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Class of 2022 Graduates

Members of the Class of 2022 became the newest Paideia alumni
upon their graduation, Sunday, May 22 at Symphony Hall.
The ceremony returned to Symphony Hall after a two-year absence
because of the pandemic. The 113-member class is the largest in
Paideia history. In his speech Paul Bianchi, head of school, noted
this class has had a striking high school experience, punctuated by the
pandemic, social and racial injustice, and political upheaval. As they
look to their future, he urged them to “resolve however you can to be
part of communities that help people in hard times, maybe even help
build such communities, and make them better communities.”
Several seniors performed and gave short speeches in between the
awarding of diplomas by Brett Hardin, high school principal, and
Paul Bianchi.
Raina Chaudhry performed “Yogeshwaraya,” an Indian classi-
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cal dance. Jack Geryol performed an original song, “The Good Old
Days,” singing and playing guitar. Amari Carpenter performed an
arrangement of “Ribbon in the Sky” by Stevie Wonder on the harp.
“Libertango” a string arrangement by Astor Piazzolla was performed
by Amari Carpenter, David Chung, Bruno Damiani, William
Moore, David Raygoza, Sophia Viens, and Owen Zealey-Chen,
who also played a cello solo, “Julie-O.” A male chorus — Grant Alpern, Ethan Castellino, Charles Eastman, Joe Elston, Cal Forde,
Geoffrey Halpern, Brooks Howard, Colin Kennedy, Miles Kirsh,
Dan Klin, Khari Payne, Vincent Ragunas, and Paul Sanz — sang
a Rat Pack Medley. A band with CeCe Yarbrough, vocals, Jack
Geryol on guitar, Nate Marquardt on drums, and Aidan WalshKing on bass performed “Put Your Records On,” by Corinne Bailey
Rae, John Beck and Steve Chrisanthou.

The junior high musical “Shrek Jr.” took the
audience inside the fractured fairy tale world of an
ogre named Shrek and his spirited sidekick Donkey on a quest to rescue the mysterious Princess
Fiona. Along the way, they encounter assorted
off-kilter characters from fairy tales and Mother
Goose Nursery Rhymes. And Shrek and Fiona discover true love makes it easier being green.

MORE PHOTOS ON PAGE 28

COMMUNITY
Paideia Asia Society
Celebrates AAPI
Heritage
May was the Asian American And
Pacific Islander heritage month and the
Paideia Asia Society celebrated with several events. PAC hosted a talk with former
U.S. Attorney Byung J. (“BJay”) Pak, who
spoke about “The American experience
through the lens of Asian America.”
Pak, a partner with Alston & Bird and
former legislator, told the audience, “With
the rise in incidents involving violence
against people of Asian descent, and in trying to make sense of the reasons behind it,
I hope to take this opportunity for us to reexamine the American experience through
the lens of an Asian American who has
served in different professional roles over
the past two decades. While it may be the
story of only one man’s experience, the experience is shared by many in our community. The aim is to better understand why

AAPIs see and approach things differently
than others, with the goal of helping our
allies to understand how they can support
the Asian American community.”
PAS’s Heritage Month celebration
included an Asian Food Festival, a Lion
Dance performance and a community read
of The Best That We Could Do by Thi Bui.
The autobiographical graphic novel won

Distinguished Author
Addresses High School
Nigerian author
Chika Unigwe spoke to
the high school about
the importance of the
inclusion of the works
of African writers in
a widening range of
genres. The expansion
of writers and genres is
more reflective of the
cultures and experiences
of the different African
countries and provides a
more enlightening exposure for readers, she said.
Originally from Nigeria,
Ms. Unigwe now lives in Atlanta and teaches at
Georgia College. She is the author of four novels,
including On Black Sisters’ Street and The Black
Messiah, and numerous short stories and essays.
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the American Book Award in 2018 and
tells the story of her family during the war
years in Vietnam and their migration to the
United States as refugees.
A special thanks to Tuff Yen, Viviane
Chao, Michael Chung, and the Paideia
Asia Society for making this happen.

BPO Supports Financial Aid with Donation
The Black Parent Organization will donate $7,500 to Paideia’s financial aid
program. The donation is from the proceeds from Eat Lunch with Your Child fall
2019 and spring 2022. The BPO event is put on by scores of parent volunteers
who arrive on campus early in the morning to fire up grills and prepare hundreds
of meals. Eat Lunch was chaired by parents Shaun Evans and Chip Joyner
with support from BPO co-chair Keri Hill.

COMMUNITY
High School Robotics
Team Posts Best
Season Ever

Kenan Orlovic, Rohan Chanani, and
Alex Crowley represented Paideia at the
recent Vex Robotics World Championships. They went two and eight in match
play, but finished in the top quarter of
teams in the Skills competition, capping
off the most successful season in Paideia
Robotics history. Next year’s competition
is a disc-throwing game, so they are already feeling the pressure to live up to the
school’s reputation.
—David Fergemann, STEAM Coordinator

Cybersecurity Award
Winners

Paideia Students
Compete in Odyssey
of the Mind
Tournament
On May 28, 2022, Paideia students
Alex Huynh and Kya McMerit
competed in the World Championship
Tournament for Odyssey of the Mind
as a part of the Johns Creek Art Center
Team. The team took home a third
place win out of 48 teams in their division at Iowa State University.  

Junior High Students
Participate in the
Sandwich Project
The junior high Student Council hosted a sandwich making party for the Sandwich Project in
the spring. The Sandwich Project was started by
a group of volunteers to provide nutritious food
to those in need in the metro area. The group has
distributed over 320,000 sandwiches.

Eleven seminar computer science students have been named Scholars by the
National Cyber Scholarship Foundation
for their performance in CyberStart, an
online cybersecurity training program. In
recognition of their achievements, they
were invited to participate in the Cyber
Foundations Academy, a multi-week online program based on SANS Foundations
training course and certification. SANS
is a professional organization which promotes a safer global community.
Paideia NCSF scholars are juniors Alex
Caneer, Alex Graham and James Russell and seniors Ella Grace Dunn, Ajanta
Farrell, Macsen Higgins, Khari Payne,
Wesley Stone, Daniel Villamil, Owen
Zealy-Chen and Sean Zheng.
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Paideia’s Track and Field Team Wins 10 Medals at
State Championships
Paideia’s track and field teams won 10 Medals at the State Championships, including
fourth place for the girls’ 4x800 meter relay team and seventh place for the boys’ 4x800 relay team. Senior Luna McCauley won bronze medals in the 800 and 1600 meter races for
the second year. Overall, 14 team members competed at the State Championships. Competing at state were Luna McCauley, Madelynn Huff, McKinley Hales, Megan Walter,
Sisi Elkinson, Ben Walton-Scott, Burrell Ellis, Cole Harper, James Scribner, Jeremiah Butts, Krish Leveille, Marco DeStefano, Matt Walton-Scott, and Owen Tobias.
“We could not be more proud of their efforts and of the efforts of our athletes who did
not make it to State but nonetheless made tremendous progress and showed terrific spirit
all season,” said coach Becca McCauley.
Girls’ Top Eight Placings:

800 meter Luna McCauley – third
1,600 meter Luna McCauley - third
4x800 meter relay - Luna McCauley,
McKinley Hales, Sisi Elkinson, Megan
Walter - fourth
Paideia Girls track & field team was 12th

Boys’ Top Eight Placings:

4x800 meter relay - Cole Harper, Marco
DeStefano, Krish Leveille, Owen Tobias
– seventh

Ultimate Varsity Teams
Runners-up in State
Championship
The boys’ varsity ultimate team, seeded
No. 2 in the state, defeated the No. 3
Forsyth Central High School in the semifinal to face No.1 Midtown High School
in the final. “Paideia battled punch for
punch in the first half of the championship game but, in the end, came up short,”
said Michael Baccarini, the head coach.
“Chidike and I could not be more proud of
all our boys, and so grateful for our three
fantastic captains, Will Orr’23 and Theo
Stein ’23, and the sensational Aiden Danzig, the team’s lone senior.”
The girls’ varsity ultimate team was
seeded fourth in the state Final Four. The
team defeated Midtown High School
11-7 to advance to the finals. “Though we
started off trading points, nationally ranked
Decatur proved too much for us in the final
despite heroic efforts by our senior captain
Sabrina Belkin,” said Miranda Knowles,
coach. “The future is bright as we graduate
only four seniors and look forward to welcoming a super-strong eighth-grade class
to the high school next year.”

10 Paideia Players
Named to the 2A AllRegion Soccer Team
Five varsity girls’ team members,
Alessia Sacchi, Olivia Colby, Eva Jean
Young, Camy Brown, and Sophia Goldman, and five varsity boys’ team members, Geoffrey Halpern, William Lowrance, Abraham Gonzalez, Kenji Wu,
and Spencer Furman, were selected for
the honor. Congratulations!
Paideia Goalie Named Boys Player
of the Year

The Georgia High School Soccer named
senior Geoffrey Halpern, Paideia’s
goalie, the Single-A Private Boys Player of
the Year.
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Where They Will Be in the Fall
Nahu Abebe: Kennesaw State University
Grant Alpern: Elon University
Miguel Alvarez Gamez: Tulane University
Lily Babcock: Duke University
Sabrina Belkin: University of California Los Angeles
Cameron Bjonness: Gap Year
Garrett Brand: Brown University
Camy Brown: Parsons School of Design
Maranda Bullard: Ole Miss
Harper Bundy: New York University
Liz Calabria: Sewanee: The University of the South
Luiza Calaca: University of Georgia
Amari Carpenter: Morehouse College
Isabel Carr: Georgetown University
Alenis Carranza: Georgia State University
Aaliya Cassoobhoy: Georgia Institute of Technology
Ethan Castellino: Duke University
Raina Chaudhry: Indiana University
David Chung: Emory University
Calliope Cutchins: University of Michigan
Bruno Damiani: New York University
Aiden Danzig: University of Pennsylvania
Merci Dearwent: Georgia State University
Elliott DiSalvo: University of Colorado Boulder
Connor Donroe-Wells: Georgia State University
Alix Draper: Gap Year
Margot Duncan: Syracuse University
Ella Grace Dunn: The New School
Charles Eastman: Georgia State University (Gap Year)
Ryan Eiler: Georgia Institute of Technology
Gabe Elliott: Swarthmore College
Joe Elston: Kennesaw State University
Ajanta Farrell: Northeastern University
Audrey Felske: SCAD
Molly Fischbach: University of Denver
Cal Forde: University of Michigan
Jack Geryol: Georgetown University
Sophia Goldman: University of Colorado Boulder
Abraham Gonzalez: Georgia Southwestern University
Carmen Goslan: Chapman University
Julian Gross: George Washington University
Andrew Guthrie: Duke University
Luke Haldopoulos: Wofford College
Geoffrey Halpern: Villanova University
Elise Hamrick: George Washington University
Ben Hanes: Undecided
Reese Harward: Tulane University
Katya Haspel: Emory University
Amien Hicks: Undecided
Macsen Higgins: Kennesaw State University
Brooks Howard: University of California Santa Cruz
Alexandra James: University of Southern California
Jay Johnson: Georgia State University
Joe Jordak: University of Southern California
Kendall Kamerschen: New York University
Amit Kamma: Yale University
Duncan Kelly: Maryland Institute College of Art

Members of the Class of 2022 will attend over
50 different colleges and universities in the fall.

