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          Finding The Middle 

A tall athletic boy came bounding into the hall 
after an exciting morning in our stick fort. He 
was full of stories and enthusiasm as he loudly 
explained the different “rooms” of the fort to 
a teacher at the other end of the hall.  In the 
hustle and bustle of changing shoes and coats 
and boots, his stories echoed loudly in the 
room.  “Can you help me with this?” A small 
girl held out her coat zipper to him.  It was 
stuck in the middle.   Being nine years old, the 
boy was one of the more competent children 
when it came to the zippers of smaller coats.   

A quiet hush seemed to fill the space as the 
boy began his concentrated but gentle work of 
wiggling down the coat zipper.  The little girl 
stood in front of him, looking down as she 
silently waited for the boy to maneuver the 
coat.  He managed to loosen it with some 
determination, but again it was stuck in 
another place.  He tried again, and again, and 
stayed with the task.  “It’s stuck again,” the 
girl whispered.  “Yeah,” the boy said. Finally, 
the coat opened freely at the end.  “Thanks!”  
The girl said cheerfully, and they quickly 
changed shoes to catch up with the others.  It 
was time for lunch.   
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Apple Picking      
We were invited to pick apples at a friend’s orchard.  
We also enjoyed seeing horses and llamas at a farm 
down the road.  Our youngest children worked to peel 
and mill the apples into sauce, while others worked 
with fractions and measurement to double and triple 
the recipe.  A later lesson was devoted to 
independently making apple sauce from start to finish.  
“I could even make this at home now!” One child 
remarked as he proudly wrote the recipe.  We had ap 

 

 

A Story of Johnny Appleseed 

Long ago when the land of America was new and glowing bright on earth as a special place for people to learn 
to be free, a little star glimmered like a blink of an eye, high up in heaven, and peeked out at this wide new 
land.  The earth beneath was full of promise, and prosperity. It swelled with the fertile soil of new beginnings, 
and the deeds of the good brown people who sent their prayers in smoke and song and dance.  The prayers 
breathed the earth, and the earth breathed the prayers, and the little glimmer of a star watched as God the 
creator placed a hand over this new land in blessing. 

A special and important task revealed itself to the glimmering star:  There must be a person, a helper of the 
hand of God the creator, who could bless the land in a human way; in a way that prepared the people learning 
to be free to do the good work of living the land.  And the little star glowed brighter, and brighter, until 
bursting with the wishes of this special task, the star was born unto the earth. 

His mama held him close and loved him, and his papa held him close and loved him, and they looked at his 
bright brown eyes, and rosy apple cheeks and they named him John.  John grew up in a warm and busy house 
with eleven brothers and sisters.  All the children helped each other.  All the children helped their mom and 
dad, for there was much work to be done. 

They milked the cows, and collected eggs from the hen house, and fed the corn to the pigs, and mended the 
holes in their socks, and brought in wood for the fire, and dug potatoes out of the ground.  The children 
washed their clothes on a washboard, and hung them outside to dry.  They planted new corn, and new 
potatoes, and new beans.  But what little Johnny loved to plant the most was apples…. 

 

 

 

We were invited to pick apples at a friend’s orchard. We also 
enjoyed seeing horses and llamas at a farm down the road.  Our 
youngest children worked to peel and mill the apples into sauce, 
while others worked with fractions and measurement to double 
and triple the recipe.  A later lesson was devoted to 
independently making apple sauce from start to finish.  “I could 
even make this at home now!” One child remarked as he proudly 
wrote the recipe.  We had apples for a long time, and the smell 
of apple pie filled the room at lunch! 

 



Learning Through Movement 
     

 

  

Apple Tree Poem 

 

 

Painting 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

The children are trees, first with the right 
foot, then with the left.  The arms reach high 
as branches.  Soon they are apples that fall to 
the ground, and roll back and forth, up and 
down.  Inside they are stars opened up to the 
sky.  At the sound of a drum, they raise each 
leg, first the left and then the right.  They 
raise each arm.  They slowly bring their feet 
together, and arms over their head at the 
same time. Try it at home! 

Way up high in the apple tree, two little 
apples smiled down at me.  I shook that 
tree just as hard as I could, and down 
came the apples, and they looked good! 
Little apple round and red, don’t look 
down, look through instead.  Deep 
inside you will see a star that shines for 
you and me. 

Email us at SunGateProgram@gmail.com 

or call (484) 650-1729 to learn more or to 
schedule a tour. 

Visit SunGateCooperative.org for more 
information 

 

SunGate Cooperative is an Anthroposophically 
informed, small homeschool community located 
in Chester Springs, PA.  We are currently 
enrolling children ages 6 to 9 in our 3 day multi-
age program that emphasizes social learning 
through movement and the arts.  

We hope to offer a full 5 days next school year! 


