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Paideia Board
Welcomes New
Members

Six new members have joined the Paideia board of
Trustees. They are Keith Adams, Kellie Bruce, Tiffany
Cochran Edwards, Sonya Ko, Thad Sheely and Sharon Zealey. All are current parents.
Keith is a private practice attorney. He and his spouse
Teri are the parents of one alum, Lauren ’18 and senior
Keith Jr. A native of Trinidad, who grew up in Brooklyn,
Keith is a former Fulton County prosecutor and DeKalb
County assistant district attorney. A longtime parent volunteer, he has worked with Eat Lunch with Your Child,
the high school Mock Trial Team, chaperoned school trips
and been a class speaker.
Kellie is a community volunteer. On the way to a pursuing a teaching career, she took a detour to “see the world”
as a flight attendant with Delta Air Lines. At Paideia she
has co-chaired the Auction, been a baseball team parent
more on page 2

Keith Adams

Kellie Bruce

Tiffany Cochran Edwards

Sonya Ko

Thad Sheely

Sharon Zealey

First
Day
Stories

Donna Lennon, Morning Half
Day
It was time for art, and a boy
in the morning half day was preparing to get started. “What are
you going to paint?” his teacher
asked. “A masterpiece!” was the
reply.
Lauren Jonker ’95,
Elementary library
I was walking a new kindergarten student to class this morning
when he noticed Paul’s golf cart
parked. He stopped mid-stride,
stared at the golf cart and said,
“Whoa! I didn’t know you had a
golf course at this school! Where
is it? Can we go golfing?”
continued on page 9
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Paideia Students National Merit Honorees
Nineteen Paideia seniors have been honored by the National Merit Scholarship Competition and Program as semi-finalists and commended based on their PSAT scores. The
students are: Ashley Aaron, Gabriel Anderson, Sam Colton, Aidan Conley, Carsten
Greiner, Alec Harris, Shaam Kanji, Ella Kim, Nikhel Krishna, Catherine London,
Vinson Martin, Elijah McCauley, Owen Nesbit, Javier Pardo, Meredith Salzinger,
Sarah Schapiro, Leo Sullivan, Shyam Tridandapani and Stokes Willingham.
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Vinson Martin

Board of Trustees
continued from page 1

as well as a room parent, and chaired senior
athlete recognition for the Booster Club.
She and her spouse David have three sons,
John ’19, Will ’21 and Nick ’27.
Tiffany is the national brand manager for
the Cochran Law Firm. She and her spouse
Javarro are the parents of Emerson ’26.
A former broadcast news reporter and anchor, Tiffany has volunteered extensively at
Paideia and has worked with the AfricanAmerican Leaders group for students, the
Black Parent Organization, Parents for Action, Reflection, and Equity, Eat Lunch with
your Child, and Grandparents’ Day as well
being a class parent.
Sonya is a retired bank executive and a
community volunteer. She and her spouse
Mike Crowley are the parents of Alex ’23
and Connor ’27. Sonya has worked on
many Paideia events including Eat Lunch
with Your Child, Grandparents and Special Friends’ Day, and pizza sales. She is a
board member of the Global Village Project
and the Lola (Women’s Club and Community); and a CASA volunteer (foster child
advocate).
Thad is the chief operating office for the
Atlanta Hawks. He and his spouse Gabby
are the parents of Ben ’26 and Nick ’28.
Thad’s career has combined sports and development, developing stadiums for the Miami Heat, New York Jets and most recently
the Hawks and State Farm Arena. He and
Gabby co- chaired the Fall BBQ.
Sharon is an attorney and compliance
consultant. She is the founder and managing partner of NextGen Compliance LLC.
She and her spouse Huiling Chen are the
parents of Owen Zealey-Chen ’22. Sharon
is a former chief ethics and compliance officer at the Coca-Cola Company. She also
was U.S. Attorney for the Southern District of Ohio, Assistant U.S. Attorney, and
Deputy Ohio Attorney General. At Paideia,
she has served as the ninth grade class parent, volunteered with Eat Lunch with Your
Child, the swim team and orchestra.
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A “Why I Teach” Remix
Every year at the faculty/staff retreat before the start of school, Paul Bianchi, head of school,
would ask teachers from different levels of the school, to give a speech about why they are
teachers. There were no such speeches at this year’s retreat, but here is a remix of speeches
given in years past.

Why I Teach
By Miranda Knowles ‘00

“Miranda, this is Paul B. Please call me
ASAP.” My heart sank as I looked at the
timestamp on the call because I’d been
coaching at the ultimate camp Michael
and I run together all morning and only
check my phone at lunch, I’d let the call
go unanswered for almost three hours.
I wondered, “What could Paul possibly be calling about? Had we forgotten
to reserve Python Park and had no insurance for the 50 kids out there sprinting
around in the hot sun? Had Paul seen the
ridiculously hard summer homework I’d
just sent out to my 34 unsuspecting AP Bio
students? And most importantly, did this
have to do with the fact that I hadn’t gotten
my contract yet?”
So I called Paul back before wolfing
down my mid-camp day meal, covered in
dirt and sweat, while pacing around the
Python parking lot in cleats. Am I the first
person ever to be relieved by being asked
to give a “Why I Teach Speech”?
In any case, my fear did subside as I
realized I would live to teach and coach
another day, finally becoming calm as
I hung up the phone. But I was quickly
filled with a new fear, the trepidation that
when I gave this speech, I would have to
tell the truth…my secret truth about why
I do this job, my dream job. Here it is…I
don’t actually teach. I coach.
What I mean is that teaching sounds so
unidirectional, like I might stand at the
front of my classroom with information
wildly spewing from my mouth to the students’ ears for 50 minutes straight without
a question from them or a conversation together. Coaching, on the other hand sounds