Colin Kennedy: University of Vermont
Miles Kirsch: Indiana University
Dan Klin: New York University
Julia Kushner: Pennsylvania State University
Rohan Leveille: Brown University
Moira Leventhal: St. Andrews University
Miles Lieberman: Washington University in St. Louis
Trinity Lockett: Howard University
Sophie Lyman: Washington University in St. Louis
Nate Marquardt: Reed College
Alex Marzano: Northeastern University
Charlie Maxon: Rice University
Conor McCarthy: Southern Methodist University
Luna McCauley: Emory University
William Moore: Wesleyan University
Tyler Murdoch: Furman University
Kellett Owen: Wofford College
Khari Payne: Massachusetts Institute of Technology
Caroline Pierce: University of Vermont
Margaret Pope: University of Georgia
Taylor Powell: Stanford University
Madeleine Ragunas: Barnard College
Vince Ragunas: Babson College
Bram Rawlings: Wheaton College
David Raygoza: Oglethorpe University
Isabel Reynolds: Loyola Marymount University
Amaya Risco: Christopher Newport University
Lucia Roman Harter: Bryn Mawr College
Evelyn Sampson: Scripps College
Paul Sanz: Emory University
Catherine Scales: Skidmore College
Jacob Schnell: Dartmouth College
Emma Schulder: Yale University
Campbell Serrano: Appalachian State University
Isabel Seward: Barnard College
Paulina Silva: Berry College
Risley Smith: Appalachian State University
Isabelle Sniatecki: Lewis and Clark College
Wesley Stone: Macalester College
Defne Tanyildiz: University of California Los Angeles
Cate Taylor: Tulane University
Kalkidan Tefera: George Washington University
Anoosha Tejani: Georgia State University
Jack Tope: Wofford College
Tate Vaccaro: New York University
Lua Varner: Georgia Institute of Technology
Julia Victor: Scripps College
Sophia Viens: University of Washington
Daniel Villamil: Rhodes College
Aidan Walsh-King: Peabody Institute of the John Hopkins University
Noah Weimann: University of California San Diego
Cooper West: Case Western Reserve University
Rainey Wise: Emory University
CeCe Yarbrough: Sewanee: The University of the South
Owen Zealey-Chen: Emory University
Sean Zheng: Carleton College
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Senior Dinner

The Senior Dinner returned after a twoyear COVID-forced hiatus possessing all
of the bonhomie and energy of previous
dinners but with the dramatic backdrop of
whale sharks, mantas, beluga whales, and
divers bearing signs congratulating the
Class of 2022 swimming in the tanks of
the Georgia Aquarium. In addition to the
distinction of being the largest class to date
by one, Paul Bianchi noted tongue firmly
in cheek, “You will be the last class to
have a senior dinner that even comes close
to the splendor of this one. After you, Paideia will be out of money, broke. We will
have spent it all tonight.”
In offering a little history about the Class
of 2022, Paul observed, “Forty-five of you
joined Paideia sometime in the elementary
school, about half in the sixth grade alone.
So by the end of sixth grade in 2016, 58 of
you, a majority of the class, were already
here.” Twenty-three students came in junior
high. Twenty-six arrived in ninth grade, two
in tenth and four in eleventh.
The class experienced a relatively normal start to high school as freshmen. However, Paul said, “In March of your sophomore year, that all changed. You know
the history: COVID, Zoom, isolation,
widespread trauma across the land. And at
the same time, this community as well as
many others needed to have conversations
about race and privilege that we had never
had before. No matter where one sat, these
were difficult times and important times,
and conversations were important, I hope
transformative.
“Last year we were hybrid, which at
Paideia meant that every now and then you
came to school in person, but mostly not.
“This year we came back, not to what
existed three years ago, but at least we
came in contact with each other. Conversations and classes were more personal.
We could start the week with Monday
Morning Meeting, play on teams, sing and
be in plays, lounge around outside on Adirondack chairs, go out to lunch. We also
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Gabe Elliott &
Alex Marzano
Alex: Gabe came to the Cliff Valley

School in the seventh grade. I had been
out sick with mono for the first two days.

Gabe: Hey Alex, can you remind me how
you got mono?
Alex: I was at camp…

Gabe: Oh, right, the all-boys camp that

you rave about.

Alex: Yes, but that’s a story for later.

have had to try to assess the impact of the
past two years on us personally, and as a
school. We’ll be doing that for a while.”
Following Paul’s remarks were speeches
by seniors Gabe Elliott and Alex Marzano and Amit Kamma as well as a parent speech by Scott Schnell and a faculty
speech by Rachel Peterson. Performances
by students were: “What I Did for Love,”
from A Chorus Line sung by Moira Leventhal, Sophie Lyman, Charlie Maxon,
Amaya Risco, Evelyn Sampson, Cat
Scales, Emma Schulder, Defne Tanyildiz, and CeCe Yarbrough; “Home,” an
original song with Cat Scales on vocals
and guitar and Alix Draper on vocals;
Tracy Chapman’s “Give Me One Good
Reason” by Moira Leventhal, vocals, Jack
Geryol bass, Nate Marquardt, drums,
and Aidan Walsh-King, guitar; “Trio in
B-flat Major, D.471” with Garrett Brand,
clarinet, Andrew Guthrie, bassoon, and
Calliope Cutchins, trumpet; “Everything
I Know” from “In the Heights” sung by
Amaya Risco, vocals, Scott Morris ,
piano; “All of Me,” by Gerald Marks and
Seymour Simons sung by Emma Schulder with Aidan Walsh-King on guitar;
John Lennon’s “Jealous Guy,” Charles
Eastman, vocals, Jack Geryol, bass, Nate
Marquardt, drums and Aidan Walsh-King,
guitar. The program also included a slide
show of senior artwork.

When I saw Gabe, I immediately noticed
that he was a chubby guy -- as was I…
This caused conflicting feelings for me
because, on the one hand, I now had a
blonde counterpart, on the other hand, we
were now in competition for the token
fat funny kid. I soon learned that he also
played baseball, which added a new level
of competition to our relationship. While
Gabe has stuck with baseball and will be
playing in college I took a different route
and joined the Paideia JV ultimate program. Unfortunately, without being able
to directly compare our skills, the jury’s
still out on who’s more athletically gifted.

Gabe: On the third day of school, I went
to my locker to grab a folder and bumped
into Alex as he was just arriving.
Alex: I would have been on time had I

been able to park in carpool.

Gabe: It had obviously taken him a
while to choose just the right baggy shirt
and basketball shorts. Being new to the
school, I was comforted by our shared
awkwardness and faulty hairstyles. I
rocked a bowl cut, with a little attitude,
and as I approached Alex, I was overcome by the strong stench of hair gel
and Axe body spray. Who could have
guessed, that in that fraction of a second,
in the halls of the Cliff Valley school,
positioned just off Clairmont Road, in a
small corner of the vast United States,
located within the continent of North
America, as we traveled upon a green
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ing through our junior year, the only
way we survived was through night
time drives in my luxurious 2002
Hyundai Sonata. But on our drives
and elsewhere, slowly, maybe surely,
we were maturing and beginning to
appreciate high school for what it
was. Alex, what was it?

marble flying around a great flaming sphere that we know as the sun,
that something far more significant
was about to form:
Together: A new friendship!

Alex: In my infinite wisdom, I assumed that I had at least one thing
over Gabe -- my intelligence. Confident in my intellectual superiority,
I planned to dominate Gabe in the
battleground of math class. When
we were handed our worksheets,
I had one plan -- finish it before
Gabe, and show him who’s boss.
After scribbling through the worksheet at
warp-speed, I won. Three minutes later,
Gabe had also finished. To my chagrin I
found out I had made three errors while
he had made none. While I was sure
Gabe’s performance was simply a fluke
or beginner’s luck, the thought occurred
to me that he might just be a worthy opponent. For the rest of middle school, I
obsessed over showing him up in math
class with time and effort that could have
been spent learning magic tricks, solving
Rubik’s cubes or trying to touch the backboard of a basketball hoop.
Gabe: When we arrived at Paideia in

ninth grade, we were quickly faced by the
insurmountable obstacle of Jack Bross
and the infamous Algebra 2- Trigonometry, aka A2T. We had no choice but to
turn our competition into collaboration.
As Jack sped through our first day’s lesson, Alex and I made eye contact like we
were a deer in headlights.
Alex: Ahem, two very strong and hand-

some deer.

Gabe: This wasn’t your ordinary Cliff

Valley math class with friendly bald men.
Oh, sorry, y’all don’t get that reference,
our Alma Mater puts immense value on
the lack of distraction of shiny-headed
math teachers. That night we FaceTimed
each other to debrief our first day of high
school and to tackle our daunting math
homework; little did we know that was
the first of many math related calls. Our

Alex: Here’s what I think: high

math minds were pushed to extreme limits, but despite many shockingly low quiz
grades, we came out of A2T feeling like
Algebra Jedis, wizards of digits, masters
of will and concentration.
Alex: As time went on, our relationship

changed. We were longtime friends, but
have always been very different people
and we gravitated towards different friend
groups. As a result, we spent less time
together, but we were reunited by Mark
Schmitt’s math class. We shared an excitement about the familiar prospect of
yet another bald math teacher – just like
the old days at Cliff Valley; however, we
had yet to face the dungeoness basement
of the Mother Goose which is where the
school put Mark Schmitt. With white,
windowless walls and bright fluorescent lights, it reminded us of an asylum.
Later we found out, Mark’s room was
originally built as a storage facility for
textbooks and students who make lengthy
announcements at Monday Morning
Meeting. During class, we alley-ooped
sarcastic comments at Mark…
Gabe: Which he did not find humor-

ous…

Alex: Mark, in turn, would menacingly

threaten to fail us. After the first few tests,
we realized that Mark was not joking.

