
Beskind, Lauren 
Hames, Sarah 
Hanrahan, An-
drew Harrington, 
Tim Jernigan, 
Jade Phillips, Eva 
Ramirez, Derrick 
Redwine, Emma 
Safon, Srijana 
Smith, Liam 
Stiefel and Erica 
Winston, per-
formed Somewhere 
from “West Side 
Story.” 

Student speak-
ers were Claire 

Barkley, Jordan Battle, Sarina Chalm-
ers, Alexandra Davison, Tamir 
Eplan-Frankel, Margaret Henson, 
Cary Holley, Robbie Holley, Caroline 
Hubbard, Quin Kidder, Anjeli Mase, 
Adriana Murillo, Sarah Painting, 
Annabel Rothschild, and Mark Paez.
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Junior High Academic Bowl Team Wins Junior National Championship

The Class of 
2016 graduated 
Sunday, May 22 at 
Symphony Hall. 
Members of the 
class gave short 
speeches and oth-
ers performed. 
Paul Bianchi, 
headmaster, spoke 
and awarded diplo-
mas. 

Student per-
formers at gradu-
ation were Tim 
Jernigan, singing 
Something’s Com-
ing from “West Side Story,” accompanied 
by Adam Beskind on the piano; Sarah 
Painting on the French horn and Clare 
Ulmer on the flute, playing Barcarolle 
from “Les Contes D’Hoffman;” Eva 
Ramirez and Adam Beskind singing For 
Good from “Wicked;” Claire Barkley, 
Hannah Barnett and Emma Safon 

The Paideia junior high academic bowl team won the 2016 Ju-
nior National Championship in New Orleans May 28-30. The Pai-
deia A team—Anna Zheng, captain, Jordan Leslie, Jesse Garcia 
and Nikhel Krishna finished with a perfect record and defeated 
Lux Middle School from Lincoln, Nebraska in the championship 
final. Anna Zheng was named tournament MVP.

The Paideia seventh grade team — Aidan Conley, captain, Ja-
vier Pardo, Kaiya Patel and Sean Zheng—finished in fifth place, 
losing to eventual finalist Lux. The eighth grade team— Spencer 
Waterbury, captain, Jordan James, August Draper and Nicho-
las Lin—faced strong competition in the preliminaries but fought 
with spirit and focus, said Greg Changnon, academic bowl coach.

This is the second national win for the junior high team in three 
years. Earlier this year the team won the state championship. Con-
gratulations to everyone for an outstanding year!

sang Landside by Stevie Nicks; Sarah 
Grace Payne performed Irish dancing 
to Dance of Love from “Feet of Flames;” 
Olivia Babuka Black sang A Way Back 
to Then; and the senior singers, Nahlah 
Abdur-Rahman, Maggie Aschmeyer, 
Olivia Babuka Black, Claire Barkley, 
Hannah Barnett, Jordan Battle, Adam 

Class of 2016 Graduates!

Graduation and Senior Dinner photos by Danny Lee Photography



CommuNiTy

Chess Team Places in State Championship
The Paideia elementary and junior high Chess Club teams competed and placed 

in the Georgia State Championship this spring. The K-5 team, Alex Graham, Finn 
Hartley, James Russell, Kenan Kadragic, Nayla Kanaan and Rohan Chanani, 
won third place.

The K-8 team, Adi Kadragic, Maxim Mukherjee, Nikhel Krishna, Patrick 
Leary and Sagan Hartley, placed fourth in their division. 

The Paideia chess team came in 19th at the National Chess Tournament earlier in 
the spring. 

Paideia Acquires 
Land for Playing 
Fields
From the Headmaster, Paul Bianchi

I am happy to announce that the school 
has closed on a sizable parcel of land for 
the future development of playing fields. 
It is in the area of Indian Creek Trail near 
I-285, about six or seven minutes farther 
away than Python Park. 

We now own 20 acres, 80 percent of 
it easily developable. Our goal for the 
property is to add ultimate/soccer fields, 
tennis courts, a softball diamond, a track, 
and cross country course. There will be 
bleachers, changing rooms, a concession/
bathroom building, and that rarest of all 
Paideia accommodations, parking galore. 

The board of trustees in 2015 made 
expanded athletic facilities one of the top 
priorities in the school’s updated strate-
gic plan. In recent years as many of you 
know, we have simply run out of space. It 
would take an entire chapter in the Book 
of Paideia to recount all the work that 
went into finding this 20-acre space. The 
land committee, chaired by trustee Scott 
Schnell, has spent the last four years 
searching for affordable and suitable land. 
As you can imagine, tracts of this size are 
no longer to be found intown. 

We are neither ready nor able to begin 
to build, and there are still major deci-
sions to be made. Apart from this land, 
we also have to find a way to solve the 
very serious academic space crunches 
limiting programs in many areas through-
out the school. When we do (please note 
the undaunted optimism), we will then 
put it all together in a capital campaign. 
It’s been too long.

We wanted everyone to know the good 
news of the progress that has been made. 
If you have any questions, send me an 
email.

Short-Term Lit Class Feeds  
the Mind and Body

In “Murakami, Music, and Munchies,” a short-term literature class based on short-
stories by surrealist Japanese author Haruki Murakami, the students not only discussed his 
stories, but also his culinary and musical references. Every Friday, the class made dishes 
from his stories in the MAC kitchen. After reading his story “The Year of Spaghetti,” 
the students split into groups to prepare spaghetti al cartoccio, spaghetti aglio e olio, and 
spaghetti alla parmigiana. Paul Hayward trekked all the way down to the MAC to judge 
each dish with his most attentive of tastebuds. Paul sang the praises of each plate, but 
eventually, with much prodding, declared the cartoccio spaghetti one he would “keep com-
ing back to.”  

— Daniel Fridkin ‘17 and Adair Garrett ‘17
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Kristen and Elisa’s Class Learns How to “make that Change”
The yearlong theme in Elisa 

Reddick and Kristen Davis’s 
second and third grade class was 
“Change.” The class studied 
change all year, “specifically 
how our students can be change 
makers,” said Kristen. 

“After learning about global 
warming and its effect on many 
of earth’s animals, we extended 
our study to endangered species. 
Each student chose an endangered 
species to study. The focus of 
their research was, ‘What needs 
to change to help this species sur-
vive?’ Students, most for the first 
time, walked through the entire research 
process. They used their information to 
create fact sheets on their species, which 
were then linked to and accessed via QR 
codes. They also created dioramas of their 

animal’s “ideal habitat” based on the needs 
of each individual species. 

“We invited parents to our “Classroom 
Zoo” to view the dioramas and to learn 
about what changes can be made to save 

these species. As a culminating 
event, our class spent the night at 
Zoo Atlanta, where we learned 
about the endangered species liv-
ing there and conservation efforts 
underway to help those species 
survive.

The last week of school the 
class invited the rest of the el-
ementary to see a video in which 
class members interviewed local 
change makers about their efforts 
to make a change on issues rang-
ing from conservation to recy-
cling bikes for use by inner city 
residents. The film was made by 

Dustin Chambers ’05.
The video viewing culminated in a spir-

ited rendition by the elementary of “The 
Man in the Mirror” by Michael Jackson.

Paideia Swimmer Named 
AJC Athlete of the Year 
Dean Farris 
‘16 was named 
the Atlanta 
Journal-
Constitution 
Athlete of the 
Year in boys’ 
swimming. 
Dean won 
the 200-yard 
freestyle 
(1:37.06) and 
the 100-yard 
butterfly 
(47.90) at the 
Class AAAAA-A meet and was a U.S. Olympic 
Trials qualifier in the 50-yard freestyle and 100-
yard backstroke. Dean was the No. 1 swimming 
recruit in Georgia and will swim for Harvard 
University. Dean also took part in the U.S. 
Olympic team trials in Omaha, Neb., in June.

Paideia Places in Regions Directors Cup 
By Mike Emery, Athletic Director

Paideia School placed 
in the top 15 in Class A in 
the 2015-16 Regions Bank 
Directors Cup for the first 
time in the school’s his-
tory. Bolstered by state 
championships in boys’ 
tennis and soccer, along 
with third place in boys’ 
cross country, eighth place 
in girls’ cross country, an 
Elite 8 appearance by vol-
leyball, a second round 
appearance for girls’ soccer, a state tournament appearance in girls’ basketball, the 
top class A scoring school in the state swim and dive championships and points 
from both track teams at the state meets, the Pythons amassed 622.5 points for 
15th place, .5 behind Fellowship Christian. This is a great accomplishment, espe-
cially considering Paideia competes in only 15 of the 24 sports. 

Congratulations to all of the athletes and coaches for their hard work through-
out the year. Also, congratulations to the parents, faculty and staff. Your support 
helps make this kind of thing happen.
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continued on page 21

Philip Brachman
Original Paideia Founder Who Stayed with the Cause

CommuNiTy

Philip and Susan Brachman were 
part of the original group of parents that 
founded Paideia. Philip died June 6, 
2016. His memorial service was held at 
Paideia. Paul Bianchi, headmaster, was 
one of the speakers at his service. Below 
is an excerpt of Paul’s remembrance.

It is an honor for us to host this memori-
al service for our friend, Philip Brachman, 
because without Philip and Susan Brach-
man, and a couple of other parents, there 
would not be a Paideia School. I have been 
the headmaster here since soon after I met 
these founding parents 46 years ago in 
Philip and Susan’s living room on Clifton 
Road. I was 24 at the time, certainly too 
young to be talking to people about run-
ning their dream school. But it was 1970 
and faith in youth had replaced the age-old 
faith in wisdom and experience. 