like something
you do to help
bring a group
together to
learn something maybe
they couldn’t
have learned
by themselves,
with a computer, or from the input of just one person.
In fact, the best word for what I feel I
am is likely “educator”. If that term didn’t
sound so pretentious and lame, I’d totally
use it because the root word, educe, means
to bring out or develop something latent or
potential. How amazing to believe that all
the values and ideas we’re hoping to teach
our students might actually already exist
inside them, and our job is to simply coax
these qualities out and to the forefront of
their beings.
We aren’t trying to impose our knowledge or beliefs on our students, we are
helping them realize parts of themselves
that were always there but just needed a
little nudge. As a student, I first felt this in
many of your classrooms---the feeling that
I loved Bob Dylan and wanted to commit
Blonde on Blonde to memory, I’d just never heard his music until I was in Joseph’s
class. That I wanted to be able to communicate with as many people in the world as
possible, but hadn’t thought in French until
Eddy and Joanna told me I could.
And what a cool responsibility, to help
people bring out in themselves what will
make them into their best selves. In the
current state of our world and especially
this wacky country, it is clear that this
responsibility has not been taken seriously
enough by teachers in recent years — we
look around and see so many people who

are able to dismiss facts for feelings and
focus more on the divisive differences between two people rather than the similarities that make us a unified community.
This connects why I teach to why I
teach what I teach. Now, I do believe that
I am a Paideia biology coach as much as
a Paideia ultimate coach, but it is easier to
understand why, given the current ethical
landscape, I would want to use ultimate
Frisbee to educate my students.
Ultimate Frisbee is everything you think
it is. It is a sport, but is also unlike many
other sports. It is self-officiated for better
and for worse. Television sports commentator Howard Cosell said that “Ultimate is
a refreshing reminder of what sport was
meant to be, and still, on rare occasions,
can be.”
Having played sports for as long as I
can remember, I believe that sport should
bring out the best in each of us—the athletes, the coaches and the fans. It should
bring us together, even if we are from different schools, different neighborhoods,
or different backgrounds. Sports should
showcase the better angels of our nature.
Now that I’ve played ultimate for more
than half my life, I can articulate what
Cosell saw as promise in this new, unpolished game. He saw that when there are no
referees on the field, or rather when there
are no external referees, because really, all
14 competing athletes are referees while
the disc is live, Cosell saw that in this situation, each competitor has a choice.
That choice is no longer between “Do
I do whatever it takes to win and hope
the ref doesn’t see?” and “Do I follow the
rules no matter who’s watching and probably lose?”, two fairly bad choices because
both winning and following the rules have
rewards, but rarely can be accomplished
simultaneously.
In ultimate, the choice is simply between right and wrong. Do you know the
rules, follow the rules and trust your opponent to follow the rules? Then that’s right
and you can feel good about it, no matter
what the win/loss outcome is. Really what
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I’m talking about is sportsmanship, something all sports can have, but again, is rare.
And even in ultimate, it doesn’t always
work — some people let their desire to win
overshadow the core values of the sport.
But when that happens, the community
holds those people responsible in the same
way that the NBA might fine Dramond
Green to keep him from kicking people.
This means that qualities like integrity,
honesty, mutual respect, and humility are
often showcased in the same athletes who
are making it into the ESPN Top 10 these
days for their ultimate prowess.
Given the impact that athletes have as
role models for youth, isn’t this a great
path to increasing the overall integrity,
honesty, respect and humility of our community and maybe even the world? Maybe
I am a dreamer, but that is the world in
which I want to live. A world where I
can be confident that my all-time starting
seven ultimate team of King, Tubman,
Gandhi, Malala, Mandela, Rabin, and
Roosevelt would be a great team – not
because they would win every game, but
because they would play the sport the way
all sports should be played.
Given that we have a choice as coaches
to help bring out certain qualities in the
children who look to us for guidance, I
find ultimate to be an easy vehicle for
showcasing some amazing values already
held by Paideia kids.
A more difficult question for me, then,
is why biology in addition to ultimate.
Scientists are some of the most hypercompetitive, narrowly focused, odd people on
this earth. There is nothing inherently good
about biology that is not also good about
history or mathematics or literature. So
this was a more personal choice for me.
My father has been a teacher his whole
professional life--- teaching combinatorics down the street at Emory. But when he
wasn’t in his classroom, he could usually
be found on the basketball court — coaching Emory’s first intercollegiate men’s
basketball team, playing in Emory’s noontime faculty game or Paideia’s dad game