Gabe: The following year we were stuck
at home in a pandemic nearly as terrifying as the BC Calculus math class. Zoom-

school is the first real opportunity to
do what you want to do and be what
you want to be. You can pursue new
interests, explore extracurricular
clubs–clubs such as, the Carpool Offender Club,

Gabe: Coping With Athletic Failure
Club,
Alex: Anti-Ultimate Frisbee Club,

Gabe: the Water Fountain Bacteria Sup-

port Group,

Alex: …and Anna Watkins’s Library

Lunch Club! Through all this variety,
Gabe and I were pulled together through
a shared appreciation and respect for each
other. Although we often journeyed on
different paths, we stayed connected, so
that when the time came for our paths to
converge, it was as if we had never been
apart. Despite the changes in how we
think and who we are, what we’ve experienced throughout high school will remain
with us forever.
Gabe: Or at least we think so…after all,
our last day was only a week ago.
Alex: Whatever, I look forward to stay-

ing connected to Gabe as our lives change
geographically, academically and athletically.
Gabe: Friendships ebb and flow. The

feeling that you are losing a friend can often be frightening, but, despite not hanging out as often as we did before high
school, we trusted our intuition and our
previously established relationship. What
began with a simple, “What’s up man,”
had developed into something much
stronger than friendly talks and playing
basketball together. Our friendship had
June-July 2022 • The Paideia Newsletter | 7

SENIOR DINNER
become so solid that we knew regardless
of our situation or circumstances, we always had each other to turn to.
Alex: Well said, Gabe. When we were

younger, friendship meant a secret lan-

Amit Kamma
When I was in seventh grade and brand
new to Paideia, I met a mysterious man
who would lead me down a path of addiction and mania that I have yet to recover
from.
My name is Amit Kamma, and that
man was my junior high literature teacher,
Tom Painting. He bears the responsibility
for my deepest, darkest secret, that most
seniors here already know about: I have
the most unfortunate of hobbies, introduced to me by Tom—I am a birder.
Not a birdwatcher… For the uninitiated,
allow me to describe the critical difference.
Nearly all of you have certainly heard
of birdwatching. But birding is profoundly
different. To a seventh-grade Amit, birdwatching meant an activity of retirement
homes and suburban backyards. It was a
grandma’s pastime, all about taking leisurely walks on neighborhood streets or
manicured trails, glancing at passing robins, and enjoying the wonders of nature,
with not a lick of urgency in the air. Boring stuff to my junior high self.
Birding, in comparison, may as well be
an Olympic sport. It’s part hiking, part satellite imagery analysis, part avoiding being
mistaken for a deer by a confused hunter
in South Georgia. Like a big scavenger
hunt of nature, the thrill is in the chase;
and birding is about finding as many different species of birds as efficiently as
possible. The holy grail: finding something
rare. Winning gold is spotting a Bald Eagle
soaring over Scott Boulevard or finding a
flock of Evening Grosbeaks in the north
Georgia mountains. It’s about waking
up at 3:15 [a.m.], embarking on a route
through metro Atlanta that covers as many
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guage, or a 6-foot-hoop dunk contest.
While laughter and late nights will always be in our fondest memories, we
have come to understand that the significance of friendship goes beyond the su-

perficial. Real friendship does not simply
decay. It translates and reflects to fit life’s
constantly changing parameters.
Gabe: Well said, Alex.
Alex: I know.

different types of habitats as
possible, and finding 92 unique
species before sunset. Yes, that is
indeed how many a birding trip
goes.
So birding, which we sometimes call “power birding,” is
extreme… or at least, that’s what
it was when I started. In junior
high and early high school, birding was a
sort of validation for me. Now, it’s odd that
I would choose quite possibly the nerdiest
hobby ever for validation, but there was
still something about it that made me feel
accomplished for once. I certainly wasn’t
athletic. Didn’t feel like I was particularly
smart. Didn’t have any special talents. Birding was something I could latch on to. So, I
became addicted to the lists. Birding for me
became a pursuit of numbers and achievements. Could I find 30 species in Candler
Park?… Could we hit 140 species on this
trip to the coast?… that kind of stuff.
So, whenever a rare bird showed up
somewhere in Georgia, like the very lost
Scissor-tailed Flycatcher that was found
in a field in the dreadful Bartow County
in 2017, I would beg my Dad to drive me
there, so I could add the elusive species to
my ever-growing “Georgia list.” However,
the momentary joy of every bird I spotted
was quickly interrupted by the anticipation
of which rare species would come next.
The fun and enjoyment of watching birds
was lost on me as I pursued checkboxes
instead.
This life of birding only for the constant
chase of the numbers was not unique to
that hobby. Rather, it reflected who I was
as a person. For the first couple of years of
high school, I never lived in the present.
Everything I did, I saw as a means to an

end or a goal. Each moment
of my life was spent planning
for, really living in, the future.
Whether it was the next rare
bird or the next grade on a
test, I focused on collecting
future achievements, not living
experiences. I was fixated on
building a mythical future version of me–the one that found the bird, or
made more friends, or got into a good college. The current version of me was never
enough.
So then came April 1, 2018. You recognize this as April Fool’s Day. But it was
also the day a faulty dryer at my house
led to a fire. Quite possibly the most aggravatingly ironic day for a fire to happen. If you’re going to have some sort of
life-altering tragedy, just please make sure
it’s not on April Fool’s. Because literally
no one believed me when I told them my
house caught on fire. “Good one,” they’d
say. But, in all seriousness, this is not a
sob story. Although it seems tragic, the fire
was actually one of the greatest things that
ever happened to me. Suddenly, I found
myself in an insurance-provided apartment
in Decatur, which was a nightmare for
an overthinking and over planning Amit.
Separated from some of my old stuff and
old habits, for once in my life, I had to be
flexible. I had to learn the art of living in
the moment.
That summer living in the apartment,
stifled by boredom and new surroundings,
I picked up biking as a hobby. At first, I
found myself in the same cycle of fulfillment that happened with birding, where
everything was a means to an end. Biking
was a way to ride a bunch of miles to feel
proud of myself, and try to lose weight
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since I was still obsessed with ridding myself of the fat kid reputation
I thought I had (and probably did
have). I may never live down the
nickname “thick-mitty.”
But after weekends of riding, I
found myself more and more able
to enjoy biking for what it really
was. Fun. I cherished riding through
Atlanta’s streets as I was doing it,
not for what benefit it would provide
me after it was over. Biking became
oddly meditative for me, as I found
myself not stressing about some
future event but just enjoying the
sights of the city surrounding me. As
my best friend Garrett and I zoomed
around Atlanta’s streets, I solely focused on how I could hear, smell and
see everything about the neighborhoods around me. I was completely
absorbed by, say, the cool breeze
blowing over me as I raced down
McLendon Avenue. In other words, I
was there, in the present.
As living in the apartment and biking
encouraged me to live more so in the moment, I tried to approach my schoolwork
that way. Now, that’s easier said than done.
You could not pay me to even pretend to
“find happiness and presence” in a chemistry problem set. Sorry Drew Kise, I still
love you. But spending a whole period of
junior year-Latin-American History ripping into American foreign policy as a
class. That was kind of fun. And I finally
let myself enjoy that. Slowly but surely, I
found a way at Paideia to embrace spontaneity, moving past the rigid and goalobsessed way I used to live. Some of that
spontaneity was because of this school,
like being randomly placed in a short-term
class creating marketing for Arby’s, which
culminated in being gifted a full, head-totoe “meat suit” requisite with a detailed
image of the Arby’s meat mountain sandwich. I happily wore that suit to school and
I wanted to wear it tonight. Other times,
the spontaneity was in spite of Paideia,
like when seniors are vigorously defend-

ing our right to be late to class and park
on South Ponce. Or when we turn many a
productive debate club meeting into an impromptu story time and bonding session,
as I show terrified freshmen my illustrious
catalog of Soundcloud rap music. You see,
I’m learning that, to live in the present and
stop constantly focusing on my future self,
I have to feel comfortable and accepted
where I am. And the Paideia community
has become just that for me. For one, I’m
grateful that birding as a hobby is normalized here. Maybe it’s still weird, but y’all
are at least desensitized to birding. And
at a school where ultimate Frisbee is the
school sport, nobody’s really in a position
to judge me for liking birds. Just kidding,
sort of. So whether I’m on a random boba
run with my friends after class or choosing
to walk the entirety of my 12-mile commute to school on a whim because… why
not… I’ve found my way to doing what
makes me happy at the moment, without
the constant pressure of my future self
hanging over me.
So now, when I go birding, I enjoy the

birds. I love to watch the graceful
Cedar Waxwings descend upon the
bushes along South Ponce. Or watch
the Robins strut along the green in
springtime. I like these birds not
because they are rare or will add to
some list, but simply because they exist. And yes, maybe that means I was
wrong about the whole Olympic-sport
thing. Maybe I’m actually a birdwatcher and not just a birder. Maybe
I’ve turned into that grandma who really just likes looking at the birds just
because they are pretty. She’s right:
they are pretty.
And that’s wonderful. Because
all the lists, the chasing of the rare
species, and the goals I pursued as a
birder can be important. The achievements are certainly cool, and here we
are graduating, probably the biggest
accomplishment of them all. And as
much as a part of me wants me to see
graduating as another feather in my
cap, just like another rare bird, and
start thinking about the next one, I need to
resist that urge. Because what matters are
the experiences. Of senior year, of spending more time with my friends, of having
late night conversations about life with my
mom that I missed out on for the past few
years that I’ve spent my nights working instead of talking to her, of appreciating the
birds that Tom Painting once introduced
me to, and of being here tonight, with each
other.
So, instead of living for a future version of myself where I’ve achieved my
supposed goals, I’m going to embrace the
current moment and my current self, no
matter how incomplete it may be. I’m here
for the times when all I’m thinking about
is the excessive grease coating the Fellini’s
Pizza, the nice view of Piedmont Park
from the bike, or how pretty the bluebird
is. So, the last few years at Paideia, and of
my life, have taught me, are teaching me,
to chase moments… but not only moments
where I’m proud of something but moments where I’m just happy to be.
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Scott Schnell
My name is Scott Schnell. I have been a
Paideia parent for 20 years. But, let me tell
you the road to Paideia wasn’t easy. Let
me set the stage. Our oldest son, Zachary
was around two when Randi, my wife,
and I decided we wanted to buy a house.
Randi said it had to be within two miles
of the Paideia School. The what, I asked?
What kind of school could have such a
name and why would I want to live 15
minutes from the nearest highway? She
had done her research and learned that
whatever happened over at the school on
South Ponce helped make great kids.
So, if that is where she wanted to send
our kids to school that is where they would
go
The following year we applied to the
half-day program. As you can expect, we
anxiously awaited the results by circling
our mailbox, only to find out that Zachary didn’t get in. Randi said she heard it
sometimes takes two times to get admitted,
so the following year, we reapplied. During the half-day “interview,” the class was
reading Green Eggs and Ham. Our Jewish
son asked, “What is ham?” Rejection number two came a few days later.
Alas, the third time was the charm, and
Zachary got into Paideia. Fast forward to
now, and Randi and I have packed over
5,000 lunches, attended 20 Eat Lunch With
Your Child days, chaperoned multiple trips
to Camp Greenville, Jekyll Island, and a
long day taking 40 junior high kids skiing
in N.C. — with two trips to the hospital
thrown in for good measure. I’ll never forget the canoeing trip we took with Joseph
Cullen and Paul Hayward (Brett before
Brett), paddling through the Okefenokee
Swamp. So many memories for my entire
family.
When Zach first got in and knowing
we had two more behind him, we knew
we had work to do. So, on a lark, I started
raising money for the school and found I
was pretty good at it. I learned to work at
phone-a-thons. A phone-a-thon is a cold
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call to ask somebody to contribute to the
school. It’s done in groups to motivate
other callers while eating pizza and drinking beer. Over the course of weeks, I’d
made hundreds of calls. And when I would
visit Paideia during this time, like clockwork, parents would see me and walk the
other way.
Some were bothered by this behavior.
Me – I love it—I love connecting with
families, hearing what the school means
to them and what they think it’s missing.
I was eventually asked to co-chair major
gifts for the “Campaign for All Ages”
which we successfully completed about
14 years ago. That campaign allowed us
to build the junior high, campus green,
practice gym, and black box theater while
at the same time improving several other
buildings on campus. At the time, Paul
referred to me and my co-chair, a lawyer
at a prestigious firm in town, as white-shoe
lawyer meets chutzpah.
So what is chutzpah? - in front of 500
people, I want you to know that I am
co-chair of the current campaign, “Paideia@50” and how can I possibly pass
up the opportunity to tell you that we are
close to finishing the campaign and ask
each of you to take out your phones, open
the Paideia app and click on donate in support of your darling seniors sitting here at
the front of the room. That my friends is
chutzpah.
Let’s talk about how prepared the kids
are for the world outside of Paideia. As
a man in his 60s, I can unequivocally
say that our kids are—above all—fully
prepared not just for college, but for retirement. It’s true. By the first grade, all three
of my children were able to knit with precision; in grades five and six with David
and Becca, they all learned how to play
mah jong; and in high school, they took
the short-term class in bridge, each multiple times.
Other classes will be even more useful.
The Adulting class they took with Joanna
Gibson in high school was incredibly
helpful as they began their journey into