It was a preposterous proposition that 
someone my age could and should be 
running a school, but maybe not that 
much more preposterous than the no-
tion that a few neighborhood families 
could begin a school, people who had 
no money, no place to put the school, no 
teachers, and only their own children as 
possible students. A lot needed to happen 
for Paideia to open—and it took over a 
year to close the gap between their idea 
and a real school. We ended up with the 
real school, but it was not easy: often 
we took two steps forward and one step 
backwards; sometimes it was one step 
forward and two steps backwards. 

When I heard confirmation of Philip’s 
death, I went out to sit on the playground 
behind the school and just thought about 
him and what he did to make Paideia hap-
pen. I could almost see those 1971 parents 
scurrying about the dilapidated 1509 man-
sion rushing to get the building ready. And 
in the middle of it all was Philip with his 
hammer, an apron and an unmovable con-
fidence that both the two-by-four he was 

nailing into place and the school that we 
were putting into place would hold up.

We all know that Philip was a man of 
certainty, and in the wiggle of youth and 
idealism that characterized our begin-
nings, it was good to have a person who 
did not depend on, or much use the eraser 
end of the pencil. Maybe that certainty 
was bolstered by his scientific mindset, 
although I tend to think that Philip was 
that way long before medical school. 

Some people are good at getting things 
up and running and then once everything 
has begun, their interest, or commitment, 
tends to wane. Philip never lost interest 
in Paideia, not the little school of 145 stu-
dents that clung to a precarious existence 
in 1971, nor the sprawling institution of 
1,000 students here today. He chaired 
the board of trustees for seven of our 
first eight years, doing his best to impose 
his orderly mind to the governance of 
a struggling institution. A year after we 
opened, meetings to begin a high school 
were held in that same living room at 
1111 Clifton Road, and when the high 
school floundered in its first year, meet-
ings to fix it and begin again also hap-
pened in that living room. 

When I think of Philip and Susan, I al-
ways remember Alistair Cook’s line about 
George Washington at Valley Forge. Val-
ley Forge was the low point for the colo-
nists in the war for independence: morale 
had collapsed, desertions were high, the 
British were formidable, and the future 
looked bleak, but as Cook said, “Washing-
ton stayed with the cause, and the revolu-
tion held.”

Philip and Susan Brachman stayed with 
Paideia, and the school held. 

All of us who worked with Philip, ei-
ther professionally or at Paideia, know 
that he had his ways of going about 
things, usually in a straight line, and the 
rest of us needed to either shape up or get 

better at being circuitous. Some of Phil-
ip’s ways were unfixable quirks. For ex-
ample, as board chair, Philip would give 
a brief welcoming speech at early Paideia 
graduations. I would prep him—tell him 
the number of graduates and how long the 
school had been in business. “Phil,” I’d 
say, “there are 24 graduating seniors here 
tonight, and we are ending our sixth year” 

“OK, OK, I understand,” he’d say. Then 
minutes later he would welcome the 31 
new graduates of Paideia, now in its fourth 
year of operation. The kids were confused 
how seven seniors managed to enroll at the 
last minute. Philip never got it right, year 
after year. Nor did he pronounce correctly 
the name of the school: “It’s Paideia,” I 
would tell him. “You all named it Pie-day-
ah, before you hired me.” 

“OK, OK,” he would grumble, “don’t 
you think I know that?” Apparently not, I 
thought because we would all sit back and 
hear the chairman of the board fluctuate, 
sometimes in the same paragraph, between 
“Pu-Dee-a”, “Pie-dee-ah” and “Pay-dee-
ah”. Phil Brachman was not a man easily 
coached.

His straight–line strength of purpose 
was nonetheless comforting, especially 
after one figured out how to maneuver 
around it, which has taken me years to 
do. Once he set out on a mission, he did 
not let up. Both in the early days and as 
recently as two weeks ago, Philip would 
call me at school with an idea that he 
wanted us, or me, to do. 

This past fall he wanted us to open 
our doors to a Syrian refugee student, 
although neither he nor anyone else at the 
time knew where a Syrian refugee student 
could yet be found in Atlanta. These calls 
almost always came with an offer to fi-
nance his idea. 

He and Susan loved music and wanted 
to support students in music. Last 
month’s offer was to pay for a musical 
instrument and summer lessons for a stu-
dent who could not afford these. A while 
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Twelve French students spent five days (May 26-30) with faculty 
members Eddy Hernandez and Melissa McKay-Hagan in the beautiful 
Canadian province of Quebec. We had a fun-filled itinerary with visits to 
both Quebec City and Montreal. Some highlights of the trip included: a 
school visit where students were able to chat with kids their age in both 
French and English, hiking in the Saint Ann Canyon, an interactive visit 
to a military tower where students learned the history of some important 
battles in Quebec history, and a visit to a sugar shack where we had a 
hearty lunch, danced, and heard about the production of maple syrup. 
And, of course a visit to Quebec would not be complete without try-
ing some poutine! While in Quebec City, we took advantage of a home 
stay program so that students could practice their French and have an 
authentic cultural exchange. It was a fun and memorable experience for 
everyone. As one of our students Semaj Thompson ’17 said, “Canada is 
like a wonderland.”

—Melissa McKay-Hagan, High School Language Teacher

La Belle Province 
French Students Visit Quebec

CommuNiTy ALumNi NEWS

Rachel Peterson, dean of students in the high school, was selected 
for a National Endowment for the Humanities special summer insti-
tute this summer in New York City. She will be participating in the 
Humanities Summer Institute for School Teachers hosted by the Mu-
seum of Chinese in America and New York University. Rachel will be 
studying the Chinese Exclusion Act and Immigration in America. 

FACULTY NOTES

•	 Blair	Cumming	Falivene	’00 and Chase Falivene 
are thilled to announce the birth of their baby boy, 
Hugo James Falivene! Hugo was born on Sunday, 
May 29 at 5:11 p.m., 7 lbs 9oz, 19 ¾ inches.

•	 Katherine	Goldstein	’02	has been named a fellow 
by the Nieman Foundation for Journalism at Harvard 
University Class of ’17. She will begin an academic 
year of study there this fall. She has worked for Slate 
and Vanity Fair and is one of 24 journalists selected 
for the honor.

•	 Jono	Berry	’03	writes “I’m finishing up my first year 
in Seattle at the pediatrics residency program based at 
the University of Washington and Seattle Children’s 
Hospital. I’m loving the city and the Northwest in 
general and have enjoyed catching up with some other 
Paideia folks in the area.”

•	 Emily	Schreck	’06 writes “After traveling the world 
to the far reaches of China, and wrangling crocodiles 
in Australia, I have determined there is no place like 
home. Since returning to Atlanta in 2014, I have been 
pursuing my passion of working with kids and learning 
about childhood development. I quickly found myself 
welcomed back into the arms of Paideia. I’m now 
happy to be an official member of the staff, and will be 
working part-time in the afternoon half day starting in 
fall of 2016. I’m looking forward to joining a wonder-
ful staff and learning more about how to nurture and 
support kids as they grow and learn.”

•	 Alex	Kirsch	’12 graduated from Union College in 
Schenectady, New York this year. He was named to 
the Liberty League All Academic Team during his 
junior fall soccer season in 2014. Earlier this year he 
and Walter	Williams	’12 “Doc Will” co-founded a 
business/music label called “The Unpopulars.” After 
graduation Alex is returning to Atlanta to work for a 
start-up that does home repairs. The company is called 
Pronto (prontopro.com) and was started by former 
professional soccer players Erik Stadler and Boris 
Jerkunica. Pronto matches clients up with professional 
handymen as swiftly as possible using their advanced 
knowledge in technology. Currently Pronto is only op-
erating in Atlanta but already has plans to do coverage 
nationwide.

•	 Shahir	Azhar	’12 is graduating from Kalamazoo 
College in June with a chemistry major and anthropol-
ogy and sociology minor. He writes “I am teaching 
chemistry at a high school in Memphis starting this fall 
for two years. I am very excited to start this journey.” 

Compiled by Liz Nesbit, Development Associate
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Where They Will Be in the Fall

HiGH SCHooL

The graduates of Paideia’s class of 2016 will be repre-
sented far and near as they head to college this fall. 
Here is the list of the schools they will be attending.

Nahlah Abdur-Rahman ................................................... Howard University
Sally Apolinsky ................................................................... Skidmore College
Maggie Aschmeyer ...........................................College of William and Mary
Katherine Athanassiades ................................................... Emory University
Olivia Babuka Black .................................................... University of Georgia
Claire Barkley  ........................................................................Rhodes College
Hannah Barnett ............................................................College of Charleston
Jordan Battle .........................................................Columbus State University
Shivani Beall ........................................................................ Emory University
Ross Berlin........................................................................... Tulane University
Adam Beskind ........................................................................Duke University
Stanley Birdsong ...................................................................Carleton College
Laurel Bliss ............................................................................. Tufts University
Ally Braden ...................................................University of Colorado Boulder
Sam Brasher .......................................................... Texas Christian University
Sam Braun .................................................University of Alabama, Huntsville
Dylan Bremner.......................................................................Grinnell College
Caroline Catherman .......................................................... Emory University
Sarina Chalmers ................................................................................Gap Year
Noah Cohen ...........................................................................Carleton College
Max Cook ........................................................................... Cornell University
Alexandra Davison ........................................University of British Columbia
Michael Derbes ..................................................... Louisiana State University
Yan Dichev ....................................................................Santa Clara University
Ryan Dollar  .................................................................. University of Georgia
Amy Doneff ...................................................Georgia Institute of Technology
Caroline Dresser ............................................................New York University
Lehn Ellingson .................................................................... Emory University
Tamir Eplan-Frankel .............................................................Elon University
Dean Farris  ....................................................................... Harvard University
Henry Fink .......................................................................... Emory University
Josh Fischbach .................................................................... Emory University
Madison Goldstein ............................................... University of Pennsylvania
Lauren Hames .......................................................................Goucher College
Sarah Hanrahan ....................................................................Barnard College
Andrew Harrington ......................................................University of Chicago
Meg Henson .........................................................................Boston University
Sam Hertlein ......................................................................Auburn University
Cary Holley .......................................................... University of Pennsylvania
Robbie Holley ...................................................................Middlebury College
Caroline Hubbard .........................................................Vanderbilt University
Anna Iademarco ..........................................Washington University St. Louis
Nico Iademarco ............................................Washington University St. Louis
Tim Jernigan ....................................................................... Emory University
Hannah Juliano................................................................Syracuse University
Quin Kidder ................................................................... University of Florida
Eunheh Koh  ....................................................................... Emory University
Pryor Krugman ..............................................................Wesleyan University
Rob La Terza ....................................................................... Emory University
Henry Laseter ..................................................................... Brown University
Sarah Leonard .............................................................. University of Georgia