but most likely coaching me from the moment I could dribble until I graduated high
school. He had played throughout high
school and college himself but basketball
is not just something fun, that he is good at
or enjoys, it is an obsession.
Tivo opened a whole new world of
preoccupation and he often still stays up
til the wee hours of the night watching or
re-watching games from that day. To an
untrained eye, this may seem crazy and
maybe you still think I’m talking about
coaching sports rather than science, but
bear with me. Growing up spending most
of my childhood with my dad after my
parents divorced I realized that his focus
on basketball was more than a wacky hobby, it was a dedication and it was love.
You see his dad, my grandfather, had actually been a professional basketball player. This was before the NBA, so the only
way to make money playing basketball
was to be part of a traveling team that went
around the country, challenging local players in front of small crowds in high school
gyms. If you were from upper Manhattan,
you played for the Harlem Globetrotters. If
you were a Jew from Detroit, you played
for the House of David.
When my dad remembers bidding his
dad goodbye on summer-long barnstorming tours with his four Orthodox bearded
teammates—yes, they only carried five
guys on the whole team—I’m sure he
knew that the only thing that could take his
dad away from the family was a true passion, so my dad spent those summer days
alone with my grandma shooting hoops in
their driveway.
I imagine my grandfather coming home
from his trip to find his son hoping to challenge him to a game of one-on-one to show
him three months’ worth of improvement.
This game had to happen before September, though, because both my grandparents
were also teachers (And back then, school
started in September!). My grandmother
was the art teacher at the high school down
the street and my grandfather a history
teacher at one of the first schools in Pinel-
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las County, Florida, whose faculty and student body were racially balanced.
I know, I know. This still has nothing to
do with biology. As you can see, the passion for sports didn’t end with my dad. I
could also talk about basketball all day,
having also spent many a summer shooting hoops alone in my backyard on the
court my dad built for me. After hearing
so many stories in the admiring memories
of my dad of how hard my grandfather
worked, not only to perfect his crossover
but also to cultivate an inspiring and entertaining classroom environment, how could
I not continue the family tradition?
But that is all I had to go on to know
my grandfather—passed on memories of
him as a basketball player, an educator, a
coach… also photos of him, organizing interbase sports competitions during his days
as a staff sergeant in the army air corps,
the precursor to the air force, in southern
England leading to D-Day. Tragically, this
amazing man died just a few years after
his basketball career ended, when my dad
was finishing college and before I was
born, of a rare disease called CreutzfeldtJakob Disease, or CJD.
CJD, as I learned from paper encyclopedias the first time I heard about this cruel
illness as a child, is sort of like Mad Cow
Disease or Scrapie. Infectious, lethal, but
with unknown etiology. When I got to college, I asked more questions of my professors and found that CJD is a prion disease,
meaning that a naturally-occurring protein
misfolds and then runs rampant through
the body, changing all other normal proteins into this misfolded disease state. The
misfolded proteins don’t function normally
and instead clog up organs of the body,
usually the brain.
As I grew older, the stories my dad told
about his dad’s death betrayed the horror
of CJD---my grandfather had fallen ill one
autumn. He had just been named assistant
principal of his school and was dead four
months later having passed through every
depressing stage of dementia, memory loss
and loss of function in fast forward.
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In 1974, local hospitals had no idea
what they were looking at so my dad and
grandmother drove my grandfather from
Florida to the Mayo Clinic in Minnesota,
basically the Mecca of medical knowledge…and though they were able to diagnose him, they could not help him.
When I got to graduate school, I learned
that CJD presents very similarly to Alzheimer’s disease, but on a different time
scale; and just two years ago at a conference, I heard the world’s most prominent
prion disease researcher classify not only
Alzheimer’s but also Parkinson’s as being
very similar in pathology to CJD.
Though 40 years have passed since my
grandfather died, there would be no different course of treatment for someone today
with the same diagnosis.
As an only child of an only child of an
only child, who at times could be very
angsty as a teen, I often felt closest to
this one grandfather I never met. You see,
when someone dies young, they are often
romanticized and only the stories extolling
their virtues are told. They aren’t there to
reprimand you like your parents or grow
old like living grandparents. But that is
how my vision of my grandfather was created—and to think of the unfairness of his
passing before I could meet him or before,
as my dad would often say, he could see
me play basketball, was cruel. And I didn’t
understand how or why something so awful could happen to such a good person.
Though my grandfather was observant,
that part was not passed on to me—my
dad lost his faith when CJD took his father, his role model, his coach, so young.
So where does an agnostic like me turn
for answers to these questions like why do
certain people get sick? Why him? Why so
fast, so difficult, so unstoppable? Really,
biology was the only logical answer.
In college, I found solace and power in
studying the brain, that poorly understood
organ that had betrayed my grandfather. I
majored in neuroscience and got my masters in neurophysiology, hoping someday
to discover the reasons or meaning behind

his illness. If I couldn’t save my grandfather, maybe I could save someone’s grandfather—with knowledge and innovation.
While doing my own research in graduate school, I was also required to teach
introductory physiology in the masters of
nursing program. My students were amazing people who had seen so much in the
nursing field already and were overjoyed
to find the root causes of conditions they’d
seen in clinic. I also loved teaching. As
you know there is a special joy when you
and a student care about the same thing at
the same time, making an unspoken agreement to continue thinking about that thing
for a long time.
I began to realize I could have a bigger
impact teaching great people to care about
human biology and about understanding
the causes of disease than I could simply
doing my own experiments everyday—
some sort of altruistic pyramid scheme.
And I felt closer to my family—-some
days even channeling my dad, my grandma or my grandfather in the classroom.
There’s a picture of my grandfather in
my classroom in the high school building
and I often wonder if he would be proud
of me. If I believed in an afterlife or something watching down on us—and I often
wish I did—I’d say I hope he is honored
by my work. But since I believe in only
the harsh tenets of biology, I can really
only say that I am proud of myself, that

Why

I love teaching our students and I am so
proud of what they do in science beyond
my classroom. Maybe if I keep teaching
biology, in another 40 years, there will be
prevention, treatment, and a cure for prion
diseases, all developed by Paideia alums.
There is no quality I hope to find in my
students at the end of the year that wasn’t
there when we began. I believe that there
is an honest athlete and a curious scientist
in every one of us. Everyone has the capability to be just, fair, competitive, full
of integrity, brave and inquisitive. Perhaps
I am a naïve optimist, also believing that
there is inherent good in people and in
our world. But as a realist, I know that all
qualities can be consumed and overcome
by fear, boredom, lack of caring, disappointment, discouragement or unfairness.
In a world where so many are inclined
to disbelieve fact, science is a pretty strong
weapon to use for the side of reason.
And in a cultural climate where people
are inclined toward hate and dwelling on
differences, I believe mutual respect and
honesty are likely to be some of the best
things we can empower in our students.
But lucky me, it’s my JOB, through the vehicles of biology and ultimate, to beckon
with both hands for the goodness to come
to the forefront of our students’ minds and
self-identities. So a better question than
why do I teach, is what I do instead of
teaching? Well, I coach.