adulthood. The boys learned how to calculate their income and taxes, find a place
they could afford to rent, figure out car and
homeowners insurance and what was left
for groceries, living expenses, and savings—all very practical guidance. At the
beginning of the class, everyone had to
choose a first job and budget accordingly.
While his classmates chose realistic first
jobs, my middle son, Matthew, declared
himself “General Manager of a sports
team, with a starting salary of $900,000.”
He often wondered why so many others
in the class were struggling to make ends
meet.
I’ll be honest, when I first started writing this speech, I was excited to get up
here and provide life lessons to the seniors
about their transition to college. I looked
forward to regaling you with stories regarding the merits of cheap beer and how
you can never have too much underwear.
Be confident that even without my
advice about cheap beer and unlimited underwear you are all very prepared for what
comes next. Academically you know how
to study, think critically, and write. You are
adept at communicating with your peers
and those older than you, and you can advocate for yourselves- you should always
continue to do that. You have the support
of the Paideia faculty and staff even after
you graduate - to call on them for advice,
guidance, or just to catch up with a cup of
coffee. Importantly, you have each otheryour classmates, teammates, and friends.
When my oldest two sons first got to
college, they were nervous about losing
touch with their Paideia friends. A common refrain at college is that you drift
apart from high school friends - and maybe it’s true for some people making the
transition to college. It was a scary thing
for them to hear. But that’s not the Paideia
experience. You are sitting next to dear,
dear friends; they’ll always be there—a
phone call, text, Instagram post, or FaceTime away. You will have those Paideia
relationships for as long as you want them.
The first senior dinner that I attended,
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Paul spoke about not calling home too
frequently. The point of the speech was a
great one—to be present and enjoy yourself—though my eldest son Zach took it to
the extreme and called about three times
during his first year. I’m not going to tell
you how often to call or whom to call,
but I do want to say this: Call. Just call.
When you feel lonely, want to catch up, or
share news, there’s no replacing a friend or
family member’s voice on the other end.
Texting certainly works, but there’s nothing better than a quick laugh, or cry with
someone dear to you.
In a similar vein, when you get to college, smile and say “hello”. You never

know where the conversation will go. Remember that despite your feeling nervous,
everyone else, despite outward appearances, feels the same way. And, you, my
friends have important things to do and
say – to borrow from Dr. Seuss – Oh, the
Places You’ll go!
One last thing I’d like to share: don’t
stuff your life with too many things. I tell
my kids this often—it can be tempting to
try and do too much at once. It’s okay to
not juggle an additional course or squeeze
in an extra club. Enjoy your time, enjoy
yourself, and the rest will follow. Do what
you love and follow your dreams.
So I thank you for letting me speak to-

day and Paul for inviting me. I have been
waiting to be asked to speak at graduation
since Matt graduated four years ago. Paul
finally called me three days ago. Rumor
has it that I was his second, perhaps third
choice and as a dear friend who will remain nameless but has the initials “Pete
Fishbach” told my son, second is first in
the loser’s line.
To each of you in the class of 2022- We
love you and will miss you. You have and
will continue to fill our lives with joy. We
are excited for your next chapter but sad to
see you go.
Remember to Call Us.

Rachel Peterson

namely, when I was a bit lost
– my dad would come up with
just the right word that, in
retrospect, was exactly what
I needed in that moment. The
word would become the guide
rails I needed to help steady
myself.
That really is his parenting style: short
bursts-of-brilliance. This is in contrast
to my mom who is all an “all-in parent,”
wanting to know every detail and willing
to listen to all the nuances of my ups and
downs for hours on end. My dad is a oneword wonder of parenting.

The first word of wisdom: Focus - as in Rachel,
Focus.

A Few Words of Wisdom

Good evening parents, faculty, and our
esteemed Class of 2022. It is an honor to
be standing here tonight. And, it is also
quite nerve-wracking.
What helps is speaking from a place
that is familiar and comfortable. In thinking about what I would like to share with
everyone here tonight, I’d like to offer the
Class of 2022 a few “words of wisdom”
I’ve learned from my dad that I hope will
serve you as they have me as you continue
your journey into adulthood.
You see, at various points in my life –

My first year of college was
a lot of fun – maybe a bit too
much fun. It was the first time
I was on my own. My older
brother didn’t attend college,
so I really didn’t have a sense of what college would be like before getting there.
My school did not offer an alumni panel
discussion about the transition to college.
There was no discussion, you just went.
Like all of you here, in high school I
was a good student, ran track and was fast
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over the hurdles, and participated in all the
clubs and student leadership activities that
rounded out a solid college resume.
And, I followed all the rules of my
parents’ house. There wasn’t much wiggle
room. My brother had used it all up. But
when I arrived at college my freshman
year and realized I got to make my own
rules … Well, let’s just say, academics
were not my focus during my first year.
Back in those days, your grades were
mailed home - not emailed or behind a
student portal that only I had access to those things didn’t exist yet. The Apple
computer had just been invented. And so, I
wasn’t quick enough to get the mail before
my parents got home.
To be clear, it’s not that I was planning
to hide them from my parents, it was that I
just didn’t know what my grades were, and
I wanted to prepare for the conversation.
You know, get my arguments and points
ready for “the discussion.”
I will spare you the details of the arguments that ensued. My mom - the all-in
parent - lectured me for days while my dad
listened and remained silent. However, I
could see the disappointment on his face.
In my head I could hear the - “I’ve
worked so hard, immigrating here with
nothing from the Philippines except for the
two quarters in my pocket - my 5 brothers
and sisters had to split one grain of rice
between us at dinner - your grandfather
survived the Bataan Death March during WWII” - ok, that one’s true, not an
exaggeration. But, in reality, my dad said
nothing - and as all the parents in the room
know - that is a punishment worse than all
the others.
Just before I was to head off to my second year at Williams, my father announced
that he wanted to coin the year “the year
of focus.” My job was to simply focus on
my academics and when the moment of
distraction arose, I was to stay the course
and strictly - focus. That is what he did in
the Philippines in order to finish medical
school and land a residency program in a
country he’d never been to halfway around
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the world.
And focus is what I did, and the world
opened up for me. Instead of calling home
and regaling my mom with the latest gossip from campus, I started sharing with her
how my mind was being challenged; how
I was learning to question everything. We
now spent sometimes just a few minutes
between classes or sometimes a few hours
on the phone talking about my art history
classes, the Vietnam War, a lecture with
General Norman Schwartzkopf, or the parallels between Irish and Asian immigration.
I learned to really enjoy – no, love –
learning. I began to relish – not dread the
5-to-10-page paper – because I reframed
the assignment in my mind to be an opportunity to showcase how my mind had been
transformed by an idea or question.
My father’s word of wisdom that year
allowed me to see that focus is a gift one
gives one’s self. It allows us to see ourselves and the world more clearly.
The Second Word of Wisdom:
Anticipate

Flash forward to my senior year of
college. Each year the track team would
spend spring break driving from the most
western corner of Massachusetts to Florida
to train and compete. In many instances,
we would be driving late into the night on
random roads from one college campus to
another.
My father, who, describing him as overprotective is an understatement, insisted
that I learn basic car maintenance and get
four brand new tires ahead of my trip.
While I felt this was – overkill – what really could go wrong? I of course willingly
obliged for fear my parents would force
me to back out at the last minute.
So, as dictated by my dad, who has this
tendency to anticipate every potential
thing that could go wrong, I contracted
with a mechanic at a local gas station in
Williamstown and found myself under the
hood of my car learning basic car maintenance, and I obtained four new tires for
my car.
It was around 11 p.m. at night on some

random southern road, and all of a sudden
I felt something hit the car, or maybe I hit
something - depends on your perspective.
While we were rocking out to Africa by
Toto, I slowly began to feel the steering get a little “wonky.” We lowered the
music because that is what you do when
you need to investigate car issues or get
lost, and heard the “wump wump, wump
wump” of the tires. I had a flat; at 11 p.m.
- on a highway - in the middle of nowhere,
I had a flat. My father’s greatest worry
about this trip had come true.
We pulled over and I turned to my teammates and since I was driving asked my
friends, “Ok, which of you is going to
change the tire?” Everyone looked at each
other and me with blank stares. I couldn’t
believe it, my father had correctly anticipated this very situation - in my family, we
like to say that he willed it to happen - and
because of him, I was the only one with
the expertise to get us out of it. I changed
that tire.
What I’ve learned in conjuring this word
at various moments in my life since is that
anticipation affords you the opportunity
to prepare yourself for different situations
and to open your mind to new possibilities.
The third word of wisdom:
Moderate

Growing up I often woke in the middle
of the night to the sounds of my father
heading out the door to answer a call from
the hospital ER. He and my mother work
tirelessly to provide for my brother and
me. Their work ethic, inherited from their
own immigrant parents, set a precedent for
how I approach my own work.
Today my father has shared his regrets
about not being more present for his children. I think he was able to attend one or
two of my track meets in high school and
one in college. What I have come to learn
and appreciate is, for him, showing his
kids that he loved us was to work hard and
provide.
As I enter this new phase of my adulthood, my father’s word for me for the past
few years has been: moderate. It’s impor-
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tant to balance work and play. To take time
for oneself, to reset, to take space. It’s not
something overachievers - and I am talking to the Class of 2022 here - do well.
When one of my advisees received a
less than stellar grade on a test for the first
time ever, I was proud of her. Not of the
grade, but that she was able to simply be
ok with it and move on. She didn’t internalize it to mean anything more than a bad
grade on a test. She offered herself space
and grace.
That is the hidden lesson in moderation.
When you honor yourself and your needs
at any given moment, the measurements of
the outside world take on less importance
than the internal measurements of integrity
and self-worth.

keeps our world small, insular, and fractured. Overcoming fear is done through
cultivating connection and empathy, and
to be truly empathetic, you must greet a
person or situation with genuine curiosity aware of and free from your preconceived
notions.
Being “the smartest in the room” feels
good - great even, but being the most curious in the room is what makes someone
stand out. No one likes to be told with
certainty what they “should” do or think;

rather, engaging someone with open-ended
questions allows a person or a situation to
arrive at a new understanding and creates
connection. Not knowing all the answers,
but asking what if? - priceless.
Rejoice in the vulnerability of notknowing and be open to the power of rethinking that is required of curiosity. Be
the most curious person in the room.
Congratulations to the parents and students of the Class of 2022.
Thank you.