Bryson Levisay .................................... University of California, Los Angeles
Sydney Lewis ..................................................................... Howard University
Julio Lira .................................................. University of Tennessee Knoxville
Nishant Lokanathan ................................ University of Tennessee Knoxville
Edwin Lopez..................................................Georgia Institute of Technology
Max Marcovitch .........................................................University of Michigan
Anjeli Mase ................................................University of California, Berkeley
Connor Mashman ............................................................... Emory University
Max Middleton ........................................................................ Centre College
Andrew Morris .............................................Georgia Institute of Technology
Adriana Murillo ....................................................... Georgia State University
Alexander Nelson ................................................................Mercer University
Fin Ouweleen  .......................................................................Carleton College
Edgar Ovalle-Mares ............................................................. Wofford College
Addison Owen .........................................................................Rice University
Celeste Padula ................................................................... Occidental College
Mark Paez ..................................................................... University of Georgia
Sarah Painting .......................................................... Mount Holyoke College
Brandon Pal ..................................................Georgia Institute of Technology
Kendall Parks...................................................... Coastal Carolina University
Sarah Grace Payne ............................................................Furman University
Brandon Perez-Gomez .................................Rensselaer Polytechnic Institute
Ollie Peterson ................................................Georgia Institute of Technology
Jade Phillips .......................................................... Louisiana State University
Thompson Race .................................................Georgia Southern University
Sonali Raghavan ...........................................Georgia Institute of Technology
Eva Ramirez .................................................................. University of Georgia
Daniel Raygoza ........................................................ Georgia State University
Derrick Redwine .....................................................................Elon University
Jennifer Rivas ..................................................................... Emory University
Spencer Rose ....................................................................... Emory University
Annabel Rothschild ............................................................ Wellesley College
Tyler Russell .................................................................. University of Georgia
Emma Safon ...............................................................Florida State University
Zoe Searles......................................................................New York University
Alex Shrader ....................................................................... Emory University
Houston Shrader ................................................................ Emory University
Jake Smith .....................................................Georgia Institute of Technology
Srijana Smith .................................................................. Agnes Scott College
Liam Stiefel  ........................................................................ Davidson College
Dominique Straughn-Turner .....................................................Smith College
Christian Tan ........................................................... Georgia State University
Siena Tetali  ...................................................Georgia Institute of Technology
Jamaya Tookes .......................................................................... Smith College
Clare Ulmer ...................................................................University of Chicago
Caroline Walsh-King .......................................................... Wellesley College
Spencer Whaley ................................................................ Occidental College
Abigail Wheeler ...................................Georgia College and State University
Erica Winston .................................................................American University
Annice Wyatt ................................................................... Agnes Scott College
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Senior Dinner Speech

Being Stuck in Between Yields the Right Personal Balance
Nahlah Abdur-Rahman 

My mother always tells me, 
besides the fact that I am a 
typical self-absorbed teenager, 
that I am stuck in the in-be-
tween, never fully one thing or 
another. I am not wholly Type 
A or B, or a night owl or an 
early bird. I am a mixture of 
a lot of things, but most espe-
cially, I’m a mixture of my en-
vironments. I am fortunate enough to have 
found comfort and pride in two wonderful, 
albeit very different, communities, both of 
which I consider home. The Paideia com-
munity is where I have found my passion 
for social justice, while the Atlanta Masjid 
community is my small, predominantly 

Senior Dinner
Members of the Class of 2016 and their 

family and friends and Paideia faculty and 
staff gathered at the Depot for the annual 
Senior Dinner. Speaking at the dinner 
were students Spencer Whaley, Nahlah 
Abdur-Rahman, senior parent Dara 
Simmons and faculty member Martin 
Aguilera ’96. 

Senior performances included sing-
ing, dancing, acting, mad libbing, and 
guitar playing. A slide show of senior 
artwork was also shown. Singing Beauti-
ful City from “Godspell” were Nahlal 
Abdur-Rahman, Maggie Aschmeyer, 
Olivia Babubka Black, Claire Bark-
ley, Hannah Barnett, Jordan Battle, 
Adam Beskind, Lauren Hames, Sarah 
Hanrahan, Andrew Harrington, Tim 
Jernigan, Jade Phillips, Eva Ramirez, 
Derrick Redwine, Emma Safon, Srijana 
Smith, Liam Stiefel and Erica Winston. 
Adriana Murillo performed a traditional 
dance of Veracruz.  Jordan Battle and 
Amy Doneff performed a skit, “The Com-

mon Interview” written by Mark Paez. 
Sonali Raghavan sang Give Me Love 
with Bryson Levisay accompanying her 
on guitar. Sarah Leonard ad libbed a Pai-
deia themed Mad Lib. Maggie Aschmey-
er sang her original song Move on Now.

black, Islamic neighborhood 
that I have most recently 
come to appreciate; I have 
found my place in it and 
love for it. Despite their 
obvious cultural differences, 
these two places have in-
fluenced my life and how I 
have chosen to live it. 

When I first arrived at 
Paideia, it felt like a stark 
contrast from what I was 

accustomed to. I remember my freshman 
orientation when Paul Bianchi told us 
that he did not believe in the term “Paid-
eia kids.” He said that they did not exist, 
because any kid can thrive here. I recall 
scoffing at his remark as I looked around 
at the group of people I would be spending 

the next four years with. I was not like any 
of them. I did not wear Chacos, or live in 
“The Highlands,” and I had not been at the 
school since half-day.

I never realized how much this feeling 
that I was different affected me until it 
began to show up in everything I did. For 
example, in my short story writing class, I 
wrote about a girl who left her home to go 
to a place where she might find out where 
she belonged. For the spring one-act plays, 
I included a female character who felt as 
though she needed a person to connect her 
to a people, so she could also feel like she 
was accepted. I thought at the time these 
were just stories that peaked my interest. 
But the writer Dorothy Allison once said, 
“We do not write because we want to say 
something, we write  continued
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because we have something to say.”
I did not think, however, that I had the 

right words. Yet, I kept putting out the 
same message because that’s how I was 
feeling. I did not realize until later on that 
these characters I created were based on 
me. Because I had to constantly adapt to 
two different worlds, I felt as though I did 
not truly belong anywhere. So that day at 
the freshman orientation, I disagreed with 
Paul, because there were such things as 
Paideia kids to me, and I thought that I 
could never be one. 

An initial turning point for me was dur-
ing my freshman year, when my history 
teacher Marty Hays told me how thrilled 
he was that I was here, hoping that I would 
bring insight to the Paideia community 
of what it means to be a black girl from 
an Islamic background. This was the first 
time when I believed that my presence at 
Paideia was more of inclusivity than strict-
ly diversity. Marty embodies this social 
justice philosophy that Paideia strives for. 
I recently found out that he was instrumen-
tal in forming the athletic program at W. 
D. Muhammed, the Muslim school in my 
community. There is still a banner in their 
gym today that Marty brought as a gift to 
them. Many of us at Paideia talk about so-
cial justice from a theoretical place; Marty 
lives it. 

 I have benefitted from attending Paideia 
because of this dedication to inclusiveness 
and social awareness that he has worked 
so hard to promote. I have met some of 

the most empathetic and compassionate 
souls here, and they commit themselves to 
making this school safe and comforting for 
people of many colors like myself. I hope 
to take these virtues with me.

Paideia has helped me discover who I 
am, but it is the home of my family and 
friends that teaches me what I am made of. 
The Atlanta Masjid community is small, 
but its strength is in its immense pride 
and love that people have for one another. 
However, I believed that my unconven-
tional interests and values isolated me 
from it. So I never fully appreciated this 
different sense of community until I saw 
this strength in action, particularly at one 
basketball game. 

My father, who dedicates almost his 
entire being to W.D., volunteers as coach 
of the [basketball] team, and he guided 
them to victory against the strongest team 
in their region. It was your typical David 
and Goliath story. I saw how connected 
and how proud the community was of 
the team. Hundreds of people rushed the 
floor; it was a powerful sight to me. I won-
dered how a group bound only by their 
religion could love and care for each other 
so much. I realized this faith, not only in 
God, but in each other is what made them 
a family. This family of various back-
grounds spent generations building a home 
for each other, just like Paideia. And even 
when I questioned whether I did belong, 
this home always had, and always will 
have, room for me. 