I Teach

by Elisa Herrera

I’ve been pondering the why I teach question while driving
long stretches through Texas this summer on my road trip. And,
because Texas is so big and not so entertaining for driving, I
think I finally figured it out. I teach because I was cursed.
Now, you’re thinking to yourself...who would curse Elisa?
Whatever would she do to warrant a curse? While I cannot attest to what I may or may not have done in previous lifetimes, this one was simple. It was
a Mother’s Curse that set the plan in motion. Some of you out there may be familiar with
this Curse, whether you have children of your own or you, too, have been subject to this
Curse. Its wording is simple, although there are several variations. My mother’s version
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was, “I hope you have children as difficult
as you are being.” Add to that difficult,
stubborn, oppositional, snarky, etc. At the
time, I laughed, as I had no plans to have
children of my own. Little did I know.
I was a Jekyll and Hyde child, the picture perfect academic angel at school and
hell on wheels at home. Part of that was
the due to the fact that Catholic school
scared the crap out of me. I went to Holy
Trinity School in upstate New York. It
just closed this year. I started when I was
5. Yes, there were nuns. True, by the time
I arrived, there were only three. Sister
Matilda, Sister Kathleen, and Sister Mary
Dorothy. I dodged a bullet my first two
years there. I didn’t get Sister Matilda for
first grade. I got Miss Klem, a soft spoken
woman who had long brown hair past
her butt, ala Crystal Gayle. I thought she
was wonderful, and she “rewarded” us
with dittos of old work so we could play
school at home. My poor brother. He was
a scant year and a half younger, my constant shadow and the often recipient of my
hell on wheels actions. Miss Klem’s dittos
became the foundation of my “at home”
school, which can only be compared to
some sadistic torture device for boys. In
addition to forcing my brother to learn to
read via Frog and Toad books, makeovers
were part of the curriculum. To this day,
my brother hates Frog and Toad and shudders each time he encounters frosted blue
eye shadow. My only defense is that he is
now a much better reader than I am...and
the guys on Star Trek were my inspiration.
The rest of Catholic School was kind
of a blur...until sixth grade, when my luck
ran out and I got Sister Kathleen. Sister
Kathleen whispered when she was angry...
and she seemed to whisper a lot. She also
decided that I, being the only Hispanic
student in the school besides my little
brother, would be in charge of teaching
the class how to pronounce everything in
our textbook sections on Latin America. I
didn’t speak Spanish. I distinctly remember
her asking me how to pronounce the capital of Peru (my father’s native country).

After I begrudgingly pronounced Lima,
she replied, “See, kids, it’s LIMA...like
the bean.” It was also the only time I ever
got sent to the principal’s office…because,
when we had to fill in one of those bubble
test forms, Sister Kathleen informed me
that I didn’t know how to properly spell
my middle name...which is Cristina....and
in Spanish does not have an H. As Sister
Kathleen put it, “’Christ’ is in Christina. Go
to the principal.” Sigh. Did I mention I was
a goody two shoes in school? Imagine the
bafflement of the principal and my undying
embarrassment about having to ask her to
pull my file to get the correct spelling of
my middle name. Imagine it upping a level
when the principal realizes only my middle
initial was in the file, resulting in her calling my mother at work to find out how to
properly spell my middle name. At that
point, even I wasn’t sure how to spell it. A
little thrill of vindication ran through me
when my mom confirmed my spelling and
I had to go back to correct Sister Kathleen.
I’d like to pretend that my Jekyll and
Hyde-ness was the result of trying to hold
it together at school and just letting loose
at home. It wasn’t, though school may
have intensified it. It was just something
I had to outgrow....which I did, ironically,
around 15, when all my peers were moving into that mindset. But it was too late
for me, the Curse was taking hold and was
soon to manifest.
I survived eight years of Catholic
school, followed by five years in a private
prep school (similar uniforms...only polo
shirts! and nicer teachers). I went to Vassar with the intention of getting my degree
in International Studies and spending the
rest of my life abroad, maybe working in
an embassy or as a diplomat. I chose the
Soviet Union as my geographic area of
study. When it collapsed, I was faced with
a bevy of baffled professors, all of them
shrugging their shoulders at what might
come next. Stalwartly, I forged ahead. As
a distraction, I auditioned for shows. As
luck would have it, I had ended up in a
story theatre production my sophomore
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year. The cast loved working together but
no system existed for us to work together
again. Did I mention the stubborn part
has never completely abated? My friend
Lauren and I got us listed as a Vassar organization, found an education professor
to sponsor us, and arranged to work with
an afterschool program teaching kids. For
three years, the Patchwork Players taught,
wrote our own shows, and helped the kids
write theirs. I should mention that, of the
original crew of a dozen or so, at least six
of us have ended up being teachers. When
I didn’t know what do about grad school
except plow onward, Judy Wohl, that
lovely education professor who sponsored
us until we were an official Vassar organization, suggested that I try a summer
program in educational theatre at NYU.
I applied. A few months later, I get a call
around the time my grad acceptances and
rejections rolled in from a Dutchman at
NYU, “Hallo, my name is Frans Rijnbout
and I’d like to welcome you to the master’s program at NYU. Congratulations.”
Um, thanks? The Curse still wending its
dastardly way around me.
I finished Vassar, still clueless of my
destiny, headed for GREAT THINGS in
international something...to spend summers at NYU and academic years at
George Washington in international development. I spent part of a glorious summer
in London and New York, playing drama
games, working in British schools, acting.
I got offered a job as an actor teacher in a
great educational theatre company in New
York, which I had to turn down to move
to D.C., a move which was followed by a
horrific semester, made only tolerable by
an internship writing curricula for an arts
program. In my grad program, the head
made it his mission to break a new student
each week. I watched him pick each of us
off, reducing adults to tears. When I realized he would be my advisor, I decided to
leave. I had no plan. I was turning down
the scholarship that paid for me to be able
to live in D.C. In a daze, I turned to the
head of the nonprofit I was writing mate-
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rial for…”Teach,” Aleta said. “It’s in you.”
I held onto that life raft...one I wasn’t sure
was made as a flotation device or a lead
weight. I applied for schools in New York
and hoped she was right. I had never before pondered it. I was going to be going
to Bank Street and NYU. I had no idea if
this was the right choice. But, the Curse
knew.
So, now I’m here, entering my 10th
year of teaching...and talking to you, on
my 34th birthday. And, I’ve gotten them.

Those who were as difficult as I was. My
mom chuckled when I complained of a
few my first years teaching. Because she
knew. It’s ironic that I teach sixth grade,
looking back at Sister Kathleen. That
Curse, it’s why I teach. It’s how I got here.
I didn’t know it at the time, but it was a
blessing as well. Without it, I might not
have found the thing I think I’m best at,
reading kids, hopefully being bits from all
the best teacherfolk I have had or know,
learning from all those I’ve had that were

simply awful. Without it, I would never
have had a place to use my knowledge
gleaned from being a Jekyll and Hyde kid,
from torturing my brother, from growing
up. I would have missed out on a lot of
those smiley, glowy moments I get from
watching kids “get it” or realize that I
“get” them. If I could go back to that fateful day the Curse was first issued, I’d tell
that little girl that she’s in for quite a ride...
and that mom’s Curses. They work. Thank
goodness.