The final word of wisdom:
Curiosity

This isn’t a word passed down from my
father; rather, this is a word of wisdom
from me to you, Class of 2022. It is a word
that I’ve seen embodied in each of you at
different moments over the past four years.
I’ve seen it in class during heated debates on immigration policy, during passionate Steering Committee discussions on
how to best keep the community together
during a pandemic, in my own advisory
as we reflected on Race and Gender Days,
on the playing fields against our school
rivals, on the dance floor, and in the theater or BB during every musical and stage
performance. Each of you has approached
your studies and activities with a genuine
curiosity of: “How can I do better?” But
with this word, I am asking you to go a
bit deeper in finding and utilizing its true
power.
We’ve entered a period in American history where curiosity is being overshadowed
by false certainty. Rather than being open
to the possibility that contrary ideas bring,
we are living in a society that is defended
and defensive. I get it. The world is filled
with injustice and uncertainty; underneath
that is the unsettling feeling of fear.
However, overcoming fear is not done
by remaining stuck in one camp; that
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Head of School’s Graduation Address

Take Time to Think Through the Issues
Raised Over the Past Two Years

W
By Paul Bianchi

hen I want to wake up the students in my junior-senior history class, I tell them they are snowflakes. By snowflake, I
intend no cultural characterization. I mean that delicate fragile ice crystal that falls from the sky in the winter. I realize
that in the Paideia community I have a reputation for having an adversarial
relationship with snowflakes because I do not believe that snowflakes should
have the power to cancel school. But in my class, I am not looking for a fight
on school closings.

We have all heard it said that every
snowflake in the universe is unique—that
no two are alike and never have been. I
have repeated this snowflake claim many
times, but honestly, I don’t believe it. I
don’t believe it because it’s unverifiable.
How would anyone know or prove that
the snowflake that fell two years ago in
my backyard wasn’t exactly like the one
that fell on the base camp of Mt. Everest
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in 1953 or one from the storm that blanketed the Vikings before they left home
to pillage Ireland, or that hit a penguin
100 years ago in Antarctica? I’ll grant that
there are many different designs in snowflakes, but c’mon people, unique? That
defies common sense.
But my students are comforted by the
possibility that they are unique. Some of
them even purr in their specialness. I purr

along with them because I too harbor notions of my own uniqueness. My students
also appreciate hearing that the adult world
is concerned that they are fragile. It’s been
a tough couple of years for these seniors,
and as part of the caring adult team in their
lives, we, your teachers, have worried
about you. There have been good reasons
to worry.
The pandemic took a huge bite out of
your high school years. You had a typical
Paideia ninth grade experience, but then in
March of your sophomore year, you and
the rest of us were banished from school.
It was chaotic as everyone scrambled to
design a high school on the fly: it was trial
and error, at first mostly error.
You were stuck at home, cowering before a virus that might even attach itself
to the grocery bags delivered to the front
door. As a generalization, your studies
suffered; as a generalization, our teaching suffered. We were all blown about by
a blizzard of anxiety made worse by the
uncertainty of when, how, or even if it all
might end. We’re still wondering.
What started like an extended snow day
or a few weeks of snow days, began to
look and feel like an ice age. But unlike
an earlier ice age (which I’m old enough
to remember), this time you weren’t supposed to get together with your friends to
drink hot chocolate (or mead) around the
fire. Physical vulnerability engendered isolation and emotional vulnerability.
To respond to all this vulnerability
around us, at school we made
accommodations, which itself was
complicated because you are different
from one another --remember,
snowflakes—so one person’s
accommodation might not be needed for
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another person. We tended to be
generous with the accommodations:
last year as juniors, you could
come to campus on alternate twoday weeks; no homework could
be assigned on certain days; or
on overcast days, or bad Pi Bites
days. When you left campus to go
to Starbucks without following the
sign out procedures, all we did was
to send you a note that said you left
campus without signing out (which
you probably already knew). We did
not impound your cars when you
wantonly parked in the carpool lanes
right in front of Stacey Winston.
For some of you, these and other
accommodations were warranted: you
were struggling and it was appropriate that we cut you some slack. We
might have promoted your new snowflake identity by swarming around
you trying to take your temperature.
We might even have made you more
anxious, which makes sense when
you realize that we, alleged adults,
were anxious: anxious for you, anxious for our families, anxious for
ourselves.
Paideia has a staff of over 200
people and I can tell you, seniors and
everyone else, that many of us have
been in the same slushy mess as you.
And as if it weren’t enough —Dayenu—, at Paideia, like at many places,
we had to face the issues of racism in
the world that Paideia is very much a
part of. Those conversations, difficult
and long deferred, would have been
hard enough if we would have been
all be together in the same space and could
see each other, but mostly we were virtual.
And if the experience of COVID and
unmasking of racism were not enough, in
your junior year, dear Class of 2022, what
some people, myself included, consider
an armed insurrection happened at the
U.S. Capitol. A pandemic, a crisis in social
and racial justice, and another crisis in
the fragile democracy we live in. You are

graduating at a time of lots of unresolved
questions.
How and when does any of this resolve?
Is there a normal, or something that looks
like an earlier normal down the road?
What will be the residue of what you have
been through in your lives and the world
you are inheriting? Will there be the scars
of frostbite that you carry with you, or that
lurk in the shadows of your adult psyche?

The inequities and injustices that
were exposed: will anything be done
about them? Does all this inform you
personally of choices or directions
for your own life?
Like a veteran teacher, I have lots
of questions, but I do not presume to
have answers. I encourage you to be
skeptical of people who say they do
have the answers. You need to think
it through and live it through yourselves.
A couple of comments that are
non-answers. First, on behalf of the
universe, I have been authorized to
offer you an apology for what the
universe did to your high school
years, to your growing up. Any world
that produces all those different
snowflake designs could have done
better. It has not been the universe’s
finest hour.
Second, let’s be grateful for
the unearned privileges that have
cushioned the impact of these
struggles and anxieties in our lives,
your lives. Your parents, themselves
unnerved by events, have stood by
you as best they could. So also have
your teachers, advisors, and coaches
which is not as doable in many
school situations. And you have your
friends who have learned, as have
you, how to be a good friend.
And third, finally, a word of advice. Sorry, I can’t resist: advice.
Instead of feeling guilty for any
advantages you have had—for guilt
left untreated is corrosive—instead,
resolve however you can to be part
of communities that help people in hard
times, maybe even help build such communities, and make them better communities. For over 50 years, hundreds of people
have been part of building this school, this
Paideia community, and through calm and
through storm, it endures, and it will.
As always, I am proud to be the person
who gets to welcome you as graduates of
Paideia School. Congratulations.
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STUDENT VIGNETTES

Each year as part of graduation, some students share personal reflections.

Kendall Kamerschen
Growing up, my coaches called me “Allsport” because of my natural athleticism. I’d
won state championships in tennis, recorded
three-pointers in basketball, and thrown my
back out diving in volleyball—excelling at
sports was something I knew like the back
of my hand. Nevertheless, I knew I wanted
to be more than an athlete the first time I felt
proud of my photography.
When I came to Paideia in tenth grade, I
decided to take Photo 1 as my elective. In
our beginner photography class, my classmates and I learned how to shoot 35-millimeter film. Shooting analog taught me
to slow down and allowed me to find my
artistic voice. As I started exploring my city,
uncovering new places, and connecting with
new people, photography became an obsession. What began as observing the world
turned into capturing moments and thus
finding beautiful stories to tell.
As time went on, I found myself creating
photographs that evoked emotions in me,
my loved ones, and my community. However, unlike my inclination towards sports,
making meaningful photos took patience
and craft to express precisely what I wanted
to convey. I would shoot for hours and wonder, “Is this even art?” Yet, through practicing photography, I learned that the art world
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rotates on an entirely different axis than the
sports one. It doesn’t count wins and losses
on a stat sheet. Instead, it never quantifies
art as good or bad—a scarily intriguing notion. I realized that no matter the ranking
system, in sports or art, passion comes first,
and profound “art” is only made when you
push your boundaries.
I’ve learned that art possesses the power
to transform the minds of its viewers as
much as it does the artist themself. Eminent
civil rights photojournalist Gordon Parks
once said, “I picked up a camera because
it was my choice of weapon against what I
hated most about the universe: racism, intolerance, and poverty.” Like him, my camera
is my fighter. I use it to document visuals
of issues I find pressing in society as if they
were an extension of my heart. Chasing the
shots that move people to look inward and
feel is always at the forefront of my mind.
Sports and photography help me to see
both competitively and artistically.
Sometimes the two endeavors align like
a perfect synergy. And sometimes, they
simply exist in different worlds. I know that
without them in my life though, I would not
be me. I’m grateful for the amazing people
around me—my parents, teammates, coaches, teachers, and peers—who’ve helped me
become the person I am today—studentathlete—artist.

