I’m the Only One

By Holly Meadows

The wonderful thing about Tiggers, 

Is Tiggers are wonderful things.

Their tops are made out of rubber;

Their bottoms are made out of springs.

Their bouncy, trouncy, flouncy, pouncy

Fun, fun, fun, fun, fun.

But, the most wonderful thing about Tiggers

Is I’m the only one!  

I’m the only one!

Hoo, hoo, hoo, hoo!

When my first child was a toddler or so, I was introduced to the movie version of Winnie the Pooh and all its sequels, including The Tigger Movie.  The Tigger Movie particularly ripped my heart out because poor, old Tigger was sure there was a whole family of tiggers out there to love and accept him, only to find out that he really was the only one.  I knew how he felt.  As homeschoolers made headlines winning spelling bees on the national news, I felt pretty sure that I had the only horrid homeschooling speller.  Ditto on the whole geography bee scene.  When the local homeschooling families piled out of their mini-vans for church with the girls in French braids (oops, pardon me. . .freedom braids) in matching denim jumpers ,carrying their hand-repoussed Bible covers made during their “free art time” after their schoolwork was done, I knew for certain that I had the only homeschooled child in mis-matched, probably dirty clothes that had to have someone sit on her to pry her mouth open to forcibly have her teeth brushed and who, after a twenty minute full body mutual assault, still had unbrushed hair.  I was the only one. . .only there was no jubilant “Hoo! Hoo! Hoo! Hoo!” in my heart when I said it.  Have you ever said it?  After this article, you’ll never be able to say it again.
I thought I was the only one whose child was truly naughty.  All the other kids looked so spiffy and listened attentively at the museum tours and had great table manners at pot lucks and they never did outrageous things at co-op, nor did their mothers come to Mom’s Night Out to vent about the latest way Little Johnny terrorized the household.  Instead, the moms talked all about how their particular parenting book, program, class, etc. was THE Biblical solution and that by just following pattern X (the only TRUE way), that all children would be clean and righteous.  Except, of course, lots of “only ways” never worked in our house.  I could give you nightmares if I told you about the tantrums that registered on the Richter Scale and the really funky ways my daughter found to be naughty (like wrapping her bed in twine in the middle of the night and tying all sorts of tools and silverware and household items from it to make a maze of noise-makers).  Listening to these other “helpful” moms just reinforced that I was a horrible parent and I was demoralized.  So, I kept my mouth shut and tried to avoid the other moms and kids as much as I could.

