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7:15am – “Does everyone have a water bottle?  Ian and Ez, grab two snacks.  No, you can’t have 
Olive’s gluten-free snacks.  Esther—do you have your volleyball jersey?  Whose shoes are on the 
floor?  Boys, go brush your teeth!  You better finish that breakfast or you’re taking it with you, 
friend.  Who’s turn is it to sweep the floor?  Esther, go start the car and load backpacks.  Wait…Ez, 
you still have a worksheet you haven’t done?!???” 
 
7:28am – “Does everyone have a water bottle?  Ian and Ez, grab two snacks.  No, you can’t have 
Olive’s gluten-free snacks.  Esther—do you have your volleyball jersey?  Who’s shoes are in the 
floor?  Boys, go brush your teeth!  You better finish that breakfast, or you’re taking it with you, 
friend.  Who’s turn is it to sweep the floor?  Esther, go start the car and load backpacks.  Wait…Ez, 
you still have a worksheet you haven’t done?!???” 
 
7:31am – Third time.  Except now we’re in the car having the same convo with High School Musical 
playing in the background.   
 
Welcome to the Carr family breakfast, friends.  Somewhere in there we’ve hopefully said a prayer, 
read half a verse of Scripture, and checked the driveway for dropped lunchboxes before tearing off 
down Classen Boulevard.  School has officially returned!  #livingthedream #maybewinning 
 
I’ve been rolling quips and quotes for classical education for 16 years, and among my most oft used 
are, “Lead with culture and culture alone,” and “Classical education is a way of life.  We have all the 
time in this life and in the next to be the Church of Jesus Christ.” 
 
It’s hard to capture the whole of classical education, and maybe hard to apply to breakfast banter, 
but it’s import covers everything in life like a nighttime snow envelops a city in its unique silence of 
the next morning.  If we could just slow it all down and revel a minute.  As an optimist bordering on 
utopist, I’d like our mornings together as a family to be something like a Julie Andrews moment—
Nate, Sarah, and children running up a beautiful hill in Salzberg singing something like, “Our studies 
are alive with the sound of unfailing joy!!!!”  And to some unfathomable degree, I saw exactly that 
when my senior daughter read her thesis last May to a packed room of full-hearted friends and 
family.  Wait for it.   



 
But at the other end of our pack of six, there sits our 6-year old first-grader, dutifully sounding out 
the words in Mr. Putter and Tabby—he is somewhere in between decoding, sight word recognition, 
and future fluency.  His decoding of multi-syllable words is one of the most beautiful and endearing 
sounds in our home.  Easily as endearing as a senior thesis on homelessness in OKC.  Phonetics are 
as classical as catechesis, dear friends, and it all matters—it all glorifies a God who speaks to us, and 
it all puts a nice hunk of fat-laden culture into our otherwise frenetic home.   
 
As we walk out of two-years of pandemic-strained educational life, and double-down on our mission 
as a community, let me invite you afresh into the journey with your babies.  There is no headmaster 
in the Carr home—just a dad and a mom walking with babies, partnering with world-class teachers, 
and trying to make sense of a tradition of classics that swallows the world whole.  Aristotle got it 
right—we are in this for happiness, for contentment, for a minute-to-minute active sense of all that 
is valuable in this life.  Holy Scripture calls it love, whose handmaiden is always joy.  This school 
exists for nothing more.  We study English and Latin so we know how to remember and how to 
think and pray; Logic, so that we can order our loves; rhetoric so that we can preach the Gospel 
with a way of life.  We return to St. Athanasius, so that we get Jesus exactly right; to Lewis so that 
we can remember how very alive and wild God truly is.  Math is our friend so that we can dance 
with the moon; Poetry so that we can frame our sorrows on something other than psychosis.  We 
love Grammar so that we can write stories about how heaven invaded earth (even today).  And 
Music we must attend to as much as any, for Plato reminds us via Socrates – “one can never change 
the ways of training people in music without affecting the greatest political laws.”  We have interest 
in little else. 
 
They’ll get jobs.  We aspire to a life well-lived, however.  May God grant our prayers in this regard—
that a bedrock of affections are attuned to all that is true, good, and beautiful.  As St. Ireneaus 
reminds us, “The glory of God is man fully alive.” 
 
 
With love for your children, 
 
Nate+ 
 

 
 
 