Lua Varner
People often tell me that I seem like
I always know what I am doing and
that I have everything together. Unfortunately, this is far from the truth.
When I think back over my high school
years, I tend to remember the mistakes
I made more often than what I did
right. As a person who is planning to
be involved in the STEM field in the
future, I regret to admit that sophomore
year chemistry was one of the most
challenging classes for me. Of course,
the countless hours I would spend balancing equations was a major part of
its difficulty; I remember it taking me
months to understand stoichiometry.
Beyond this, one of the hardest parts
of the class for me was, apparently,
safely handling chemicals. For the lab
on Graham’s Law of Diffusion, we had
to place Q-tips in hydrochloric acid and
ammonia to determine the relative rates
of diffusion of both gasses. Before we
started, I distinctly remember Paula
telling us multiple times to make sure
that the chemicals on the q-tips did not
touch each other, because if they did,
they would create a toxic gas that could
make us feel dizzy or faint–something
none of us cared to experience at 9
o’clock in the morning on a Thursday.
Yet somehow, Paula’s instructions
slipped from my tenth-grade brain. My
lab partner Taylor and I were always
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the last ones to finish the lab, and since I
was in a rush to have time to perfect my
lab report, I picked up both of the q tips
with the chemicals on them and held them
together in one hand as I wiped down the
counter. Taylor looked at me with wide
eyes and asked cautiously, “Ummm…
Lua…didn’t Paula tell us to make sure that
the chemicals did not touch?” I gasped,
looked at the q tips in my hand, and acted
on my first instinct: I chucked the q tips
with the toxic chemicals in the big gray
trash bin sitting right next to me. If any of
you remember anything from chemistry
two years ago, you know to never throw
chemicals in the regular trash bin because

they could burn a hole through the garbage
bag or interact badly with other substances
in the trash. In my panic, I was just so relieved to get the q-tips away from me that
I did not realize my mistake until later.
For the rest of the school day, I silently
waited in anticipation of catastrophic news
from the chemistry lab, and at 3:10, when
all seemed okay, I tentatively let out a sigh
of relief. Sorry, Paula. It won’t happen
again.
Not only was no one hurt by my
distracted mistake, but I also learned
something that day. Throughout high
school, I put a lot of pressure on myself
to perform perfectly all the time. I felt

Trinity Lockett

No tassels
No cap
I wished I could go back
Not have to split my phrases
In two separate places
Feel like phases is what I went through
So when those uni’s ask
Why you?
I go blank.
We regret
To inform you
Didn’t meet the bar
They all
thought you’d reach
No full ride
Just cries
In your pillow
sinking lower
Thinking
What was the point
Of working so hard
What did I do so wrong
*music cue*
Excuse me. It’sWe are pleased to
Offer you admission to the
School you belong to
Where you won’t feel the
Suffering pressure and
Lectures your family provides
The school you’ll like
Not the one that makes

I

Have been waiting for this day
Dreaming of
Full Ride to
University of the Elite
AndOh!
It’s here.
Dear Student,
We regret to inform you…
Well,
They weren’t that special anyway.
Maybe
The next one.
We regret to inform…
Next one.
We regret…
Next one
For sure.
We are pleased to offer you
A spot on our waitlist
Waiting
Since 2018
Tick
Tick
Tick
For the day
We throw our caps in theWait
No gowns

I had to impress the people around me,
and no amount of reassurance or praise
would make me feel I was good enough.
But surviving the potentially gaseous q-tip
incident made me realize that messing up
is okay. The whole world did not blow
up after I made a mistake. All of us have
gone through the past years growing and
changing together, and the mistakes we
have made only served to help us learn.
Everyone’s pathway of growth is different, through trial and error, successes and
failures, but I would recommend avoiding
almost creating a toxic gas to come to this
realization.

You wanna die
Not lying to yourself
About who or what you wanna be
Congratulations on persevering
Four
Long
Years
Congrats on the gap year
Congrats on the first year
Congrats on the workforce
Congrats on doing the things
Only you wanted to do
A big warm congrats
Love and Wishes
From Me
Sent to you
Thank you
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Sophia Goldman &
Risley Smith
Risley: My first memory of being at Paideia was in half-day trying to guess how
many jelly beans were in the jar. I had zero
clue and was too nervous to guess so I just
copied the most popular answer. I never
thought I was a shy kid but looking back
now it’s become quite clear, and after 14
years I’ve just now begun to understand
that I didn’t just go to Paideia, I grew at
Paideia. I didn’t exactly know who I was
in elementary or junior high but I know
that Paideia is part of the reason why I
know myself better now. I grew up with
the same kids, in the same environment,
and with a lot of the same adults for a very
long time. It was like having a really really
big family that I wanted to get even bigger.
New kids would trickle in elementary and
junior high, but I was excited and just a
little bit nervous for all of the people who
I knew would be joining Paideia freshman
year. Starting high school was… well…
let’s just say interesting…
But after instantly connecting with Sophia, I quickly began to look forward to
what the next four years would bring. It
was hard to navigate high school but when
either of us was lost we always knew we
had each other. This year our class came
together to support each other, and I’m
proud to say that we all took what we
learned seriously. During our last year, I

Sabrina Belkin
I have played just about every sport
possible. I started, as many of us do, with
soccer and gymnastics. Then swimming
and basketball. Track and cross country.
Dance. softball. tennis. Kayaking. Rock
climbing. Even pole vaulting. (No, really). Gymnastics stuck for a while until
it didn’t. I liked flying through the air but
could do without the sparkles and makeup.
When I retired from my 8-year gymnas18 | The Paideia Newsletter June-July 2022

saw many of the
people sitting
behind us do so
many beautiful
and powerful
things, and I’m
happy to say that
Paideia was the
place that I was
able to experience
so much growth.

Sophia: As intricate as life feels, to its

core it is just a series of inputs and outputs,
causes and effects, choices and outcomes.
I’ve always dreaded decisions because the
truth is that you never know the outcome
until you’ve lived it. You could only speculate. As an eighth-grader, I was presented
with my most important decision yet: to
attend high school at Paideia or Midtown.
It ultimately came down to a simple logical argument and a slight gut feeling that I
could see myself here.
Having an older brother one grade
above me at Midtown, I always compared
our experiences and tried to determine if
I made the right “decision.” One of my
greatest weaknesses has been always
second-guessing my decisions.
My first experience at Paideia was
when I showed up to the new student day
and learned that my paired student didn’t
show up— a tricky start. By some strange
chance, Risley’s new student didn’t show
up either and she became my tour guide,
and later, a best friend. Each small motics career, at the age of 12, I
quickly searched for something
to replace it. If I was no longer
“the gymnast”- Who was I? I
could not be just another girl on
the playground. I felt that needed a sport to prove my worth.
I found myself immediately
captivated by ultimate. Sure, ultimate attracted me because it was more inclusive
and positive - a rarity in youth sports.
But I was drawn to it primarily because I

ment and experience I’ve had
here has helped
me realize that
I made the right
choice. After a
full year in the
presence of my
classmates, I can
say with certainty, in front of
my peers that have pushed me to learn and
grow and my teachers who have shaped
and supported me, that I made the right decision and I’m so glad that it was this one.
I’ve learned that it’s not about where you
are but who you surround yourself with
that matters.
Risley: After some seriously grueling
years, we finally made it here, and we’re
incredibly proud of ourselves and those
behind us.

Sophia: We will never forget our experi-

ences here and the people we met, but
most importantly we will never forget
those who were there for us to lean on.

Risley: Paideia gave each of us special
opportunities to learn and grow, not just
with each other, but with our entire class,
and I don’t think we’ll ever be grateful
enough.
Sophia: We are so thankful for Paideia

and the class of 2022 and we can not wait
to see what we will accomplish in the future. Thank you!

could run and jump and throw
my body through the air - with
apparent purpose but also reckless abandon. It is competitive,
strategic, and exciting. Ultimate gave me an outlet for my
natural athleticism.
Though I have changed during my time at Paideia, being an athlete
has stayed constant. I imagine, at another
school, a school without this weird sport
and an athletic requirement to graduate,
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I wouldn’t be so confident that I am an
athlete. I might only be a basketball benchwarmer or a third-string soccer player, not
an integral part of a team. I may have lost
my passion for athletics.
But lucky for me, no one has ever accused Paideia of being traditional. At

Paideia, we put our cheerleaders on the
team. We’re not afraid to make a 5’5” low
powerhouse a post-player during basketball
season. And debate experts are invited to
bring their skills to the ultimate pitch. Firsttime players and disillusioned athletes from
all the normal sports can find new glory

as ultimate players. Where else would half
of the girls in the junior class play a sport
many people have never heard of?
This is not an ode to ultimate. Well, it
is. But it is also an ode to keeping an open
mind, taking a risk, and diving head-first
into something you love.

Kalkidan Tefera

After a full season of managing, there
are certainly some stressors and memories. I actually had therapy sessions with
Jesse about my management stress due
to having to fold teenage boys’ clothes/
jerseys. Before every game, Manal, my
co-manager, and I folded their jerseys and
then collected the well-used jerseys after
the game. Jesse told me that was way below my pay grade… and I wasn’t getting
paid!
There were those moments where
everyone was down because we had
just lost a game and Coach Harper was
trying to be the comedic relief. Besides
the actual joke being funny, what was
most entertaining was watching the boys
attempt to not laugh.
Besides my time as a step leader and an
assistant director to Jesse, managing the
boys’ basketball team was honestly one of
the best things that could have happened
to me.
I met my best friend, Manal - a junior
who I had spoken to a total of four times
before. We bonded over folding jerseys,
filming, sending out emails, our little pre-

game therapy sessions, and our lives as
first-generation daughters of immigrant
parents.
Through the season, I fell in love with
basketball - from the excitement, I felt
on wins, to the blues on the bus after big
losses, and yes…how could I forget the
late-night games that deprived me of my
sleep?
I started watching college basketball,
learning all the terminology, and referee
hand signals. This one simple season of
high school basketball completely changed
my outlook on sports.
I have officially decided to take a
different career path to sports management
at George Washington University in D.C.
I have always seen men’s sports portrayed
as superior to women’s sports, and I hadn’t
witnessed such instances myself until I
joined as team manager. As the goddess,
Nicki Minaj said “I want to build my
empire. In my field, I have always seen
men do it. Now it’s a woman’s turn.” On
that note, go build an empire in something
you love, because I will be doing the same
thing in the sports industry. Thank you.

I can’t pinpoint the exact moment I
decided I wanted to become a basketball
manager. It all began with me asking
Coach Eddie Johnson if I could manage
the tennis team since, at the time, he had
on a tennis shirt. He then proceeded to ask
me to manage the men’s basketball team,
and despite the fact that I did not know a
single thing about how the sport worked,
I agreed.
When I agreed, I was only sure of one
thing - free throws. Now, not to expose
myself or anything, but I only knew that
because “free throw,” quite literally explains itself - it is a free…throw. In hopes
to try something new, not only did I become a team manager, I became the first
woman and woman of color to become a
team manager. Obviously, I was yet to find
out how much it would impact my future.
My career started by recording the
games. I guess after taking three years of
Film 1 with Jesse wasn’t enough because I
soon stopped recording and was upgraded
to doing the books/scorekeeping. Scorekeeping was the most stressful job but so
much fun. When doing the books, you’re
not only paying attention to the total score,
but you’re paying attention to 10 players,
three refs, and the ball. You’re responsible
for keeping track of score, fouls, timeouts,
who called it, and when. And they say
multitasking is not real. The game is so
fast-paced, that my new job gave me a
kick of adrenaline. Soon I got upgraded
again to managing the clock. Technically,
a person has to be 21 to do the clock for a
state game. At that time, I was 18. Or 21.
Depending on which ID you’re asking for.
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up at the same table.

Defne Tanyildiz &
Dan Klin

Dan (interjects)

Give it up for Beth Schild one time!!

Defne: Beth’s class presented the perfect
opportunity to finally get to know each
other. It didn’t take long for us to discover this identity that we share.

Dan: Our story begins as all good things

do, on a charter bus driving through Florida, under the supervision of none other
than Scott Morris.