I thought I was the only one who was ruining their child academically by our horrible excuse of a homeschool.  Other moms posted their “struggles” on the E-mail loop such as, “My nine year old needs a more challenging algebra program, any suggestions?”  At park days they’d talk about how they thought it was unnecessary to read a translation of Beowulf because any intelligent seven year old could handle the original language with a little effort.  At the end-of-the-year barbeque, a cluster of mothers would brag that they’d already written out their daily lesson plans for all of their children for NEXT year.  I thought, “Lesson plans?!  As if I could write a lesson plan!  I don’t know from one hour to the next what she will or will not do, much less a year’s worth of lessons.”  I knew that we did less and accomplished less than any other family and I knew it was my fault.  It was made bitter by knowing that my daughter had a genius IQ (a very expensively obtained bit of information).  So, at these gatherings I’d either keep quite, or, frankly, lie about what school was like for us.
I was mad at God for punishing me when surely I deserved better than this.  I mean, I’d never run a drug cartel out of my deep freeze, or spit on a missionary, or even so much as consumed an entire serving of alcohol for goodness’ sake!  I was entitled to a child who wanted to be clean, who loved to do work at a table with a sharp, pointy pencil and who brought honor to our family name on field trips. I wanted a Stepford child and I wanted it NOW! I knew a few things about some of these other moms, if you catch my meaning, and surely it wasn’t fair that they had these easy children, or that God made them so much better at parenting than I was.  In my secret heart, though, I was pretty sure that I was so awful that I deserved a difficult child and that, in fact, the child was difficult because of MY sin. So, I surely kept these thoughts to myself at homeschool support group meetings and especially at church.
Then I met Claudia, and Davene; Chris and Joyce.  The list could go on and on.  I made friends; good friends.  I got to know people well enough that I got to see who they really were and what they were really like in the privacy of their homes.  Guess what?  These were some “weird” people with outrageous kids.  I mean, some of their kids were presentable, but they all had at least one who was “out there.”  They had kids who feared shampoo, had mental illnesses, horrid tempers, learning disabilities, wills stronger than Dobson’s book-writing abilities, and eccentricities galore.  They just did a decent job of keeping these things out of the public eye because they too wondered why God was letting this happen in their lives.  In fact, some of these gals made me feel competent and my daughter a poster-girl for normalcy.
After a few years of maturity, experience and Bible study, I adopted a policy of being transparently honest with others instead of trying to masque our flaws in an effort to be more acceptable to outside expectations.  Why had I spent years letting someone else’s laws, or potentially false appearances, condemn me?  God was not condemning me, He was blessing my children and family.  Yes, I had a difficult child, but all children are naughty. . .gifted children especially.  A strong will bent on righteousness is powerful and I had the opportunity to help shape that will for potentially amazing things for the Kingdom of God.  Yes, our homeschool was as unconventional as any on the planet, but who says (other than the Marxists or the secular humanist clone factories also known to some of you as the public school) that we all have to be the same, or that one person’s education has to even remotely resemble another’s?  Our eccentric little school was just right for not conforming our already non-compliant daughter to the standards of this pagan world, but gave us a shot at transforming her and renewing her mind.  The Bible didn’t lead me to some standardization of my daughter, so why should I compare myself to someone else’s?  Finally, God wasn’t punishing me, He was protecting my children.  I can’t imagine what would have happened to my kids at the High Church of Secular Humanism (a.k.a. public school).  Did some bad things happen in our home because of sinful, angry choices I made, or really stupid things I did?  You bet; sin had its consequences in my house and it still does.  However, my primary sin was ingratitude.  God gave me three children (two who love to do school and even one who loves to be quiet and organize things and who thinks bathing is a luxury to be indulged) and a husband to support and protect us so that I can spend pretty much all day, every day preparing their little hearts for eternity.  I had some nerve to hold a pity party because I didn’t have it as “easy” as I thought I “deserved.”  Maybe parents of those easy kids don’t have the mettle to raise a daughter like mine?  Maybe God chooses wisely which children to place in our homes?  That’s a paradigm shift in my thinking, let me tell you!
In The Tigger Movie it turns out that while Tigger really is the only one, he isn’t alone.  He has Pooh and Piglet and Owl and even Eeyore to love him (and they each have their own issues to deal with too).  That’s what we need to be to each other.  You might be Rabbit, but you can love and support the Roo in your homeschool group or church.  God is calling out a remnant to serve Him.  Isn’t that WHY you chose to homeschool. . .to train your children in righteousness so that they can stand in an evil day?  Did you think there wouldn’t be forces out to destroy your work, to discourage you where you are most vulnerable?  If we are honest, most of us have profound issues in our lives that make us struggle and condemn ourselves (and to assume that other would condemn us if they knew too).  Instead of hiding the struggles, share them.  Otherwise, how can we bear one another’s burdens?  (Hey, you might be depriving others of treasure in Heaven!)  I promise you, you are NOT the only one.
The wonderful thing about homeschool

Is homeschool’s a wonderful thing!

We struggle to be more Christ-like,
With each day and the struggle it brings.

We’re goofy, quirky, crazy, perky,
Fun, fun, fun, fun, fun.

But the most wonderful thing about homeschooler’s is

Your not the only one!

YOU’RE NOT THE ONLY ONE!

Hoo, hoo, hoo, hoo!