Just as it took time to realize my love 
and acceptance of my home community, 
it took me a while to grow into myself to 
maybe fathom the thought that my opinion 
on “Paideia kids” was a little biased. Be-
cause surely those stereotypical kids exist, 
but they are not, by any means, the only 
people who thrive here, mainly because 
one cannot help but thrive at Paideia. 
There are too many opportunities, and 
too many people on your side for you to 
fall through the cracks. Here I have found 
teachers, like Nisha Simama and Kathy 
Chavez, to guide me through every step, 
even when I was at low points. Everyone 
says Paideia is a bubble, but Paideia has 
been constantly pushing me out of my 
comfort zone. I am a different person be-
cause of it.

I have co-led an acapella group and a 
Model United Nations team, helped or-
ganize assemblies that focused on social 
awareness, and, one of the things I’m most 
grateful for, been a peer leader. Best of 
all, I have found myself and my own per-
sonal values. However, I could not have 
done it without my family. My father has 
taught me to stand up for what is right, 
my mother to stand up for myself, and 
my grandmother to stand up for others. 
These values were always within me. I just 
needed Paideia to help me bring them out 
and practice them.

I am so grateful to have had both of 
these strong influences in my transition 
from self-centered teen to slightly less 
self-centered young adult. I have found out 
that I am not fully immersed in the Paideia 
world, nor do I share all of the same values 
as my small Muslim community either. 
Paideia has given me the chance to dis-
cover my passions and cultivate my own 
voice, and the neighborhood that raised 
me shows me where exactly my passions 
and strength came from and whom they 
are for. So it is okay that I am stuck in the 
in-between, because these opposites have 
struck the right balance in me. I hope to 
make all of you proud.
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could convince me otherwise. 
Well, six years later, I have somehow 

managed to make the weirdest, worst place 
on earth my home. I stopped hiding in the 
bathroom during P.E (after awhile), started 
turning in my homework (most of the 

time – sorry Cullen), and learned 
that maybe, just maybe, lying on 
a table surrounded by pubescent 
boys could potentially be seen as 
inappropriate. In other words, I 
grew up a little. 

I’m pretty sure I can say my 
teachers today would never dream 
of having to email my parents 
weekly behavior report cards. 
As for my friends at the other 
schools, people who are still in 
my life today, who got their sweet 

freedom so much earlier than I: they never 
experienced the things that make up Pai-
deia’s own unique brand of freedom. It’s 
the kind of freedom that has allowed me to 
become the student and person I am today, 
one who whole-heartedly believes she 
has something to offer the world. Paideia, 
the place that I so violently condemned, 
gave me the greatest gift I could have ever 
received: a clean slate. I was allowed (or 
at least tolerated) to be the “bad girl” for 
a year, but the moment I decided I wanted 
to pack the miniskirts away, my teachers 
allowed me to change. I’ve been given the 
opportunity to shed an identity that no lon-
ger fit numerous times over the years here, 
and do so in a way that I believe no other 
place would afford me. 

And today, after shuffling through so 
many iterations of myself, I think I might 
have stumbled across the best version of 
myself to date, a combination of many of 
my former identities rearranged in the way 
that I want them. This achievement was 
only reached at a place filled with so much 
care and patience that they were willing 
to give a very bad, very new, sixth grade 
girl a second, a third and possibly even a 
fourth chance. We should all have such 
chances.

SENioR DiNNER

Spencer Whaley
Senior Dinner Speech 

A Note To My Parents From School

Thursday, October 3, 2009  
Dear Dawn and Wyatt, 
Yesterday, I had to explain to Spencer 

that lying on a table surrounded by boys 
was not acceptable. I am just concerned that 
she doesn’t seem to truly understand. She 
giggles it off, saying that she just forgets, or 
some other lighthearted excuse. She seems 
fairly aware of other aspects of social inter-
action, so it seems that she must be aware 
in some respect, of the issues surrounding 
short skirts.

Another note,

Monday, December 5, 2009
Hi Dawn and Wyatt,
Spencer has come to math with her 

homework only partially done for the last 
two classes. Could you please help her re-
member to do so?

And yet, another one

Thursday, March 3, 2010
Hi Dawn and Wyatt,
 I just wanted to let you know of some-

thing that happened at PE recently. During 
class, Spencer asked to use the bathroom, 
and Melissa said that was fine. Spencer 
went off, going to one of the bathrooms a 
bit further away. Shortly thereafter, before 
Spencer had returned, Spencer’s friend 
asked to get a drink of water. Melissa also 
agreed to this, although when the friend 
went in the direction that Spencer had 
gone, Melissa redirected her towards the 
closer water fountain. Five minutes went 
by, and neither girl had returned. When ten 
to fifteen minutes had gone by, Melissa 
began to get worried, and she had to go 
looking for them.

By the end of my first year at Paideia, 
my parents and my sixth grade teachers 
had very reluctantly entered into a pro-
lific correspondence. I was a Facebook 
obsessed, Kardashian watching, devoted 

ke$ha fanatic of a sixth grader, and I was 
bad. I was also brand-new to Paideia, and 
it had somehow never registered with 
me that at Paideia, sixth grade was still 
considered elementary school. All of my 
friends that I had left behind from my 
former elementary 
school, now attending 
other middle schools, 
constantly relayed their 
new knowledge of the 
middle school world, 
one filled with rotating 
schedules, lockers, and 
seventh grade boys, 
while I still was forced 
to admit to them, with a 
burning face, that I still 
used a cubby. Instead of 
a “homeroom,” I started my morning with 
a class sing-along. Oh! How I longed for 
the grown up mystique of a “free period.” 
I still had a playground, complete with 
blocks. And perhaps worst of all, there 
were no seventh grade boys in sight. Mor-
tification coupled with a perceived feeling 
of suffocation lead to a dangerous break in 
my sixth-grade psyche, the kind of break 
that could only lead to one possible result: 
utter sixth grade rebellion.

I can say with confidence that a week 
did not go by without my parents receiving 
some sort of email about my latest ex-
ploits. My extremely well meaning teach-
ers seemed to have no idea what to do with 
me. I was disorganized, disruptive and I 
hated Paideia, with the kind of bitterness 
and determination that only pre-teen girls 
seem to be able to muster. I had an endless 
list of complaints: the people were weird, 
my teachers hated me, and having a class 
with fifth-grade babies was lame. As I’d 
come to find, the people weren’t actually 
that weird, my teachers didn’t hate me, and 
if they did, it was totally justifiable, and 
I had neglected the fact I was only eight 
months older than the “fifth grade babies.” 
At the time however, I was absolutely 
convinced Paideia was the weirdest, worst 
place on earth, and nothing in the world 
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Senior Dinner Speech

Paideia Parent Dara Simmons

SENioR DiNNER

Last fall I went to see Amy, Bryson, 
Dylan, and Nahlah in All My Sons. The 
person at the ticket table offered me the 
staff discount. She was shocked when 
I told her I didn’t work at Paideia. “But 
you’re always around,” she said. “You’re 
always here.”

That encounter made me think. Why 
was I so involved at Paideia? Was it be-
cause I grew up in a house where my 
mother was the PTA president and my 
dad was a school principal? Or maybe I 
was brainwashed by Caroline Stubbs 
and Judy Schwarz back in 2001? I don’t 
remember exactly what they said, but I 
am sure it was something like the words I 
found on Paideia’s website: Through the 
active involvement of all parents, the qual-
ity of the school is greatly enhanced. 

I don’t know who wrote that line, but 
it’s true. And I believe it works both ways. 
My journey as a parent has been greatly 
enhanced by Paideia. Let’s be honest- par-
enting is hard work. It’s a job. On a few 
days here and there, parenting might even 
seem like a low-paying job. But when you 
can parent and find caring support in a 
wonderful, vibrant community, parenting 
is easier- a lot easier. And you make count-
less memories like the ones I’ll carry with 
me forever.

My first volunteer job back in 2001 was 
to laminate artwork created by the half-day 
kids. Ask any of the lifers, the art room 
was a busy place back in those days. My 
job was simple, but it saved the teachers 
from walking over to the 1509 basement. 
They were so grateful! And besides, Der-
rick was fascinated by the lamination ma-
chine outside Laura Hardy’s door, so he 
didn’t mind watching from the stroller. 

The next few years, I worked in the li-
brary. It might sound boring, but watching 
Natalie is inspiring. Her ability to con-
nect with young children is remarkable. 
And when I wasn’t with the little kids, I 
re-shelved books in the high school sec-

tion. There I overhead many conversations 
among students. For example, I learned 
that some teacher named Donna could 
make anyone like history; I learned that 
pre-parties are way more fun than Bash 
(At the time I had no idea what Bash was); 
and finally, I learned that someone named 
Paul H. likes to hide behind bushes and 
bust up parties. That comment scared me. 
In 2004, my kids were interested in play 
dates. I didn’t want to think about chaper-
oning teenagers and busting up parties.

But kids grow. Their activities become 
more varied. Someone must order concert 
attire. Someone sits behind the stage dur-
ing Lina and Elisa’s play. (Remember 
that “Single Ladies” dance?) The track 
team needs snacks. The list goes on and 
on. There is always something happening 
at Paideia. So you sign up. Volunteering 
becomes a habit. Before you realize it, 
you have lots of jobs. Maybe, just maybe, 
you have too many jobs. But they don’t 
always seem like jobs. Working at Python 
Park might get you a conversation with 
anyone. Even capital campaigns and the 
times spent begging for money aren’t so 
bad when you’re with Laura Iarocci and 
Melissa Walden. 

You know, seniors, your parents are re-
ally fun. And cool. Don’t laugh- it’s true. 
Volunteering with them is easy. Plus, all 
Paideia parents know they can handle any 
job- small or large- with the assistance one 
receives from Ron, Muhamet and Bobby 
on the maintenance staff. 