Defne: The robust culture of inland Flor-

ida inspired me to do a study on bilingual
people.

Dan: The back of the bus was rounding a

37th repetition of “Gods Plan” by Drake,
and frankly – despite Geoffrey’s aweinspiring vocal rendition – I could feel
a migraine approaching. I decided that
moving to Defne’s row by the front of the
bus would grant me some sort of asylum.
It seemed as though Defne and her cohort
were being more productive than I.

Defne: We were going through Cece’s
crush list. When her sixth-grade true love
came strutting up the aisle.
Dan: In walked, yours truly, arriving on

the condition that Defne could perform
her Neuro project on me

Defne: It was a simple game of Scattergories, and he failed miserably.

Dan: The test required that I play a round

of Scattergories in both English, my first
language, and Portuguese, my second
language,

Both: His worst language. He couldn’t

even finish the test.

Dan: What was but a completion grade

for Defne, here, became a bit of an identity crisis for me. Being the third child
and a bit of a familial recluse, my second
language has always been an area of insecurity for me. For the largest part of my
childhood, my only practice in my second
language was speaking at home with my
parents. The less I spoke with my parents,
the more my ability in my second language began to fade, and in turn, so did
my ability to connect with my extended
family. Defne’s experiment made me re20 | The Paideia Newsletter June-July 2022

alize that I was still very much working
through this in my adolescence.
Defne:

Now that was not my intention. I just
wanted to pass my Neuro class. What
Dan forgets to add to this story is that
after the test he returned to a group of
people with whom he had been friends
for longer than I had even been in the
country. You see, unlike Dan, I am something of an obsessive bilingual. In that,
my Turkishness took over every aspect
of my life and was a burden to all those
around me. Needless to say, coming to
this school in junior high was rough. I
had just come from living in Turkey, and
I was a menace. No one wanted to be
around the girl who so desperately wanted to be anywhere but America. So where
Dan had trouble connecting with his nonAmerican side, I had trouble connecting
with my American one and therefore my
peers around me.

Dan: Comparing Defne’s situation with

my own taught me that keeping a multicultural identity requires sacrifice and
that Defne and I made these sacrifices in
different parts of our lives.

Defne: Dan sacrificed his non-American
side and I sacrificed my American one.
These sacrifices troubled both of us
throughout our adolescence.

Dan I found solace in learning about the

social sacrifices that Defne made in order
to embody her multi-national identity that
I felt I was missing.

Defne:

And I found solace in knowing that I am
far more bilingual than Dan.
Dan: All jokes aside, we were able to

teach each other that neither of us did it
wrong.

Defne: It is not easy to operate in two
different cultures, and finding balance
in your identity is a uniquely individual
experience.

Dan: Defne and I found ourselves in

Dan: And finding people who I could

Defne: This year we were finally in

Defne: And I guess I can say the same
for Dan.

Geoffrey Halpern

I really had gone into Eddy’s old room
and taken a nap finally caught up to me?
Thankfully, he hadn’t caught on to my
antics, and instead, he let me know I had
been accepted to give a vignette, and for
my favorite high school principal, I had
to say yes. When we first met about my
original draft I told him I wanted the piece
to be authentic, so I created the funniest
speech the world would ever hear! But

two perfectly opposite problems, with no
knowledge of each other’s situation.

Beth’s math class together and we ended

When Brett asked me if I could talk to
him after class four weeks ago, I immediately began running through my mind
all of the bad things I had done that week.
Had he finally caught me stealing fruit
cups out of the theater lobby refrigerator,
or had the time in French class when I said
that I was going to work outside when

relate to, like Defne, has been an instrumental part of learning who I am.
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after spending time thinking about it, I
realized the speech was not as true to me
as I wished.
My classmates know the importance of
soccer to me, it is my one true passion. It’s
the reason when Stacey called me into her
office about me leaving school early to
prepare for what would be my final high
school game, I didn’t care what punishment I received because losing that game
was already punishment enough. Soccer
is the reason I’m going to Villanova, it’s
the reason I’ve had opportunities this past
year to live alone, once domestically and
once internationally. Playing soccer has
also been the reason I have been able to
control my mental health since middle
school.
I have always had some mental health
issues, but I think it’s safe to say that
nobody, except my family, and maybe
a couple of my friends, would be truly
aware of that. During the day I made it my
goal to hide whatever issue I was facing,
put on a smile, and get on with my day
until I was home. The number of nights
where I would take out all of my emotions by playing my beloved sport may
be alarming, but typically playing soccer
has worked for me. This year though,
I realized this pattern wasn’t working,
and I had no clue why. I had hit my three
major athletic goals, two of which were
set for a post-collegiate career, far earlier
than I could have imagined in my wildest
dreams, but I still felt like I was teetering
on the edge of being just ok enough to get
on with life, and just feeling flat out awful.
In September, I realized that only having soccer was not enough, but I did not
quite know what else I could branch out
to. I was trying to find some balance between sport, school, and anything else
when a friend offered me a book. I accepted it on a whim and realized how much
I had been missing out on. I tried to find
other areas where I could find joy in, and
I came to find out I enjoy cooking, and as
an 18-year-old man child who has an obsession with eating, this skill is by far one

of my favorites.
Being away from home and finding
some interests has taught me a lot this
year.
I have realized just how lucky I am. And
I learned:
– that I had some of the best friends in
the world, and I can easily say without
them I have no clue where I would be right
now. It wouldn’t be unfair to say that if I
hadn’t had them in the fall, my collegiate
career would have been over before it
started
– that the little boy who needed to spend
time with his mom before bed still needed
that special time.
– that the time I spent with my dad train-

ing could never be replaced by any time
spent with coaches
– that my little brother will always be
the biggest inspiration for me because I
want to be his role model.
And that my little sister, even though we
have shared some unpleasant moments –
like the time she threw up on me when I
was burping her, or the time she peed on
me while I was carrying her – will always
be my biggest supporter.
Everything I’ve learned in the past year
has been almost like my coming of age with the clear message to me that sticks
out being that there is far more to life than
just soccer.

Julia Kushner

I owe a massive thank you to G-d, of
course. My return to religion and spirituality has slowly pieced my life back together. He has provided an invaluable
support system and given me the strength
to cultivate it. Namely my parents, but the
biggest factor that has gotten me through,
is this here Paideia School, and all that has
come with it.
Many of y’all cannot even fully grasp
how lucky you are. Most of y’all have
been at beautiful private schools for
most of your lives. I once envied you.
Especially when I sat in underfunded and

It used to be that when I put my headphones in and listened to my favorite
album - Lauryn Hill of course - I would
be transported back to a time where an
adolescent me was sure life was not worth
living. A time when I sat in my bedroom
all alone crying with a desperation that I
can no longer fathom.  
And yet here I am, standing tall at my
very own graduation. So often I can’t wrap
my head around the fact that I’m here, but
I did it. I made it. Finally.
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overworked inner-city schools, doing busy
work at slowly decaying desks covered in
profane imagery. Especially in rundown
bathrooms with missing doors when I had
daily panic attacks and mental breakdowns
because I felt that not a single soul cared
about me or even knew who I was.
Then I became you. And oh my - did I
have every right to be so envious. Now no
school’s perfect, but I choose to look back
at my short three-ish years here with rosecolored glasses: Paideia saved my life.  
I remember the first person to ever greet
me in the gorgeous Paideia School hallways. Jay Johnson, who did not know me
at the time, made sure there was a friendly
face in my corner. I remember the first
teacher to know my name without me
reminding them 12 times. I hadn’t even
met Eddy yet, but he knew my name, remembered personal details, and supported
me, without even being my teacher. I
remember my first friend. I had never met
anyone so kind to a soul they were unfamiliar with. I will never, ever, forget the
kindness that Madeleine Ragunas showed
me. I still tear up every time I think about
that first day of our sophomore English
class. I remember my very first Monday
Morning Meeting when I finally felt I
belonged somewhere, even with strangers
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surrounding me. Paul threw that infamous
eraser, and the passion and excitement all
around were feelings I had always yearned
for. Everyone was so eager to be a part of
such a tight-knit community. Students and
staff alike welcomed me with open arms.
Y’all cared about me. There were times
that crowded auditorium felt more familiar
to me than my own home.
But most of all, I will remember each
and every one of my classmates. Unfor-

tunately, this was my first full year, but
even those of you who I’ve only met once
or twice have made an impression on me.
And for that, I will be forever grateful.
High school was never a walk in the park,
for any of us, but many of y’all made it so
much more bearable.
And now, when I put my headphones in
and listen to that very same Lauryn Hill
album, I am grateful to be alive.
Class of 2022 - I will never forget you.
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Lily Babcock
Dental Dam December.
Menstruation March. Abortion
April. Other punny themes I
have been advised not to list
here.
As many of you know, this
year, I set out to create a factsharing program to make sex
education fun, approachable
– and, most importantly, not
shameful. As a peer health educator for Planned Parenthood, I
have learned that the best way
to keep teenagers sexually safe
and healthy is through education and destigmatization, and
what better way to do that than through
attention-grabbing puns?
The reactions I’ve received from all my
peers have been a stark contrast to my first
sex-ed class in elementary school. When
my teacher drew a uterus up on the board,
trying her best to introduce us to a critical
part of our bodies, the mood in the room
shifted instantly. I remember the giggles,
disgusted faces, the silence…but most of
all – I remember the shame. I had so many
questions, but I couldn’t raise my 11-year-

old hand. It was weighed down by confusion and embarrassment brought on by a
society where talking about sex is taboo.
That uncomfortable moment all those
years ago fueled my passion to learn and
serve. Recently, I returned to that same
classroom as a cross-age teacher. I talked
about my experiences and my desire to
normalize conversations about sexual
health. Then something magical happened. Eleven-year-old hands shot up
with questions ranging from “What are

neopronouns?” to “What happens
when I get my first period?” I have
been blessed to be able to watch
the world of sex education change
drastically as I moved through my
Paideia experience, shifting from
just “how things work” to a more
holistic approach, incorporating
gender, sexuality, and body image discussions. Knowing I have
played a role in this change, albeit
a tiny one, makes me excited for
the future.
Through the conversations I’ve
been able to have these past years,
my love for public health and sexed has grown exponentially. I can’t
wait to continue on my journey in
college as a student in gender, sexuality &
feminist studies on a pre-med track with
dreams of becoming an OB-GYN. To everyone who has clapped for me, supported
me, given me monthly theme suggestions,
and put up with my constant sex-ed facts,
I am eternally grateful. If you’re interested
in hearing some more themes and facts
that aren’t suitable for the Symphony Hall
stage, please come find me later. Now that
we have made it to graduation, it’s time for
sexy summer.
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Emma Schulder
After spending so many years at Paideia,
some might even say far TOO many, the
time has finally – finally come – to say
goodbye. But enough about Paul Bianchi.
In all seriousness, throughout my 15 years
at Paideia, I have truly loved the connections I’ve had with the faculty. Before the
high school music trip to Orlando, Florida,
when Brett Hardin warned us – if caught
with any drugs or alcohol, we would be
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spending a lot of “quality time” with him –
I thought: An opportunity for more quality
time with Brett? I’ve never felt so much
pressure to drink!
Paideia is a place where unique relationships with teachers flourish, and that
is something I am grateful for. I reflect
on Kim Mansion who, by the way, just
received her PHD! In ninth grade, Kim
reserved time at the beginning of math
classes for me to debate politics with
my classmate Bram. I also reflect back

