A real education

BY ANNE CASSIDY

ometimes when the
weather is right, a
bright fall morning
or a soft foggy
day, I walk my
three daughters to
school. This may
seem unremark-
able, but when

o you live where we do—
in a small, sidewalk-less subdivision sandwiched
between two busy roads—getting somewhere
on our own steam is an accomplishment. The
school lies outside our subdivision’s bound-
aries. I can’t let the girls walk there without
me, as they'd have to cross a busy road. But I
can walk them. When I do, the trip is more
than a way to get to school.

A few years ago I discovered that if you
cross our street and slip through our neigh-
bor’ backyard, you enter an alternative uni-
verse of five-acre farms with horses, berry
patches, and woods. The road is unpaved—
prestigious proof that landowners here drive
Ssuvs—and it meanders for about a mile

Children seldom walk places these days, which means march or saunter to school. The saun-

tering days are best. Our first stop is a

they have fewer chances to notice details, fenced pasture with horses that

through the slightly rolling countryside before empty-
ing into a busy road across from school.

The path we follow is equal parts shade and sunlight,
open pasture and shadowed woods. It’s not the kind of
road we usually walk, where we must jump to the side
when a vehicle approaches. Cars move slowly on gravel.
They announce themselves with the sound of crunch-
ing rocks, so we can stroll down the middle if we want
to. There is a curious freedom in this, a taste of life before
automobiles. I hold the hand of my s-year-old, Celia,
but only because she’ll lag behind if I don'’t.

Depending upon how much time we have, we either

100 THE WALKING MAGAZINE « SEPTEMBER/OCTOBER 2001

approach us at first but turn away when
they see our empty hands.“Let’s bring a carrot next time,”
says 9-year-old Claire. I say yes, trying to match her enthu-
siasm. Of all the things we have to think of in the morn-
ing, I know it’s unlikely we’ll remember a carrot.

Next we pass a shaded stream with prickly bushes and
birds fluttering in the brush. “Remember when we
picked blackberries here?” asks our oldest, Suzanne. As
we talk of the berries and pies that await us in July, 'm
aware that next year, Suzanne will ride the bus to mid-
dle school. It’s too far to walk.

Our pace makes us pay attention to things we would-
n’t otherwise: water drops on fir boughs and  » page 94
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continued from page 61

that steady paycheck, the thing that
made me feel secure for almost 20 years,
I've already earned half of my previous
annual salary in two months as a free-
lancer.

But the biggest revelation is that writ-
ing is not what I want to do for the rest
of my life. In the end, money isn’t what
matters the most to me. Or having a job

Who you gonna

e-mail?

For the most part, coaching is a high-
tech business. A coach and a client talk
on the phone and e-mail as a rule, so
you should be comfortable with those
forms of communication. Here are
some other good resources:

To find a coach: www.coachreferral.com
To learn more about coaching certification.:
www.coachu.com

To learn more about the profession:
www.coachfederation.org or call

(888) 423-3131

To contact coaches mentioned in this story:
PAMELA MCLEAN: www.hudsonin-
stitute.com or (800) §82-4401

KATE LARSEN: wwwkatelarsen.com
or (888) LIF-WALK

CANDACE HAMMOND: www.per-
sonalpowercoach.com

SIOBHAN MURPHY: www.quest-
coaching.com

SHERRI MILLS: smcoach@home.com

title. With the help of my life coach, I've
learned to slow down in order to make
better decisions. I now know that what
I want is to have my own business, and
to spend more time with my baby. I'm
going to open that yoga studio.

I guess that life-changing answer was
always inside me. I just needed someone
who could see the bigger picture beyond
the soap opera. W
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hedges tinged with autumn color well
ahead of the neighboring trees. Chil-
dren seldom walk places these days,
which means they have fewer chances
to notice such details. I walk my kids
to school to subvert the trend.

I want my kids to know the feeling
of moving through space. I want them
to share in conversations that flow nat-
urally from the rhythm of footfall. Our
talks seem more wide open and con-
templative than ones we have in the
car; words glide from horses to berry-
picking to the kind of house we'd live
in if we could live in any kind at all.

The final approach to school winds
down a hill that’s steep enough to give
sleds a good slide in the winter and
bicycles a hard ride in the summer.
Strolling it on a fine autumn morning
with the girls running ahead of me, I
smell hay and leaves. My legs and heart
are pumping, and I think of how lucky
we are to live where there is still some
texture to the land. A few miles away,
we would have nothing but cut-
throughs and cul-de-sacs.

By the time we cross the busy road,
our pastoral spell is broken. But we
have one gleeful moment as we march
up the driveway alongside vans and
buses. We feel a little smug because we
know kids and parents can look out
their windows and see us walking—
yes, walking—to school.

“Are you glad we walked?” I ask the
kids as we hug good-bye.

“Yeah, it was great, Mom,” they
reply,
schoolwork and friends. As I look back

already preoccupied with
at them mingling with the other back-
packed students, I notice their hair
needs brushing and their socks are
down around their ankles. But their
cheeks are rosy and their eyes are
gleaming. As are mine.

Anne Cassidy is a writer living in Oak
Hill, Va.
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