The other reason I have spent so much 
time in Paideialand is that the school be-
came an entertainment center for our fami-
ly. Perhaps we couldn’t afford season tick-
ets to the Hawks, Braves and Falcons, but 
we are Paideia Boosters. And since the pro 
teams have been struggling, I must thank 
the swimming, tennis, ultimate and soc-
cer teams for making us champions. Yes, 
thanks for the wins, because of course, it’s 
more fun to win; but thanks also for the 

losses. I will always be proud of the way 
our Python teams fought valiantly until 
the end- even when a victory was clearly 
out of reach. One more thing about sports. 
Thanks for the ultimate lessons. Now I 
know it’s a disc, not a Frisbee. 

Next I want to thank the Senior Per-
formers. From Bye Bye Birdie to Into the 
Woods, we have been thoroughly enter-
tained. We’ve enjoyed wonderful plays 
and gutsy solo performances. 

There is one more group of students I’d 
like to thank tonight… those seniors in 
groups like Model UN, Academic Bowl, 
Debate and Mock Trial. Thank you. While 
we weren’t allowed to cheer out loud for 
you, we know how hard you worked and 
we are proud of you all.

So yes, Madison, Derrick, Earnie and 
I have spent many hours around Paideia 
since 2001. (I don’t even want to think 
about how many times we’ve been on 
Highway 78). And I’ll be honest. Some-
times when I was having a rough day, I did 
wonder why I wasn’t on the payroll! But 
most of the time, I couldn’t have separated 
the work from the fun. And that is what I 
wish for the Class of 2016. 

Wherever you go to school in the fall, I 
hope you find some rewarding schoolwork 
and some fun. You know your parents 
think you should go to class and do some 
homework at college. But your parents 
also really want you to be happy. (Why 
would your parents and I choose a school 
with a cool fire truck on the grounds, if we 
didn’t care about playtime?) So please- 
remember to find some fun. Just not too 
much fun- because we really want you 
to graduate and get a job! But even after 
you finish college and venture out into the 
“real world”, my advice to you will sound 
similar: Try to choose a career that you’ll 
enjoy. And after you start your dream job, 
find some time to relax and have more fun. 
Preferably some good, clean, fun. After all, 
you don’t want Paul Hayward to jump out 
from the bushes and knock on your door.
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GRADuATioN

From the Headmaster

A Time of Transition for Graduates and Paideia 
Paul Bianchi’s Speech at Graduation

There’s an old joke that I remember 
from when it was not an old joke, which 
probably means I have told it too often and 
for too long. The joke claims that the first 
words that Adam said to Eve after they 
took a bite out of the apple were: “Eve, 
sweetheart, methinks we’re in for a period 
of transition.” 

Graduations are times of transition. 
These graduates leaving Paideia are not ex-
iting the Garden of Eden. There are impor-
tant differences: for example, Eden didn’t 
have carpools or lockdowns or standard-
ized testing; also, these students are depart-
ing our garden voluntarily as opposed to 
being shamed and expelled. But, still, they 
are also leaving a pretty good place. And 
they’re ready to go, maybe for some of the 
same reasons and to do the same things 
that made Adam and Eve restless.

A central story line of school is transi-
tions. Everyone is continually moving 
along. Actually, not quite everyone. Some 
of us stay in place for long periods of time, 
but the rapid movement around us feels 
like standing on a rock in the middle of 
a surging river. One learns to deal with 

the surge, but many of us, and I speak for 
myself here, never learn to love the life of 
saying continuous goodbyes to those mov-
ing downstream. We cope with our aban-
donment, heal over during the long sum-
mers built into the profession, and swim 
back out onto the rock in the fall.

The school itself, our Paideia, is also 
experiencing transition. As the pace of 
those transitions has picked up, we are try-
ing to adapt and accept the new realities 
of change. For example, in the past two 
years, a dozen or so veteran teachers have 
chosen retirement, which I understand to 
be one of those things people do when 
they think they get older or have a life out-
side of work. 

Paul Hayward is also retiring: he is 
headed for his mountain retreat to clear his 
mind after 40 years of running our high 
school. Some find it amazing that Paul 
even has a mind to clear after running a 
high school for 40 years. Jon Lowe is 
stepping down as chairman of the board 
of trustees after 11 years in that role and 
thousands of hours of leadership and ser-
vice to the school. There’s lots of move-
ment, or at least more than usual for a 

school known for its permanence.
Paideia has always been an introspective 

place, but the acceleration of departures 
and transitions has forced us to be even 
more so. In different ways, we have been 
grappling with the question of what does 
it mean to pass a school along, and how 
do we do it. Not many of us were talking 
about this question 10 years ago. I think 
there was an unstated assumption that 
because the school is located on a street 
named for a Spanish explorer invested in 
the Fountain of Youth that everyone would 
go on forever. 

But recent years have altered that as-
sumption, and now that eternity has been 
taken off the table, we are left with new 
questions: questions such as what are the 
important things we want to pass along? 
How do we identify and preserve the over-
riding melodies of the school and not get 
distracted by the daily cacophony or catchy 
tunes of the moment? I would be a wealthy 
person if I had a dollar for every time I 
heard or repeated the question now being 
asked, “What makes Paideia Paideia?”

None of us think that the school is per-
fect—I suppose we could  continued
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blame Adam and Eve for that – or even 
think that perfection in this and any other 
institution is attainable. We make and have 
made mistakes, or as is said in the dodgy 
lingo of the times, “mistakes were made”; 
in fact years ago, we devised a system of 
keeping track of the most egregious of 
these foul ups in order to maintain a degree 
of humility. 

But despite the mistakes, Paideia is a 
successful school by all criteria commonly 
used to measure school success. More 
important than the statistics of enrollment, 
programs, and achievements, Paideia is a 
good place for children to be. But saying 
that it is a good place for children neces-
sitates that we say what we mean by good-
ness as well as how can we maintain these 
qualities in the future.

While we do not pretend to have all 
the answers, I believe we are working 
on many of the right questions. From the 
beginning, and actually some of this was 
written down in that distant age of type-
writers and mimeo machines, we wanted 
a school that attended to both intellect and 
affect, to both the mind and the heart. Fur-
thermore, we believed long before the re-
search was available that attending to both 
affect and intellect enhanced the develop-
ment of each. Said more simply, a child 
treated well, understood and cared for 
personally, is also a child who learns more 
successfully and will be more committed 
to learning in and outside of school.

A few years after the school began, 
we wrote down a Paideia Framework of 
Values. We probably should have done it 
before we opened in 1971, but we were too 
busy trying to get the plumbing to work to 
fool with values that seemed obvious to us. 

 The Framework of Values, which you 
can find on the website (www.paide-
iaschool.org) --sounds like I am raising 
money for a political campaign, doesn’t 
it—the Framework does not operate as the 
inviolate Nine Commandments of Paideia 
School, but you do see them in the life of 
the school. They are much more than “bro-
chure values.”

The head and the heart. The Framework 
opens by asserting the importance of 
excellence and hard work. I have always 
thought that emphasizing excellence and 
hard work is not exactly headline news. 
Hardly any schools come out in favor of 
mediocrity and sloth. We probably led 
with these rock-solid, achievement-orient-
ed Puritan values of hard work and excel-
lence because at the time-- the 1970s, our 
youth, our hair, our informality—we did 
not look like people who cared that much 
about doing well or working hard. We 
wanted to reassure people about who we 
really were even though we did not, and 
mostly still do not, look like hard working 
Puritans. 

But if you read on in the Framework, 
we pivot to social values, such as diversity, 
environmentalism; and matters of charac-
ter, such as egalitarianism, empathy, the 
development of an ethical self. Many of 
these might seem ordinary today, but stat-
ing a commitment to all kinds of diversity, 
caring for the environment, and empathy 
were not common 40 years ago. 

Nor was the last value that we wrote 
down: an appreciation of the present. 
That caught people’s attention, and it still 
does, but it’s not there for the element of 
surprise. It was and still is embedded in 
the culture of the school. We do not want 
everything we do, everything we work on 
hard and excellently, to be justified with 
the doubtful promise that we know how to 
prepare children for all the unknowns of 
tomorrow. 

Part of the agenda of school is, and of 
course should be, preparation (arithmetic 
does lead to algebra which leads to higher 
math, etc. etc.), but if every lesson, every 
expectation, and every organizational ne-
cessity is framed as essential for the future 
that nobody can really predict, the present 
evaporates before our eyes. Not enough at-
tention is being paid to today, to the things 
happening to and around children, their 
joys and fears, their social and emotional 
development, their evolving identities.

We insist on paying attention to the qual-

ity of the day, to how we relate to each 
other, and to the uneven and intriguing 
dance of growth. We should make school 
as enjoyable and meaningful as we can—
as an old friend of Paideia once wrote, 
we want the school to be a place you look 
forward to at the beginning of the day and 
are somewhat reluctant to leave at the end 
of the day. We want to appreciate, maybe 
even savor, the present. We were actually 
into mindfulness before the world found 
the word and jumped onto the bandwagon.

Obviously, there are different ways that 
the head and the heart are integrated into 
the school and connect to each other, and 
different teachers go about their work 
differently. New expressions emerge. A 
couple of current ones are the integration 
of curriculum (STEM or STEAM it is 
commonly called) and a renewed look at 
ethical and emotional development. We 
will be “steaming” along more in the next 
few years—connecting science, math, 
technology, and the arts more explicitly 
and intentionally. 

There’s no one way to attend to matters 
of the heart, the affective and personal 
dimension of the school. One promising 
development is that we are going to ex-
tend and deepen our relationship with the 
Emory Tibet Project. For several years we 
have been affiliated with Emory scientists 
and researchers who are looking at the im-
pact of compassion-based training. Some 
of the project’s early curriculum work was 
piloted in our elementary and junior high 
with Paideia teachers in the lead. Emory 
wants to intensify that research and partner 
with us to develop more expressions of 
secular ethics. 

