer-

ized toys people give Na-

thaniel, it seems to me that the 

point of a lot of them is that 

they need no parental time at 

all. Some even have cheery 

automations who speak to him 

at the press of a button. “Let’s 

pick a friend to shop with,” 

says a voice emanating from 

one computerized play-store 

game, inviting him to choose 

among anthropomorphized 

cartoon toads and mice. 

Outside, swift frogs glisten 

in the pond shallows. A 

rustle in grass promises a 

glimpse of field mice for a 

keen-eyed observer. 

Thinking about my mother, 

I take Nathaniel by the 

hand and put the board 

away. 

“Let’s go shopping togeth-

er,” I tell him. “There’s a 

tree in the yard where we 

can buy a really sharp cha-

peau.” 

 

 

Geraldine Brooks, who lives in 

Virginia, is the author of 

“Foreign Correspondence: A 

Pen Pals Journey From Down 

Under to All Over. 

 

NY Times Magazine, Sept. 27, 

1998. 

V I L L A G E  M O N T H L Y  
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takes on the task of restoring Gilli-

an to Robin, and to do so he must 

inveigle his way into the orchard 

and try to get the six keys to the 

padlock on the wellhouse from 

the six girls.He does this by 

telling stories. Farjeon's writing 

style is very dream-like and 

suits these fairy tales perfectly. 

Both the entire book taken as 

one piece and each of the tales 

included are fairy tales, love 

stories with obstacles to be 

overcome, elements of magic, 

and the unreal quality of a 

dream. 

This is a lovely story, written by 

poet, librettist and author Eleanor 

Farjeon. I've read and loved some 

of her other work, but this is 

acknowledged as one of her best. It 

is also very hard to get hold of. 

It is the story of Martin Pippin, a 

wandering minstrel who comes 

across a young man, Robin Rue, 

crying for the loss of his sweetheart 

Gillian. She has been locked up in 

the wellhouse in the apple orchard 

by her father, guarded by "six 

young milkmaids, sworn virgins and 

man-haters all", Joscelyn, Joan, Jessi-

ca, Jane, Jennifer, and Joyce. Martin 

Book Recommendation: 
Martin Pippin in the Apple Orchard by Eleanor Farjeon 
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òChildren, 

especially 

teenagers, act as 

mirrors of their 

environment and 

our culture.ó 

Confronting Our Shadow 

Parenting is one of the most awe-

inspiring, noble, and challenging pro-

fessions. Yet being a parent gets so 

little support and appreciation from 

our culture. It was much easier for 

me to go through medical school, a 

pediatric residency, a fellowship, and 

work as a pediatrician, than to be a 

parent. I can’t remember ever being 

so depleted and exhausted as I have 

been these past seven and a half years 

parenting a child. I think some of the 

exhaustion comes from the develop-

mental work that I needed to do (and 

am still doing) on myself, when faced 

with this bright-eyed, intuitive, ener-

getic, developing boy. Raising a child 

provided me with the opportunity to 

relive my own childhood. I am discov-

ering that all my unresolved feelings 

and thoughts, that were long ago 

repressed, now have come bursting 

forth to the surface. 

A few 

months 

ago, I 

spent a 

week-

end 

partici-

pating 

in a 

Natural 

Learn-

ing 

Rhythms workshop for parents that 

was organized by a group in Nevada 

City called Encompass. Many of the 

thoughts and ideas about childhood 

were similar to what I recently had 

learned during my Waldorf teacher 

training and anthroposophical medical 

course. During the workshop, I 

learned that each age group has its 

own wisdoms, nourishing 

“foods,” and poisons or threats 

to development. For example, 

children in the first seven to 

eight years of life live in their 

body and their senses. They are 

sponges for all that they see, 

hear, smell, taste, and touch. 

They are doers who are trying 

to integrate their sense of hear-

ing, sense of vision, sense of 

balance, sense of movement, and 

many other subtle senses. 

Children in this age group also 

have an incredible capacity to 

perceive our soul moods. It is 

not the words we say that teach 

children of this age group; rather, 

it is who we are on the inside. It 

is the tone of our voice, our 

attitudes, our gestures, our 

mood of soul, and our ability to 

remain present in the moment 

( and not be scattered and over-

whelmed by thoughts of past 

failures and future worries). 