Why I Teach

different kinds
of schools.
There were elite
private schools
like Latin and
Francis Parker,
solid Catholic
schools, and
tough inner city
public schools.
Before I go any further I should also talk
a little bit about my parents. They are the
kind of people who put every cent they
had, and even money they didn’t have
into their five kids, and they never did
anything for themselves. This mindset led
them to scrape enough money together to
send all of us to St. Michael’s for grade
school, which was across the street from
our house.
The majority of my friends attended
public schools, and I remember when we
would compare schools some of them
would recount stories of fights breaking
out between them and their classmates,
and teachers struggling to maintain control
of the classroom. Fortunately or unfortunately for me the only hitting I had to worry about came from the nuns teaching us. I
remember thinking that my friends had to
deal with a lot more chaos than I did at my
school, and that it had to be really difficult
to learn a lot amidst all of that uncertainty.
However, that by no means meant that
I ever contemplated a career as a teacher.

I remember that in fifth grade my teacher
was a very young rookie trying to find her
way. We were typical unruly fifth graders,
and on several occasions she broke down
crying when students refused to listen
to her. As I watched Ms. Kalas struggle
through her first year of teaching I felt
sorry for her, but my overriding thought
was why would anyone ever subject themselves to this kind of torture. That pretty
much summed up my outlook on the
teaching profession throughout my grade
school and junior high years.
When it was time to go to high school,
I wanted to go to the neighborhood public school. I was really excited, because
this was going to be the first time I was
going to have the opportunity to go to
school with my neighborhood friends.
Unbeknownst to me my parents were not
as thrilled with this idea. By junior high
a few of my friends had gotten into minor trouble, and one of them had started
to hang out with gang members. So my
parents had me take the Catholic High
Schools test. I remember arguing with
them about why I even needed to do that
when we all knew I was going to public
school. Anyway when the results of the
test came back I found out that I was accepted to St. Ignatius College Prep, and
my parents told me that was where I was
going to attend high school. Of course
none of my friends were going to attend
St. Ignatius, and I was really pissed off.

By Che Calix, Junior High Science Teacher

When I think about what led me towards
a career in education I think that it can
be boiled down to one word privilege. I
don’t think it should be a privilege for a
child to receive a quality education in this
country, but unfortunately that is the world
we live in. All my life I noticed that some
people had access to a quality education
while others did not. I also noticed that
those who had the privilege of receiving a
quality education usually had access to the
so-called American Dream. I think a big
part of the reason why I was so sensitive
to the idea of privilege at a young age had
a lot to do with where I grew up… in Chicago during the 1970s and ’80s. Chicago
has a notorious reputation for being one of
the most segregated cities in the country.
However, the neighborhood I grew up in
was one of the few areas of the city that
was integrated both racially and socioeconomically. My house was three blocks
away from Cabrini Green, which was one
of the largest and most violent housing
projects in the city, and four blocks away
from the Gold Coast, which as you can
probably tell from the name was a very
wealthy neighborhood. Then you had my
immediate neighborhood, which was made
up of families who were members of the
working poor up to middle class families.
Within this environment you had a lot of

more
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St. Ignatius was known as a strong academic school that attracted students from
all over Chicago and the suburbs. I still
remember my first day there. Towards
the end of the day the head of the school
had all of the freshmen assemble in the
library and announced that we were lucky
to be attending, “An island of excellence
surrounded by a sea of mediocrity.” I still
remember thinking, “Wow these are some
arrogant bastards.” I even told my mom
about it when I returned home, and If I
remember this correctly she said something like, “I know that they are jerks,
but you will learn a lot.” During my four
years at St. Ignatius I received two kinds
of education. One was an excellent academic education, and the other was navigating Chicago’s segregated mindset.
St. Ignatius was a rude awakening for
me in several ways. First of all I went from
being one of the smartest kids in the class
to being average. I also struggled socially.
My background was pretty working class,
and to me it seemed as though the majority black students at St. Ignatius stepped
right off the set of the Cosby show, and
they were much more sophisticated than
I was. In addition to that there were a
number of white kids who let you know
that this was “Their school,” and people
of color should tread lightly. At lunch the
majority of kids sat in groups based upon
race first, and then social strata. I sat at the
United Nations table of misfits. We were
all geeks, but we were diverse… me, another black guy, a Puerto Rican guy, three
Mexican guys, a white guy, and a Chinese
guy. However, this social alliance did not
extend past the school day. So I never felt
like I really belonged, and I retreated back
to my neighborhood as soon as the school
day ended.
My core friends were still the guys
from my neighborhood, and every once
in a while we would talk about our high
schools, and when we got older the
prospect of college. At St. Ignatius there
was no doubt that you were going to college. The question was which college