These are just two manifestations of 
what we continue to work on, what have 
been on our lifelong to-do list. And I ex-
pect we will proceed in characteristically 
eclectic Paideia ways. There are lots of 
Paideia ways, no one Paideia Way with 
capital letters or bold print, but we do ap-
proach change and new ideas with a style 
generally different than most.

GRADuATioN

continued on page 21
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Personal Vignettes
Sarah Painting

Over 45 years ago my grandparents 
Susan and Philip Brachman were among 
a small group of parents that wanted to ef-
fect a change. It was 1970, and, naturally 
lots of people were trying to effect change. 
What they did most people will never at-
tempt. With a couple of other parents, they 
decided to start a school.

Decades later, here sits the class of 2016 
about to graduate from that very school, 
Paideia. When I initially asked my grand-
parents if they had anything to say about 
the school, my grandfather chastised, 
“They want you to say it, not us!” 

“But Grandpa,” I whined, “I’m a second 
term senior; I don’t want to do any work!”

But I had already gotten him talking, 
and once he starts, you just gotta sit back 
and relax. “From the beginning we wanted 
the foundation of this school to be par-
ents,” he explained.

Paideia is based off of 
family. Family is what has 
shaped and strengthened 
this school. Some of us have 
a mom and a dad, some 
two moms, some two dads, 
some have one parent. But 
the parents who started this 
school, the parents who have 
contributed throughout the 
years and the ones who will 
contribute in years to come, 
are all of our parents. “Sure,” said my 
grandpa, “We started something, but in our 
wildest dreams we didn’t envision it would 
be this…” 

“Successful” my grandma chimed in. It 
was the only word she contributed to the 
conversation.

Her health has been declining over the 
last few years, and she is no longer as talk-
ative and outspoken as she used to be. But 
during this conversation she was assertive, 

Amy Doneff
When I came to Paideia, I had never 

heard the term misophonia. I knew that 
I was bothered by certain sounds people 
made, but I thought it was just a pet peeve. 
Partway through ninth grade the Internet 
taught me that what I experienced was 
classifiable as a mental disorder. Misopho-
nia, literally “hatred of sound,” means I’m 
hypersensitive to sounds like gum chew-
ing, drinking, swallowing, clock ticking, 
pencil tapping, coughing, muffled talking, 
typing, crinkling bags, clearing of throats, 
eating, oh god eating, and even breathing. 
People sometimes seem offended when 
I inform them that I would love if they 
could stop breathing. 

People with misophonia can become an-
noyed, enraged, or panicked upon hearing 
certain triggers, or even just seeing the ac-

tions that go with them. When I’m driving 
and I see someone in another car chewing 
gum, I get pissed off.

In an attempt to deal with all the stress 
that comes with being at school, I would 
put earbuds in during tests or even during 
a lecture, at which point my classmates 
would give me strange looks, but in return 
I’d give them a death glare for munching 
on carrots. Senior year in Sarah Schiff’s 
lit class, Dylan brought an apple almost 
every day. I ended up wearing one earbud 
most of the time in that class. But when 
someone on the other side of me decided 
to eat suddenly the horrible noises were 
in surround sound. Then I had to put in 
the other earbud, which meant that I was 
unable to hear Sarah or contribute to class 
discussions. Kinda made school difficult. 

This has been a pretty complain-y 
speech thus far, but now it’s time to talk 

about how Paideia has helped me and ac-
commodated me. In lit, for example, when 
I finally told Sarah that the eating was still 
highly disruptive for me, even with the 
earbuds, she asked the students not to eat 
in class anymore. Additionally, starting 
this year I got to take some of my tests 
with the learning specialists, in a room 
to myself with a white noise machine. In 
Spanish, Ruth let me watch a different 
telenovela on my own, since Destilando 
Amor, as wonderful and dramatic as it 
was, was just painful to watch. 

Paideia is great at accommodations, but 
you have to ask. Having misophonia has 
taught me that it’s ok if sometimes I need 
to ask for help. And I’ll be sure to ask for 
help when I head off to college, where 
I’ll be surrounded by all kinds of eating, 
breathing, living people.

GRADuATioN

Several students read personal vignettes at graduation 
giving the audience slices of life as a Paideia student.

with eyes lighting up, the 
lines around her eyes finally 
crinkling up with happiness. 
She looked proud. Like a 
parent.

After we leave Paideia 
and go forth into our futures 
some of us will have kids, 
some of us won’t. But we 
will all have the same duty, 
being parents to Paideia and 
its students to come.

It is not just the group of parents who 
started this school in the early 1970s that 
we have to thank. It is the parents who 
took this school from one building to a 
dozen and from a dream to a reality for 
thousands of parents, students, and teach-
ers. All of you, thank you for teaching us 
how to be parents to this unique and perse-
vering community, Paideia. And a special 
thanks to you, Susan and Philip, Grandma 
and Grandpa.
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Alex Davison
This year I decided to work as the librar-

ian’s assistant. I’m the kind of nerd who 
fantasizes about being locked in a book-
store or library over night, and I figured 
that spending more time in one would in-
crease my chances of that happening. 

Before this year, I had not hung out in 
there much because at lunch it is ironi-
cally one of the noisiest places on campus. 
However, there are ways to avoid the noise 

until the library returns to its quiet self. 
My time in the library helped me realize 

the depth that this school nurtures the rela-
tionship between students and books. Not 
only is our library, and my time spent in it, 
a representation of my love for books, but 
it also represents the heart of our school. 

When I looked closely, I found some 
wonderful things hidden among the 
shelves: a book from Paul Bianchi’s per-
sonal collection that he probably donated 
when the library was first built (an aside: 

sorry Paul, but the book was so horren-
dously outdated that we had to remove 
it from our collection, but do not worry 
because I kept it), we also had, a plethora 
of books that are banned in other schools 
but we are allowed to freely read, and hun-
dreds of books that were donated by our 
community. 

We built this library as characterization 
of our passion for knowledge, and that’s 
almost as magical as the books them-
selves. 

Meg Henson
I am a “lifer.” 
That is what the Paideia community 

calls those of us who have spent every 
year of our lives at this school. 

I’ve been here since half-day. I don’t 
really remember my interview when I 
was applying to Paideia, I was only five, 
but my parents have told me about it. One 
of the interview questions was if “Meg” 
was short for another name. “Yes,” I said. 
“Well, what is it short for?” they asked 
me.  

My response was, “I don’t know.” 
Despite the lack of knowledge I had 

about myself at that time, I was still ac-
cepted. 

The first week of my first year in 
Charlotte Walbert’s and Donna Len-
non’s class, I came home announcing to 
my Mom that I was checked that day for 
“headlights,” and that I did not have any 
“lights” on my head. 

Those were the days, the simple easy 
life of a kindergartner with only lice to 
worry about – or not, in my case.

Throughout elementary I pretty much 
went with the flow. I had my clique of 
girls, the “blondes” they called us, and I 
got along with my teachers. 

In junior high, I went through the ang-
sty pre-teen phase that most kids my age 

were struggling with. I got into trouble 
with Jennifer Cox for texting during 
class or going up to the high school dur-
ing lunch to talk to my older friends.  I 
was an awkward junior high student, still 
unsure about who I was. 

It wasn’t until high school that I truly 
believe my transformation in knowing 
myself occurred.

After my junior high experience, which 
gave me more character than I cared to 
have at age 14, I was ready to move on 
to high school. I was confident that Paid-
eia’s high school would bring about that 
much hoped for “life altering change.” I 
may have thought that because everyone 
told me high school would be great, but 
mostly I thought change was coming 
because I was ready. I was ready to grow 
up, and I really wanted the next chapter 
of my life to begin. 

And change did come.  Throughout my 
high school experience at Paideia, I made 
strong connections with my classmates, 
teachers, and other members of the Pai-
deia community.  For example, literature 
has been my least favorite subject since I 
can remember, but during my junior year 
of high school, I finally began paying at-
tention to the meanings behind the works 
we were reading, and I was able to build 
a strong connection with the texts and my 
teacher.  I was enjoying school. 

That “life altering change” I was so 
excited about did occur, but it was by no 
means an easy journey. I experienced per-
sonal challenges, such as the rigor of my 
classes, how to push past my introverted 
nature to make new friends, and like the 
other seniors here, deciding which path 
to take next year.  All of these things, and 
more, would test my character and my 
fortitude greatly. 

That shy little girl with the big pink 
bow, who ran around the half-day play-
ground, has transformed into the young 
woman standing here today, not afraid to 
speak her mind … even when it comes 
to arguing politics with my Democratic 
classmates and teachers. 

I am certain that learning to speak up 
and advocate for myself, skills that were 
initially unnatural for me, will come in 
handy in college, in my relationships, 
with my family, and in my future career 
in…well, whatever I decide I want to be 
when I grow up.

Meg is short for Margaret and I, Mar-
garet, can say, today, the day that marks 
the end of my thirteenth year at Paideia, 
I will always be grateful to Paideia for 
assisting me in the process of becoming 
who I am now through the ups and downs 
of being a “lifer.”
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Caroline Hubbard
The man wearing plaid (pl-ad) was 

wounded (woonded) when the gas gauge 
(gage) in his sedan (sidan) shattered.

As a child I would have said that sen-
tence in my head like this: The man wear-
ing plaid (play-d) was wounded (wow-nd-
ed) when the gas gauge (gaw-ge) in his se-
dan (see-den) shattered. I guess you could 
say that I had a bit of a problem pronounc-
ing words correctly, but in my defense 
the way that I pronounced these words 
adhered to the grammar rules and patterns 
that I had always been taught. I read these 
words in books and pronounced them as it 
seemed they should be pronounced. Plaid, 
though I would say plaid (play-d), is like 
laid with a p. Wounded is like founded. 
Each time one of these “Caroline-isms,” 
as my family came to call them, came out 
of my mouth, everyone in the room would 
burst out laughing.