Children absorb who we are and 

what is around them into the 

deepest core of their being. 

Therefore, we must ask our-

selves if we are worthy of their 

imitation, and if the environment 

that surrounds our children 

(what they see and hear) also is 

worthy of being imitated. 

From the parenting workshop, I 

learned that the newborn-to-

eight-year-old child is trying to 

discover his or her own 

strengths, determine his or her 

own boundaries, and come into 

his or her own body. These are 

the wisdoms of this age group. 

The nourishing foods for this age 

group include loving touch, secu-

rity, warmth, flexibility, and 

nourishment of body, soul, and 

spirit. Children of this age group 

need clear rules and boundaries, 

lots of predictable routines and 

daily rhythms, good nutrition, lots 

of sleep, and not too many choic-

es (actions and examples speak 

louder than words). To threaten 

children, either physically or ver-

bally, is a poison because it causes 

them to withdraw physically and 

etherically (in the realm of their 

life forces) and also at a soul and 

spiritual level. This undermines 

their ability to discover their 

strengths, to explore their 

boundaries, and fully enter into 

their bodies. 

An important idea I learned from 

the workshop was that all chil-

dren, and especially teenagers, act 

as mirrors of their environment 

and our culture. Children show 

us our shadow, and teenagers 

show us both our shadow as 

parents and the shadow of our 

culture. In other words, some-

times the characteristics that we 

as parents refuse to acknowledge 

in ourselves, or in our society, 

can be seen in our children. If we 

were not allowed to show anger 

in our childhood, then often our 

children demonstrate lots of an-

ger and ignite our own. If we 

were taught to be afraid of anger 

in our childhood, then our child 

can control us with outbursts of 

anger when he or she wants 

something. 

Our relationship to our children, 

just like our other intimate rela-

tionships with family members 

and friends, continually reveals 

our shadow, and therefore pro-

vides each of us the opportunity 

to transform and heal our soul. 

V I L L A G E  M O N T H L Y  

{ǳǎŀƴ wΦ WƻƘƴǎƻƴΣ a5Σ wŀǇƘŀŜƭ IƻǳǎŜ 
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òMiss Barnumõs 

nickname is Miss 

Macaroni and 

Cheese.ó 

Getting to Know Our Teachers and Staff  

Village Garden 
Interested in the Village 

Gardens? 

Our first fieldtrip for school 

garden inspiration will be to 

Salmon Creek School in Occi-

dental on Tuesday, Oct. 18. If 

you’d like to learn how this K-

8 school teaches classroom 

lessons in the garden, nutrition 

and cooking skills, provides a 

weekly salad bar for students 

and staff, creates opportuni-

ties for students to feel con-

nected to the earth and 

more, please contact Kirsten 

at 568-3558 or kirstenmil-

ler@sbcglobal.net And please 

let us know if you have re-

sources or services to do-

nate. 

 

1. Where were you born? Cleveland, Ohio 

2. Where did you grow up? All over: Georgia, California, Michigan and Texas 

3. What are your hobbies?  Fantastical Hedonistic Feasting; Journaling with 

caligraphy tools in candlelight; exploring places in the world where ancient tradi-

tions are still honored. 

4. Do you have a bucket list? * Make sure our children’s children have access to 

beauty, joy, nature, and old traditions  

5. Favorite book(s)?  Secret Garden; Traveler in Time; Martin Pippin in the Apple 

Orchard; The Children of Green Knowe  

6. Favorite Movie:   Waynes World 

7. Favorite Food: Just call me “Miss Macaroni and Cheese” 

8. Please finish the sentence: I can’t stand….. Mean people and computer games. 

9. Please finish the sentence: I totally love…. (Besides Mac&Cheese) A ride in a 

horse carriage. 

 

* A Bucket List = things you want to do before you die.  

vǳŜǎǝƻƴǎ ŦƻǊ aƛǎǎ .ƻƴƴƛŜ .ŀǊƴǳƳ  



A Trip to the Apple Farm By Kat Rosen 
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When did you last visit an apple 

farm or plucked apples fresh 

from the tree? 