you would attend. For my neighborhood
friends they were just interested in graduating from high school. It was during this
time that I really began to realize how
privileged I was. All my life my parents
made sacrifices so that I would have the
opportunity to do anything that I wanted
to, while being pretty much free of the
obstacles that my friends had to face. Later
in life I even wised up enough to thank my
parents for sending me to St. Ignatius.
Even though I was aware of the privileges that my education had given to me I
still never considered becoming a teacher.
In my senior year of high school I finally
made the basketball team, and even though
I rarely played I just knew that there had to
be a college somewhere where I would be
able to play. Luckily enough for me I was
able to find a school with a poor enough
basketball program where I was able to
walk on and play. So for the next couple
of years I focused on basketball, and managed to do just enough academically. Then
in the middle of my junior year I had a
sort of awakening. I started thinking about
the fact that basketball was going to be
done soon, and I should probably start
thinking about a career. During this time I
was also reading a lot of books about the
Civil Rights movement, and I remember
thinking about the sacrifices that so many
people made for me, and that I really
hadn’t done anything for anyone other
than myself. At that point I decided that I
was going to apply myself academically,
and that I wanted to become a teacher. At
that time I was thinking mostly of becoming a college professor, but I knew that I
wanted to teach in some capacity.
For the next year and a half I poured
myself into my studies, because I knew
that I wanted to attend graduate school
and eventually teach. To make a long
story short, I did end up going to graduate school, and earned a masters degree in
history, but after I graduated I ended up
working in social work instead of teaching. I finally felt like I was giving back,
but I wasn’t teaching and I knew that I had
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to figure out a way to get into the classroom. Luckily for me my brother-in-law
taught at a Catholic School in Englewood,
which is on the Southside of Chicago, and
there were no certification requirements
to teach there. The school also gave me
the opportunity to teach in the inner city,
and I felt like I had found my calling. I
remember being thrilled at the possibility of finally getting into the classroom,
so I applied for the job and was hired to
teach science, reading, social studies, gym,
coach basketball/flag football, and act as
the athletic director. All for the lofty salary
of $19,000 a year.
I remember the first year being extraordinarily hard. Some of my students really
wanted to learn, but there were just as
many that had no internal motivation. I
thought that my shared background would
help me, but it only did to a point, and
there were a lot of hard lessons I learned
that year. However, the two years I spent at
St. Benedict the African was a great training ground, and I really loved my students.
I also worked hard to help my students get
into some of Chicago’s selective public
high schools, and earn scholarships to
Catholic high schools. Unfortunately I just
couldn’t support my family on that salary
otherwise I probably would have never left.
The next five years were a whirlwind.
I went through a divorce, and I left teaching, but I always knew that I wanted to get
back to the classroom. Luckily I found a
job at a charter school in Chicago’s Rogers
Park neighborhood, and I again thought I
found my home. The school was incredibly diverse, and I felt like was helping to
open doors for some of the students. I remember one class I taught in particular that
had students who were born in Jamaica,
Albania, Ghana, and Guatemala. I taught
U.S. history, and it was interesting to see
how the children of immigrants viewed our
country’s past and were quickly able to recognize the discrepancies between what this
country espouses to be, and what it actually
is. However, life threw me a curveball once
continued on page 13

COMMUNITY
First Day

continued from page 1

Jennifer Swift ’88, junior high
homebase teacher
We had kids run around the house
to find something that has helped
them cope with COVID-19 and quarantine and show it to the class. Kristian Budd Alston brought his mom,
Kristi Budd!
Gavin Drummond, high school
English teacher
I always ask students their favorite
ice-cream flavor as an ice-breaker . . .
I’m happy to report that Cookie
Dough, Cookies and Cream and Mint
Choc Chip are still the favorites!!
Brett Hardin, high school
principal
This may not be a story, but I
am proud to say in one class I used
Zoom, breakout groups, Zoom whiteboard, Jamboard, Kahoot and Google
docs! All of it worked.

First Day Back on
Campus for Lower
Elementary
Dan Durell, elementary teacher
When asked to name yourself on
Zoom with your favorite drink so
his teachers could organize different
break out rooms, one student named
himself “Blood of my Enemies.” I
had to mute myself laughing, said
Dan.
Britt Dunn ’96, elementary
teacher
I had a student ask “Can I take off
my shoes?” followed quickly by “Can
I take off my pants?” I don’t think
he’s quite made the transition from athome learning, yet.
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Urban Ag Students Learn, Grow
and Help Tackle Food Insecurity
Pandemic or no pandemic, the Paideia
farm must go on. And so must the farmers
from Paideia’s junior high, high school,
and the parents and alumni communities.
Since March, Tania Herbert, urban
agriculture coordinator and Erin Cescutti, farm manager, and Paideia students
have been working to support the three
non-profit farms that make up the Grassroots Growers Alliance (Paideia farm,
Thomasville Heights Elementary Farm
and the Women’s Metro Atlanta Transitional Center farm). All the food grown
on these farms is aggregated and donated
to food insecure families enabling the
farms to address food insecurity in a
concrete way. Additionally, the farms
connect the school and students to people
in diverse communities and provide an
opportunity to grow and learn.
Students like juniors Tate Vaccaro and
Isabel Seward, two of six summer farm
apprentices, spent the summer working on
the Paideia farm in southeast Atlanta. In
a summer when they acknowledge they
might otherwise have had lots of free time,
they have instead swatted bugs, harvested
tomatoes, okra, black turtle beans and
cucumbers, pulled spent zucchini plants
out of the ground, and prepared the soil for
new crops as the months rolled by.
“This summer when everything has
been cancelled or put on hold, I have a
purpose and I have a job,” said Isabel. “We
get to come here and do something constructive and be with our friends.” She and
Tate were not new to farming as they were
in junior high as part of Tom Painting’s
class participating in service learning on
the school farm. The students agreed that
some of their friends who have been stuck
at home have been a little jealous that they
get to work at the farm.
Being outdoors allows for social distancing with masks, and hand washing

Isabel Seward worked at the Paideia
farm this summer.