to sixth grade when one day my teacher
complimented my “beautiful curls.” She
then started to approach me with a pair
of scissors. “Let me cut one off to tape to
my desk,” she said. Displayed on her desk
was a collection of curls ranging in color
and texture. Suddenly, the teacher from
next door walked in, pulled out his pocket
knife, and said, quote, “Are we chasing
Emma with sharp objects. I love chasing
Emma with sharp objects.” The privacy of
this teacher is important to me so I will not
name him. Let’s just say that many of us
on stage have shaved his head and he has
a laugh that – well – stands out from the
crowd. But running from sharp objects was
not the only thing I mastered at Paideia.
“Do not lie, cheat or steal’’ were among the
core values ingrained in each of us in the
early years.
So in elementary school when a sweet
little girl excitedly asked what Santa had
brought me for Christmas, what was I supposed to do? Lie? Never! “My people don’t
believe in Santa Claus,’’ I responded. And
then said something like: “but that’s awesome that Santa’s a thing for you.” She has
reminded me of this encounter every single
year, as that was the day she stopped believing in Santa Claus. Yes, I’m the Jewish
Grinch who stole Christmas. But perhaps,
sometimes it’s more important to be kind
than truthful. Risley, I’m sorry. My people
were wrong. Santa Claus is real.
What is the point of me sharing these
stories? Well – when I wasn’t sleeping
through my alarm, I was consistently waking up - for the past 15 years - truly excited
to go to school. Why? Because in every
class, every common space, every Monday morning meeting at Paideia – there
is always a home for humor. Though not
explicitly stated in any manuals, a sense
of humor is clearly a pillar of Paideia. And
that has helped make learning joyful, no
matter how intense the academic pressure.
And for future generations of Paideians –
I hope you will have a Head of School who
infuses learning with laughter – as Paul
Bianchi did for us.
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Aiden Danzig
Before I get into my speech I think it’s
important to share the story of why I’m up
here today. Brett Hardin, the high school
principal, decided that this year he wanted
a student to deliver the perfect graduation
speech, so he reached out to the smartest
kid he knew. And after the smartest kid
he knew turned him down, he went to the
funniest kid he knew. And after the funniest kid he knew turned him down, he went
to the most profound kid he knew. And
having turned Brett down twice already I
finally decided to say yes.
SO when I began thinking about what I
would tell y’all about my time at Paideia,
my mind first went to the teachers I’ve
had throughout high school. Among others, Beth taught me how to make sense of
statistics, Jim taught me how to integrate
humor into an effective argument, Dr.
Barrington S. Edwards, Ph.D., taught
me how to think critically, and Alberto
taught me how to use Google translate.
But after listing all of my teachers since
fourth grade and trying to write superlatives to describe each of them, I realized
that my Paideia experience could not be
limited to just what I learned in the classroom.
It then hit me that Paideia can best be
explained by the quirky and special, little
things that define the school experience–
the morning break conversations with my
friends at the senior benches, seeing the
ducks that live on campus, showing up
at school before 6 in the morning to run
suicides until I throw up, the fact that my
English teacher taught my science teacher
while she was a student at Paideia, the daily ping pong games in Drew’s classroom,
the weekly entrepreneurship meetings with
Andy Levine–the list goes on. And as I
listed these small moments from my time
at Paideia, I realized that I’ve watched
Scott direct carpool every morning and afternoon since I was seven years old, and it
only just hit me that he won’t be there with

me next year.
SO, that’s my Paideia–the little things. As
author, Robert Brault puts it, you should
“Enjoy the small things in life, for one
day you may look back and realize they
were the big things.” And as I’ve only
just done in the twilight of my Python
career, I urge all of you to take a moment from your days and think about the

little things that make your lives special
and unique. I spent too long overlooking
Scott’s kindness, Andy’s life lessons, and
even just the cross-campus walk with
friends to my car after school. But what I
carry with me from my time at Paideia I’ll
never forget and for that, I truly thank all
of you, especially, my fellow graduates.
And finally, to Brett, you’re welcome.
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GRADUATION
Jacob Schnell
For those of you who don’t know me, as
Brett just said, my name is Jacob Schnell;
even if Brett hadn’t just said it, my name is
still, Jacob Schnell. To be clear, Mom and
dad, this is the third son up here, JACOB
SCHNELL. Now, I emphasize this because
of how influential I feel my name has been;
particularly how my last name has affected
me. Let me explain
  Four years ago, my brother Matt, spoke
at his senior dinner about how miserable
it was living in the shadow of our eldest
brother, Zach. At the end of Matt’s speech,
he told me, an impressionable eighthgrader, that it would be even harder as the
youngest Schnell brother to escape their
influence. Turns out, he was right. But I
didn’t even try to heed his advice, and now
after four years, I can say I have followed
my brothers’ paths to a tee. It was easy:
all I had to do was live without my own
identity. I could be a clone, a Schnell clone.
To the outside world, I had crazy pressures to live up to after my brothers. As
early as middle school, strangers would ask

Miles Kirsh
In ninth grade, I wanted to start my
own business, so I started a car washing
enterprise. I handed out flyers around my
neighborhood and knocked on doors. Then,
I washed cars for a while, overcharging
my neighbors (just a little) for pretty good
detailing. Eventually, I wanted a new challenge and to build more business skills.
Having always had an interest in fashion,
I figured out that there was a parallel market for the resale of sneakers. After some
research, I found out that there was a good
business in buying limited releases and
selling them for a markup after the product
had sold out. Just at the moment, I needed
to launch this new endeavor, I had to cut
short my studying for an upcoming math
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if I would follow my brothers to the college they both
attended. At home, it was
the same lesson: if I copied
everything my brothers did,
then everything would be
fine.
I think I did this well,
given how often my parents
mix up my name – “Matt,
did you take out the trash,”
or “Zach, when’s the last time you called
Grandma.” Sometimes I’m not sure if my
parents even know my name at all. Zach
hasn’t lived in Atlanta since 2014 and they
still confuse us, I was 10 years old when
he left. I went through these formative
years with some success, all without having an identity, any personal identity for
that matter. My parents must bear some of
the blame for this.
Paideia too. This school prizes individuality and developing your own voice. But
clearly, Paideia has failed me. I’ve been
here for 15 years, and the only thing I’ve
learned is that I didn’t need an identity to
succeed.

test and prepare for a sneaker drop the next
day because the only calculus I’m interested in is calculating profit.
After racing through the test (which
wasn’t my best effort), I left the classroom
for the hallway with my phone at the
ready. I waited for the clock on my phone
to strike 11 for the release of the Nike SB
Dunk Low Supreme Jewel Swoosh Red
(whoosh). I typed almost as fast as I had
done the math test and was able to secure
one pair before every size sold out in less
than 45 seconds. I sold that first sweet pair
for a tidy $70 profit! Now, on drops like
that, I procure multiple pairs at once using automated purchasing software called
bots. I have many contacts in the “sneaker
game” and my network keeps expanding,
and while math still isn’t my top priority,

Having no personality
of my own, I did copy my
brothers. I did the same
activities as them, and I’m
going to the college that
they both went to. Maybe
people will continue to
mess up my name in college. And if this continues
to be the case then my
parents will pay a lot of
money for me to just be a clone.
I must say that going into college I’m
ready to be my own person. Maybe it
didn’t happen in high school, and maybe
it never will. But there will be no fourth
Schnell brother in another four years to
report back as to whether I actually broke
free. Maybe I’ll consider reporting to
the school newsletter with an update. Or
maybe if I never create an identity, then
I’ll bring a lawsuit against my parents and
Paideia for allowing me to be a clone - or,
at least for never learning my name. Either
way, you’ll be hearing from me, hopefully as the Schnell who fought back. Stay
Tuned.

GRADUATION
things are starting to add up.
[The] High School Handbook here is
the “Arbiter of sartorial decency.” Which
states “There is no dress code in the high
school,” but it is recommended that you
dress before you come to school. Now, if
you were to look down at the shoes of a
Paideia student or teacher, you will notice
one of three things.
Number one, they are wearing some
comfy running shoes, number two, they
aren’t wearing any shoes at all, and best

of all number three, they have carefully
selected a pair of sneakers to match their
outfit, as do I.
When I asked the faculty sneaker aficionado Oman about what he thought of the
“sneaker culture” at Paideia he said that it
was almost as if there was a secret society
of sneakerheads. If you throw on a pair
of shoes to match your outfit, it is almost
guaranteed that somebody will admire
them, even if they don’t tell you. The relaxed nature of Paideia, and especially the

dress code, allows for students to be truly
free in their self-expression. This is one of
the hallmarks of our school. While sneakers may be only a footnote in the Paideia
student handbook, they are an elegant expression of individuality.
Lookee here, I just happened to have
a brand new pair of the …. So if you are
interested, meet me at the back of the hall,
and of course a special discount for the stylin’ class of ’22.
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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
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at Paideia School, 1509 Ponce de Leon Avenue, Atlanta,
GA 30307. Phone number is 404/377-3491, ext. 339; email address is driebe.caroline@paideiaschool.org. For

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

High School Academic Bowl Has Best Season
By Wilson York
Academic Bowl Team Adviser

Paideia’s varsity academic bowl
team capped off the most successful
season in team history by placing 24th
at the NAQT High School National
Championship Tournament, the nation’s most prestigious quiz bowl
competition. Building on their excellent seventh place finish at the Small
School National Championship earlier
this spring, the team significantly outperformed pre-tournament rankings
by finishing among the top 10 percent
of the over 250 teams from across the
U.S. who participated in the invitationonly competition after submitting
qualifying finishes at sanctioned tournaments throughout the year. Paideia’s
finish represents the second-best result
of any team from the state of Georgia,
irrespective of school size.
This year’s Paideia varsity team won
multiple local tournaments outright,

reaching its highest ever national ranking (a record soon to be topped when
the year’s final rankings are released).
Graduating seniors and “founding
generation” Rohan Leveille, Miles
Kirsh, Amit Kamma, Sophie Lyman,
Sean Zheng, and Reese Harward,
along with 2021 graduate Nikhel
Krishna, built the team from a core
of just a few participants into a program that now sees about 50 Paideia
students regularly participating in
grades 7-12. They won multiple state
championships, qualified for national
competitions in six consecutive years,
and amassed numerous other team
and individual accolades. They leave
behind a foundation of success that
continues to provide opportunities and
camaraderie for an impressive number
of their fellow Paideians.
These students and their teammates
have done Paideia, their families, and
themselves incredibly proud.
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