I must have been a teenager 

when I last picked a fresh apple, 

so going on a field trip with Miss 

Malika’s class turned out to be a 

real treat. 

The kids enjoyed learning how 

the apples are harvested, col-

lected, washed and sorted and 

then turned into either the 

beautiful apple you find in the 

grocery store, turned into apple 

sauce, apple bread, or apple 

juice. 

The class energy shifted when 

we actually visited the orchard. 

The kids suddenly got very 

grounded. 

Each child was allowed to pick 

two apples to take home, and 

Farmer Jeff had his hands full 

feeding a hungry mob fresh slic-

es of Jonathan apples. 

Back at the barn we got to 

taste freshly made apple bread 

and were left wanting more of 

that delicious apple juice. 

All sorts of yummy apple prod-

ucts were available for sale. 

                                                  

I had such a great time that I 

took my 4 year old son there a 

few days later.   

By then the Golden Delicious 

were ready to be picked. 

We were handed a basket, 

walked to the orchard and 

picked to our heart’s content. 

To purchase apples there you 

pay $1 per pound! Picked fresh!

It made me question why I ever 

bought apples at a grocery 

store. Well, never again. From 

now on I will buy my apples di-

rectly from the farm.  

And so I did. 

 

Checking out a huge container of 

freshly picked apples.  

¢ǿƛƴ Iƛƭƭ !ǇǇƭŜ wŀƴŎƘ ƛǎ ƭƻŎŀǘŜŘ ŀǘΥ мсуф tƭŜŀǎŀƴǘ Iƛƭƭ wŘ ƛƴ {ŜōŀǎǘƻǇƻƭ ǿǿǿΦǘǿƛƴƘƛƭƭǊŀƴŎƘΦŎƻƳ 

Farmer Jeff feeding the children slices 

of fresh picked apples.  

Captivated by how the apples are 

washed and processed. 

Adam and Eve? Who can resist.  

Part of Miss Malika’s Kindergarden class 



Thank you to Amy Ethington and  Anna 

Wachtel who volunteered to proof-read 

the newsletter. 

Thank you to Charis for submitting reci-

pes. 

Thank you to Sarah Keiser for submitting 

the information for the Village Garden. 

Thank You to Allwyn Nagel for volun-

teering to organize our upcoming garage 

sale ( info coming soon). 

Thank You to our advertisers and to 

Anna Wachtel who is helping me to get 

more of them. 

Please feel free to send me articles, pho-

tos and more. 

Sincerely, Kat 

 LƴƎǊŜŘƛŜƴǘǎ όǎŜǊǾŜǎ уύΥ 

* н ƭōǎ ŦǊŜǎƘ wƻƳŀ ǘƻƳŀǘƻŜǎ ƻǊ м όнуƻȊύ 

Ŏŀƴ ǿƘƻƭŜ ǘƻƳŀǘƻŜǎ 

* мκн ŎǳǇ ŜȄǘǊŀ ǾƛǊƎƛƴ ƻƭƛǾŜ ƻƛƭ 

* {ŀƭǘ ŀƴŘ ŦǊŜǎƘƭȅ ƎǊƻǳƴŘ ōƭŀŎƪ ǇŜǇǇŜǊ 

* н ǎǘŀƭƪ ŎŜƭŜǊȅΣ ŘƛŎŜŘ 

* н ǎƳŀƭƭ ŎŀǊǊƻǘǎΣ ŘƛŎŜŘ 

* н ȅŜƭƭƻǿ ƻƴƛƻƴΣ ŘƛŎŜŘ 

* о ŎƭƻǾŜǎ ƎŀǊƭƛŎΣ ƳƛƴŎŜŘ 

* н ŎǳǇǎ ǾŜƎŜǘŀōƭŜ ōǊƻǘƘ 

* н ōŀȅ ƭŜŀǾŜǎ 

* мκн ŎǳǇ ŎƘƻǇǇŜŘ ŦǊŜǎƘ ōŀǎƛƭ ƭŜŀǾŜǎ 

* мκн ŎǳǇ ŎƻŎƻƴǳǘ ƳƛƭƪΣ ƻǇǝƻƴŀƭ 

мΦ tǊŜƘŜŀǘ ƻǾŜƴ ǘƻ прл ŘŜƎǊŜŜǎ CΦ 

нΦ vǳŀǊǘŜǊ ǘƻƳŀǘƻŜǎΣ ǊŜǎŜǊǾŜ ƧǳƛŎŜ 

оΦ {ǇǊŜŀŘ ǘƻƳŀǘƻŜǎ ƻƴ ōŀƪƛƴƎ ǎƘŜŜǘ ŀƴŘ ŘǊƛȊȊƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ мκп ŎǳǇ ƻƭƛǾŜ 