stations have been added. Because the
school’s farm program grows food for
food insecure families, many of whom
are elderly and/or have pre-existing health
conditions, the farm already was held to
strict food safety standards before the
coronavirus struck, according to Erin.
When the virus became an issue, added
precautions such as disinfecting already
washed harvest tools and supplies were
introduced. In addition, groups at the farm
were kept smaller than 10.
A number of parents have been volunteering at the farm including Sunita Diez,
parent of Kai, a 10th grader, and Kiran, a
seventh grader. She began working in May
and helped create the thriving herb garden.
She called her and her kids’ farm experience, “the perfect activity during quarantine” as they immersed themselves in the
peaceful environment and learned a lot.
“The amazing thing about Tania is
that she’s super organized and shares her
goals and knowledge with everyone,” said
Sunita. “And everything is being done so
carefully,” she said.
In addition to the herb garden, parents
and students helped build an on-farm community garden at the Paideia farm, sowed
out seeds in the new greenhouse, installed
native shrubs and flowers around the farm
for pollinators and built out almost an acre
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of farm beds for the fall crops.
Harvests go to a number of programs:
Intown Collaborative Ministries’ weekly
Saturday food pantry, Urban Recipe Food
Cooperatives and the Paideia sliding scale
Community Supported Agriculture (CSA)
program. An array of crops from sweet
potatoes to leafy greens to heirloom black
turtle beans, will be enjoyed by many
families, in a number of communities, regardless of their means. All in all, the Paideia Urban Agriculture program positively
impacts both Paideia families and those in
the school’s partner communities by working to increase access to good food.
With support from Paideia, the Thomasville Heights School Farm was created
in 2018, to connect Thomasville Heights
students and their families to good food.
Under the guidance of farmer-educator,
Eva Dickerson, this farm has thrived and
Paideia students continue to have the opportunity to work and learn in collaboration with this community through the
Grassroots Growers Alliance partnership.
In addition to the plentiful vegetables
growing on the farm, Paideia students
like senior Skye Jalal also thrived this
summer working under the guidance of
Farmer Eva. Skye arrived bright and early
one morning in early July to work along
the straight rows full of purple and green
okra. She enjoyed the work so much she
returned every day until the start of the
new school year.
Alum Celeste Padula ’16 also spent a
good bit of her post college summer working at Thomasville Heights as a farm assistant. At the end of the summer, Celeste
moved over to the Paideia farm to learn
greenhouse management skills and launch
the first Paideia community garden initiative. She will continue as a Paideia farm
assistant for the remainder of the school
year.

COMMUNITY
In a normal school year, Eva and the
Thomasville Heights elementary students
have classes on their school farm and the
students help to grow a huge amount of
food for their community. Our Paideia students would join them to help plant, harvest and take care of general farm tasks.
Both groups of students look forward to
a time, hopefully in the near future, when
they can come together again on the farm.
The third part of the Paideia farm story
(and the Grassroots Growers Alliance)
is the relationship with women who are
participating in an agricultural training
program at the Metro Transitional Center.
Leah Clements is the farmer/educator.
Participants broke ground Feb. 19 with
the mutual effort of Paideia students and
women at the facility who worked together
to build out their farm.
“Tania and Erin have been mentors to
me and all the students and women at the
facility,” said Leah. In addition to actual
farming, the Paideia Urban Ag program
runs monthly agricultural training workshops at the Transitional Center. The
fact that the women can be outside while
learning farming skills and growing a considerable amount of food, has been a plus,
especially in COVID-19 times where food
insecurity in Atlanta has skyrocketed. The

women in this program are excited to
be partners in the Grassroots Growers Alliance, and working with the
students to grow fresh vegetables for
food insecure families.
And another bonus for the women
working in the program is, that on certain days, they pick for themselves, so
Skye Jalal worked at the Thomasville Heights
some of the food stays on site. Crops
farm this summer.
are grown all year round and include:
potatoes, okra, squash, cucumbers,
peppers, red noodle beans, strawberries and sweet potatoes. “It’s so cool
to have this on-site garden, and that
my farmers also get to be a part of the
community,” said Leah.
Leah emphasized that the experience has benefitted both the Paideia students and the women at the
transitional center. “It kind of levels
the playing field in that they are all
Erin Cescutti is the Paideia farm manager.
‘farmers-in-training.’ Social learning
is a gift that both groups get… it dehas provided educational opportunities to
mystifies who these people are as they
students and enabled them to connect on
learn from each other, build meaningful
a meaningful level with diverse commurelationships, while breaking down stereonities. The three farms have grown over
types. Farming invigorates my farmers and
1,000 pounds of food since March. The
gives them the capacity to give back, to
experience has enabled Paideia students to
have a purpose.”
be actively involved in mutual aid efforts
The opportunity to work on all three
to address food inequities in their own city.
farms in the Grassroots Growers Alliance

The Eraser Toss
Tradition Continues
(Over 1,180 Miles)

Paideia lore says that the student who catches
an eraser thrown out by Paul Bianchi at the first
high school weekly meeting of the year is destined to become a teacher. This year, Paul “threw”
the eraser all the way from New Hampshire via
Zoom, and senior Layney McCord “caught” it at
her home in Georgia! The eraser came with note
wishing the Class of 2021 a great year.
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ALUMNI NEWS

Alumni material compiled by Sadie Burbank ’08, Alumni Relations Coordinator

• Peter McCormick ’92 was recently
promoted to Reader at Queen Mary
University of London where he heads a
lab of drug discovery working on novel
ways to treat a variety of diseases including cancer, obesity and neurological
diseases. In addition to his lab, Pater is
the proud father for four children aged
9, 2, 4 and 1. “If you are ever across the
pond looking for a fellow alum or research experience in London, please get
in touch!”
• Meico Marquette Whitlock ’02 has
founded Mindful Techie, a personal and
professional development organization
that helps change makers create worklife and tech-life balance through training, facilitation, and coaching. He is
the author of the Intention Planner and
has worked with organizations such

as Cigna, Greenpeace, and the World
Wildlife Fund and has been featured on
ABC News, Fox 5, Radio One.
• Rachel Shaffer ’08 recently completed her Ph.D. in environmental toxicology at the University of Washington
Seattle School of Public Health, following an MPH in environmental and occupational health (also at UW Seattle).
Her dissertation research focused on the
link between air pollution and dementia.
This fall, she will be starting a postdoctoral fellowship in EPA’s Office of
Research and Development.
• Emmy Yang ’12 is currently pursuing a master’s degree through the Theology, Medicine and Culture Fellowship
at Duke University. She finishes medical school at Mount Sinai in New York
City in 2021. She absolutely loves liv-

Thanks to Alumni Farmhands

ing in Durham, N.C.
• Adair Garrett ’17 is pursuing a BSMS
in civil engineering at Georgia Tech,
focusing on transportation systems and
transit planning. She recently became
the co-lead of the RCE Greater Atlanta
Mentorship Program, which works with
Civic Dinners to host events that allow
people to gather virtually and have conversations about important issues, including voting, mental health, and racial
equity. She also recently completed her
first civil engineering internship with
Kimley-Horn, a civil engineering firm
working on the Beltline.
• Asha Evans ’18 is currently attending Howard University where she is
pursuing a junior bioethics and double
biology major along with a psychology
minor.