My problem with word pronuncia-
tion was frustrating. I understood what 
the words meant. I could spell them and 
use them in a sentence, but I could not 
say them properly. I have always learned 
things best by coming up with rules and 
patterns to organize my new knowledge. 
However, as I expanded my vocabulary 
the grammar rules that I had memorized 
and practiced did not apply to every word. 
I realized that since books could not teach 
me how to say all of the words, I would 
have to get that information from some-
where else. I had to find the exceptions 
to the rules by applying my knowledge 
(or lack thereof) in the real world, as I 
did each time a “Caroline-ism” occurred. 
Coming to Paideia in eighth grade opened 
up a world of opportunities for me to step 
back from the textbook and learn through 
real, though sometimes unconventional, 
applications of class material outside of 
the classroom.

Quin Kidder
There’s a saying in the sports community 

that goes “Ball is life.” These days, when-
ever it’s referenced, it’s used as a joke. The 
people who use it as a joke obviously didn’t 
play high school basketball. Including me 
there are seven guys on this stage who spent 
all four years of high school as part of the 
basketball team. We play 25 games a sea-
son and have 50 practices. That’s over 200 
hours of basketball in one season, not count-
ing travel time or time outside of Paideia. In 
total we have combined for 19 seasons of 
basketball. For those of you who don’t have 
a calculator on hand, the seven of us have 
spent over 3,800 hours, or 158 days, of our 
high school lives just practicing and play-
ing. Now you tell me that ball isn’t life. 

Having spent that much time with one 
group of people, you’d think we might 
have grown tired of each other. It’s actually 
the opposite; there aren’t six other guys 
I’d rather have spent that time with. Some 
high school teams are all about winning. 
Don’t get me wrong, we wanted to win, 

Before Paideia I wouldn’t have thought 
that shooting free throws in the gym could 
teach me about hypothesis testing in sta-
tistics, or that learning how to test water 
quality in an environmental science lab 
would teach me about the quality of the 
water at my grandfather’s lake house. At 
Paideia, I’ve gotten the chance to under-
stand how the real world and what I learn 
in school are connected. Admittedly, I’ve 
spent quite a bit of time and learned a lot 
these past four years taking notes out of a 
textbook, but it’s real experiences that give 
learned knowledge value. Throughout my 
high school years I have come to realize 
that knowledge is not simply memoriz-
ing facts and rules. It is comprehending 
and applying them to make a difference in 
the world around me. Thank you to Paul 
Bianchi (Bye-an-chee), our headmaster 
(heed-master) and the rest of the faculty 
and staff at Paideia (Paydeye- ay) for help-
ing me understand this.

but I mean all they care about is winning. 
I’ve heard of teams that compete so hard 
in practice that they get into physical fights 
with each other. Some days we’d rather 
hang out and sing along to Justin Bieber 
than go to practice. For example, one time 
we were in the locker room getting ready 
for practice. Everyone was singing along 
to Bieber’s “Sorry” when someone inter-
rupted that we had to be in the gym in one 
minute. Everybody yelled at him to be quiet 
so we could finish the song. “Is it too late 
to say sorry now?” We sang together as we 
ambled out of the locker room. Our coach, 
JoJo, started yelling at us to get down there 
in 30 seconds and then lectured us about 
the “Paideia Bubble.” “Y’all are the nicest 
guys in the world,” he said. “The problem 
is, when you get on this court, it’s like y’all 
are still at Paideia. When you step on the 
court, you have to turn the switch off and 
get tough.” 

As the season progressed, we had wins 
and losses, and according to our coaches, 
the “Paideia Bubble” kept us from winning 
more. Fans who followed our season know 

that it ended in heartbreak when we lost 
two critical games and fell short of making 
the state tournament. None of us had been 
to state before. Those losses hurt. 

Yes, the seven of us had spent a com-
bined 158 days practicing and playing on 
varsity. 

No, we weren’t able to just show up and 
work as hard as possible everyday and treat 
each other as fellow players with one goal. 

Yes, sometimes we’d rather sit together 
and listen to Justin Bieber than go to prac-
tice. 

No, we couldn’t escape the “Paideia 
Bubble” enough to become the dirty, tough, 
physical players we needed to be. 

In the end though, the seven of us formed 
a bond that you couldn’t create anywhere 
else, and not being able to escape the “Pai-
deia Bubble” worked out. It may be too late 
to say sorry to our coach for not escaping 
the bubble, but we don’t really want to. 
Because even though the “Paideia Bubble” 
may have limited us on the court, those 
same characteristics allowed us to create a 
bond that will last forever. 

GRADuATioN

June-July 2016 • The Paideia Newsletter | 15 



Annabel Rothschild
Like many of my peers, I participated 

in the horrific tradition of college inter-
views this year. My most memorable was 
conducted by a woman who began the 
interview by telling me my handshake was 
too weak, followed by her reeling off her 
professional qualifications, and then the 
wretched “so tell me about yourself,” ac-
companied by a glance at her watch.

Nothing I said would impress this wom-
an, so I decided if I was going to waste her 
time, I’d have fun doing it.

“Well,” I responded, “I’ve been a Ro-
man soldier, a Viking, a Maine fisherman, 
an Egyptian countess, a Chinese empress, 
and a Haitian dictator, just to name a few.”

“Excuse me?”
I clarify: in Missy and Ken’s class we 

learned about Roman civilization and the 

Anjeli Mase
This speech is dedicated to my two 

younger brothers, Vinay and Giri. 

Once upon a time I was the sole object 
of my parents’ affection. When I en-
tered 246 Amherst Avenue, Kensington, 
California, supported in the arms of my 
lifelong disciples, there was an unspoken 
understanding that I held the power. The 
previous objects of my parents’ devotion, 
Darrel and Jerome, knew that, as cats, 
they stood no chance and they bowed ac-
cordingly. From then on, my cry was my 
parents command. Nightly, I required their 
joint presence before sleeping and under 
my reign of terror they never dared leave 
my side until I was deep in REM. 

Eight hundred seventy six joyous and 
powerful days later, my position as reign-
ing monarch was first threatened. This is 
the story of your birth, Vinay. Mom and 
Dad approached me trembling, unsure of 

how I would react. “Mommy is going to 
the hospital,” they said, “When she comes 
back, you will have a new baby brother.”  I 
was astonished; they dared challenge my 
authority! They will tell you that the rea-
son I called you “Penne” in the beginning 
was a result of my inability to pronounce 
the letter “v” or because I liked pasta. The 
truth is far darker; I hoped to confuse your 
identity and strip you of your humanity. 

In fact, I don’t think I fully recognized 
that you were a human at the time; you 
just seemed so unintelligent. I was sure 
that I had never drooled that much when I 
was a baby. 

My inability to accept your human-
ity led to the famous bathtub incident. I 
was obsessed with soap as a child. If you 
weren’t a human, you had to be soap, 
so into the bathtub you went. According 
to legend, I sat there, 4-years-old, and 
watched you splash around in the water, 
convinced that you would begin to melt 
away and then I asked, “When is Penne 

gonna disintegrate?” Retrospectively, your 
disintegration would have meant the loss 
of the sweetest and most genuine person 
I know. Vinay, your goofy and supportive 
personality has been the light of my life. 

Eight hundred eight days after the initial 
challenge, yet another threatening incident 
took place. Yes, Giri, that would be your 
birth. Luckily for you, Penne’s persisting 
existence for the past two years had weak-
ened me. I became known to share things 
and even to play with him. You and I got 
along. You were adorable and I was in 
that pre-school stage where I liked to play 
“family.” I rocked you and fed you mashed 
food. I always saw you as my baby and 
to this day, nothing makes me smile more 
than your smile. Reading Dr. Seuss’s Sleep 
Book out loud to you and holding your 
hand until you are deep in REM are two of 
my favorite pastimes. 

You two are like my two eyes, you make 
my world beautiful. Suffice it to say, I pre-
fer our anarchy to my monarchy. 

culture that sprang from it, our culminating 
act being to live the life of a soldier for a 
day, causing me to, for the first time, think 
about living a life other than my own. 

Cecelia and JoLynn taught us about ge-
ography and exploration, so as Leif Erick-
son I gained a love of travel and discovery, 
aided by my experience later that year as a 
Maine lobsterman, complete with whoopie 
pies, for our state project. 

David and Becca’s class role playing 
game transformed me into a minor court-
ier in King Tut’s court, where I learned, 
with the help of my mischievous friends, 
to make the most of my limited powers 
through teamwork. 

My next year with David and Becca I 
became the fearsome Empress Wu, a posi-
tion that taught me, after I abused it by 
removing all my enemies from the court, 
that while power can be fun, it must be 

handled with care and respect.
In Joanna’s French 3 class, after a 

semester spent studying the country, we 
convened for a conference on the future 
of Haiti, playing people who would have 
strong opinions about that conversation, 
from a Haitian farmer, to Bill Clinton, to 
me, as Francois Duvalier. That experience 
taught me that while I may not empathize 
with someone, I still have a duty to study 
their way of thinking and to try to figure 
them out.