ƻƛƭΣ ǎŀƭǘ ϧ ǇŜǇǇŜǊ 

пΦ wƻŀǎǘ ƛƴ ƻǾŜƴ ǳƴǝƭ ŎŀǊŀƳŜƭƛȊŜŘ όнл-пр Ƴƛƴ ŘŜǇŜƴŘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ƻǾŜƴΤ 

ǎƻƳŜ ōƭŀŎƪŜƴƛƴƎ ƛǎ ƻƪŀȅύ 

рΦ aŜŀƴǿƘƛƭŜΣ ƛƴ ŀ ǎŀǳŎŜǇŀƴΣ ƘŜŀǘ ǊŜƳŀƛƴƛƴƎ ƻƭƛǾŜ ƻƛƭ ƻǾŜǊ ƳŜŘƛπ

ǳƳ-ƭƻǿ ƘŜŀǘΦ !ŘŘ ŎŜƭŜǊȅΣ ŎŀǊǊƻǘΣ ƻƴƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƎŀǊƭƛŎΣ Ŏƻƻƪ ǳƴǝƭ 

ǎƻƊŜƴŜŘΣ ŀōƻǳǘ мл ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΦ 

сΦ !ŘŘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀǎǘŜŘ ǘƻƳŀǘƻŜǎΣ ǊŜǎŜǊǾŜŘ ǘƻƳŀǘƻ ƧǳƛŎŜΣ ōǊƻǘƘ ŀƴŘ 

ōŀȅ ƭŜŀǾŜǎΦ {ƛƳƳŜǊ ǳƴǝƭ ǾŜƎŜǘŀōƭŜǎ ŀǊŜ ǾŜǊȅ ǘŜƴŘŜǊΣ ŀōƻǳǘ мр-

нл ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΦ 

тΦ !ŘŘ ōŀǎƛƭ ŀƴŘ ŎƻŎƻƴǳǘ ƳƛƭƪΦ 

уΦ wŜƳƻǾŜ .ŀȅ ƭŜŀǾŜǎ ǘƘŜƴ ǇǳǊŜŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƘŀƴŘ ƘŜƭŘ ƛƳƳŜǊǎƛƻƴ 

ōƭŜƴŘŜǊ ƻǊ ǎǘŀƴŘŀǊŘ ōƭŜƴŘŜǊ ǳƴǝƭ ǎƳƻƻǘƘΦ 

Recipe of the Month: Tomato Soup (Vegan and Gluten-Free) 

¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ /ƘŀǊƛǎΣ ŦƻǊ ǎǳōƳƛǩƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ǊŜŎƛǇŜΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿŀǎ ǘŜǎǘŜŘ ŀƴŘ ƭƻǾŜŘ ƛƴ 

9ƭǎƛŜΩǎ ŎƭŀǎǎΗ 

/ƘŀǊƛǎ ƛǎ ŀƭǎƻ ǘƘŜ ƻǿƴŜǊ ƻŦ IƻǘΗ tŀƴƛƴƛ ŎŀǘŜǊƛƴƎ όǿǿǿΦƘƻǘ-ǇŀƴƛƴƛΦŎƻƳύ 

¸ƻǳǊ !Ř ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƘŜǊŜΦ 

/ƻƴǘŀŎǘ Yŀǘ wƻǎŜƴ ŦƻǊ ŀŘǾŜǊǝǎƛƴƎ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǝƻƴΥ 

ƪŀǘǎƪƻƻƭǎǘǳũϪŀƻƭΦŎƻƳ 

тлт-пул-пфол 