Anna Zheng ’20

We are so grateful for our alumni volunteers who have returned to support important food justice work with Paideia Urban Ag in response to the
pandemic and food security! Interested in volunteering at Paideia Farm? Visit
www.paideiaschool.org/alumni/volunteering
Jamil Kareem ’03

Celeste Padula ’16

Sarah Brock ’15
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Why I Teach — Che Calix
Continued from page 8

again when I began to date a woman who
lived here in Atlanta. We did the long distance thing for a year, and then decided that
one of us had to move as the relationship
became more serious.
I decided to move, and found a job
teaching science for a KIPP school in East
Point. KIPP stands for the Knowledge Is
Power Program, and KIPP schools are
dedicated to bringing a first class education to underserved areas, so it was a natural fit for me. I taught there for two years,
and during the second year my now wife
was pregnant with my third daughter. I really enjoyed my job at KIPP, and I was invited to attend their principal training program, but my wife was concerned because
teaching at KIPP is all encompassing.
A couple of weeks before my daughter
was born my friend Oman called me, and
told me there was an opening at Paideia.
My wife was familiar with the school,
and she was excited. She wanted me to
go for it. I was a little more reticent about

the whole thing, because I liked my job,
however I did realize that with a new child
coming it would be tough to successfully
juggle being a teacher for 12 hours a day,
be a dutiful husband, attentive daddy to a
new born, and daddy travelling to see his
two older daughters so even though I had
reservations, I pursued the Paideia job.
As coincidence would have it my interview at Paideia was on the day after
my daughter Nia was born. When I came
to Paideia for the interview I was so exhausted that I wasn’t nervous at all. When
I returned to the hospital to recount the
interview with my wife all I could remember was that the headmaster Paul B. was
a pretty interesting dude, and during the
interview he told me that if I kept that tie
on I would scare the kids. I also remember
talking to Jennifer Cox, and her telling
me that kids at private schools need good
teachers just as much as poor kids.
A week or two later I was offered the
job, and I had a big decision to make. My
wife was all in for me going to Paideia, but
I was torn. There were a lot of things about
Paideia that I found intriguing, and I felt

like this school would give me he opportunity to really grow as a teacher. However,
the whole reason I got into education was
to teach poor minority kids to help them
gain access to higher education, and a life
where they would be able to make choices
rather than being trapped in dead end low
paying jobs. Part of me felt like I was selling out, but then I began to think about
things in a different way.
A lot of the students at Paideia are brilliant, and I expect that many of them will
be in important positions where they will
be able to offer jobs to others, and the
more exposure they have to people who
don’t look like them or share a similar
socio-economic background will help to
broaden their world view so that when
the time comes when they can lend a
helping hand to someone different from
them it won’t feel completely foreign. So
I obviously ended up taking the job here
at Paideia, and over the past seven years
between my experiences with the students,
and the relationships that I have developed
with many of you this place has become a
second home for me.

First Day Sharing
Natalie Rogovin, director of service learning and civic involvement
I was teaching the very first class
of the day, World History to ninth
grade students. In an attempt to
help them get to know each other
and bond we did a “show and tell”
icebreaker. Each student had 30 seconds to quickly grab something near
them that was special to them. Both
Brendan Brown and Henry Lopez
came back with these large teddy
bears. Our class decided this was no
mere coincidence, rather, a sign that
our class mascot must be a teddy
bear. I am going to get the teddy
bear my grandmother gave me when
I went off to college and put it in my
zoom background for the year! It
was such a sweet start to the year.
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THE PAIDEIA SCHOOL
1509 Ponce de Leon Avenue
Atlanta, Georgia 30307

THE PAIDEIA SCHOOL is nonsectarian, serving families
with children ages three through 18. Paideia does not dis-

criminate in employment or in admissions. It actively seeks
racial, cultural, and economic diversity in its student body.
The ancient Greek word Paideia conveys the concept of a
child’s total education: intellectual, artistic, and social.

The Paideia School Newsletter is published 10 times a year.
The deadline for the newsletter is the 1st of the preceding

month. Send all correspondence to Jennifer Hill, Editor, at
Paideia School, 1509 Ponce de Leon Avenue, Atlanta, GA
30307. Phone number is 404/377-3491, ext. 339; e-mail

address is hill.jennifer@paideiaschool.org. For informa-

tion about sports schedules and upcoming events visit our
web site at www.paideiaschool.org

DEI Updates
By Oman Frame, Diversity, Equity and Inclusion Coordinator

Paideia2.0 Webzine is a web zine devoted to diversity, equity and inclusion in
the Paideia community. The web zine was the brainchild of Paideia parent Shaun
Evans, who worked with DEI coordinator Oman Frame and art teacher Shondra Thomas to bring the idea to life.
“The idea behind Paideia 2.0 is to create a new sense of community through a
DEI lens,” said Shaun. “Each issue is filled with a collection of stories brought to
us by students, alumni, faculty and parents. We strongly believe DEI is the best
way to move our school forward and Paideia 2.0 is a reflection of this journey.”
“Paideia 2.0 is important because it creates another point of contact between
the school, its diversity initiatives, and a fresh new platform that is accessible to
the school community. This platform uses current technology to showcase the
creativity of our school and highlight some of the amazing folks we have in our
community,” said Oman.
Check out each issue by clicking on the link in the parent portal.
Junior high classes have started Race, Class and Gender in all of the Homebase
Classrooms. Students are working together to create an anti-racist community.
Professional development on campus is in full swing! After our all faculty
retreat this summer focusing on book reads and educating our faculty on antiracism, we’ve done DEI training tailored to the elementary, junior high and high
school faculty. Our work continued with another all levels DEI meeting in October and we will be working with DEI consultant Rosetta Lee in November.
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