I’m not sure what my interviewer 
thought, but I realized something. My ex-
perience at Paideia has been more than a 
study of iambic pentameter and integrals; 
my time here has taught me to truly think, 
both about my own behavior and its effect 
on the greater world, and also about my 
place in that world and my duty to it. And, 
for that, I am eternally grateful. 
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Jordan Battle
The time I cried at school...scratch that – 

the times I cried at school:
Jonathan and Kristi’s class 2004-2005, 

the time I didn’t get a seat on the futon.
Missy and Ken’s class 2005-2006, 

the time I was told to “Put on a belt next 
time,” by Derrick Redwine. 

Martha and Keri’s class 2006-2007, 
the time I got in trouble for arguing with 
Andrew Morris about whether Heely’s or 
their knockoff brand came first.     

Cecelia and JoLynn’s class 2007-2008, 
getting in trouble for knocking a kid’s 
pizza out of his hands.

Johnny and Allan’s class 2008-2009, 
the entire process of making our sixth 
grade movies.

Shannon and Oman’s class 2010-2011, 
reading my 10-page memoir about my fa-
ther in front of the entire class.

Oman and Tom’s class 2011-2012, the 
morning I wrote my poem, Make Believe.

Sophomore year 2013-2014, shar-

ing said poem in front of the entire high 
school. 

Sophomore year, finding out the next 
music trip could be to New York.

Sophomore year, subsequently finding 
out that New York would be way too ex-
pensive for the school.

Senior year 2015-2016, singing “Col-
ored Woman” during the student-run musi-
cal.

Senior year, closing night of the student-
run musical.

The last day of school 2004 through 
2016.

Senior Year, graduation day 2016.
I know for a fact that there are many 

more instances, however that may take a 
while to get through. 

As you all can see, I am a very emo-
tional person and honestly, I’m not too 
ashamed to admit that – mainly because 
most of my peers know this about me 
already. Reading my poem Make Believe 
was one the most memorable moments 
during my Paideia schooling experience. 

It is safe to say that at any other school I 
would have been hesitant and unlikely to 
share something so personal in front of the 
entire high school, faculty and students 
alike. 

Maybe what motivated me to stand up 
and recite that poem was the trust I have 
for these students on stage with me, some 
of whom I have known all of my life. Or 
even the confidence that every teacher and 
staff member in that room would support 
me and ensure that I wouldn’t be judged 
for sharing my personal truth. Here at Pai-
deia I have learned to embrace my overly 
sensitive, emotional self. 

Honestly, I believe that this quality has 
made me a better person in being able to 
form relationships with so many people 
throughout my 12 years here. From being 
friends with seniors as a freshman and be-
ing friends with freshmen as a senior, I’m 
not saying that I wouldn’t have learned to 
love this part of me without Paideia, how-
ever being here has definitely sped up the 
process.

Claire Barkley
You know that free-fall sensation in 

your stomach when an airplane suddenly 
drops? That’s how I’m feeling sitting on 
top of the red doghouse, my white over-
alls suffocating me, and my face paint 
moistening with sweat. I lower my flying 
ace goggles over my eyes. I can hear the 
drums of the prelude as the curtain slowly 
opens. It’s show time.

The start of an act in any performance 
is both terrifying and awesome. As I sit on 
top of the doghouse, going over the lines 
in my head, thinking, “Don’t mess up,” I 
embrace the adrenaline of opening night. 
It’s time for my scene. Not just any scene, 
but the scene that everyone in the audience 
knows — it’s Snoopy’s, or should I say 
“The World War I Flying Ace’s,” epic en-

counter with the infamous Red Baron.
As the curtain opens I embrace my inner 

dog, I give my all into the character, and as 
I do, the jittery nerves and sinking feeling 
dissipate. Performing allows me to be-
come whoever I want to be. I’m not a self-
conscious sixteen-year old; I’m a dancing 
and singing World War I Flying Ace ready 
to defeat the Red Baron. 

Ever since half day, Paideia has allowed 
for me to dress up and take on many roles 
and characters. In David and Becca’s 
class, I ruled along side King Tut as the 
Queen of Egypt in our class role playing 
game. In Jonny and Allan’s class, I di-
rected and starred in a movie production 
of Dracula. In my many experiences with 
the musical theater department at Paideia, 
I’ve played everything from a nun, to a 
dog, to evil stepmother. Paideia has taught 

me to embrace my creativity and to use it 
to make myself who I want to be. Without 
these experiences I wouldn’t be able to es-
tablish my own true character. Paideia has 
allowed me the opportunity of choice. The 
teachers and people I surround myself with 
at this school have granted me the simplest 
experience of who I am at my core, and I 
am endlessly grateful. 

So now here I am onstage, anxiously 
waiting for my next performance. When 
the curtain opens, will I be a dog? A queen? 
A vampire? A member of a mission band? 
It’s time for new roles. The role of a col-
lege student; the role of my future profes-
sion: whatever that may be. By allowing all 
of us to try out different roles, Paideia has 
given us opportunities and experiences that 
have well equipped us for the future, or for 
when our next curtain opens.
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Robbie Holley and Cary Holley
Robbie: Hello, I’m Robbie Holley
Cary: I’m Cary Holley
(Together) And we’re twins!
Robbie: It’s no secret that we are very dif-
ferent. Even though we’ve grown up in the 
same environment, we’ve grown up to be 
very different people. 
Cary: Obviously, we have physical 
differences . . . 
Robbie: I’m a foot taller than her.
Cary: Another obvious difference is 
our age difference, as I am obviously 
older than Robbie.
Robbie: Only by one minute!
Cary: Exactly! It was definitely an 
important minute. Also, I’m much 
more organized.
Robbie: Yeah, I lose stuff everyday.
Cary: I wish he were joking.
Robbie: I hardly ever get stressed. 
I sleep well at night. I’m fine at the foul 
line. My assignments usually arrive when 
they’re supposed to.
Cary: I get stressed all the time! 
Robbie: I love to play sports, especially 
basketball.
Cary: I like watching much more than 
playing.
Robbie: I knew where I wanted to apply 
to college a week before the deadline.

Adriana Murillo
I dance as a way to explore my culture 

and because I am so far away from Mex-
ico. I have grown up with Mexican tradi-
tions and values. At home I speak Spanish 
and eat traditional Mexican dishes. But it 
wasn’t until the end of eighth grade when 
I was able to dive deeper into my culture. I 
had the opportunity to be a part of a Mexi-
can folk dance group. I had little knowl-
edge of what that was because in Georgia, 
that was foreign. Most of the Mexican 
folk dance groups were on the west coast. 
I had only seen a few of those dances in 
person. The summer before my freshman 

year marked the beginning of a new phase 
in my life. 

I began dancing and I fell in love. The 
music was appealing and the costumes 
were beautiful. They were made of bright 
colors, some had floral prints, others had 
ribbons. Some skirts had as much as 13 
yards of fabric, which allowed them to be 
swooshed around. Other dresses were tight 
at the waist and then puffed out. Behind 
every dance, every step, every hairpiece, 
and every costume there is history. Every 
detail has a meaning. You can see the in-
fluence from Spain, Germany, and other 
European countries in the costumes and 
music. You see that in the use of the ac-

cordion in traditional music. I learned so 
much about the history of Mexico through 
these dances.

The love and passion I feel for my cul-
ture has grown immensely over the last 
four years. I know dances from most states 
in Mexico, and now I am teaching. I love 
the challenge of having to come up with 
dance steps and deciding the best way to 
teach them. The biggest reward I get out of 
this is sharing the culture and the history. 
Through dance I have learned about dis-
cipline, beauty, responsibility, leadership, 
and most importantly it makes me proud 
of my culture and my family.

Cary: I’ve known where I wanted to go 
since freshman year.
Robbie: And that’s where she’s going, a 
big school in a big city; the Ivy League 
Cary: Meanwhile he’s going to a tiny 
school in the middle of nowhere! And it 
snows all the time.

Robbie:  It’s not that small!
Cary: Your entire school is the size of my 
freshman class!
Robbie: We haven’t always gotten along.
Cary: This is true.
Robbie: Remember when you used to get 
me in trouble with our babysitter?
Cary: I don’t recall. . .
Robbie: You used to hit yourself and then 
say I hit you!

Cary: You don’t have any proof!
Robbie: Remember when you-
Cary: Okay! I think they get it! Do you 
remember when we had to be separated 
in nursery school because I did all of your 
work for you! You’re welcome!
Robbie: You did so much work that the 
teachers were worried that I didn’t know 
how to speak!

Cary: I know, you’re welcome! I bet 
you wish I still did all your work for 
you now.
Robbie: Uh-huh… You can send it 
to me!
Cary: But, back to colleges, we are 
going to be very far apart next year 
. . . 
Robbie: Not that far! All you have 
to do to visit me is take the   
 subway in Philadelphia to get to 
the train station, then take the train 
for six hours to Burlington, Vermont, 

then take the shuttle from Burlington to 
Middlebury!
Cary: Or we could meet in the middle . . .
Robbie:  Okay, that works. I’m going to 
miss you next year, Cary! You have to 
promise that you’ll come up to Vermont!
Cary: I’m going to miss you too! I can’t 
wait for you to visit me in Philly!
Robbie: We’re going to have to work this 
out.
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Sarina Chalmers
When he was a child, my congressman, 

Representative John Lewis, would preach 
to the chickens behind his house. I can pic-
ture the fowl hanging onto his every word: 
squatting, all in a line, reverence and trust 
reflected in each bird’s expression. I know 
this is how they looked, because it is the 
same way my vegetables look at me. 

My presence, in fact, is comforting to 
all plants; a gift I have cultivated through 
Paideia’s Urban Agriculture Club. With 
the club, I’ve ‘scaped and installed native 
pollinator habitats; I’ve inoculated logs 
with shitake mushroom spores; and even 
made compost tea. I have shown as much 
dedication to sustainable farming as Con-
gressman Lewis did to his hens. And yet, 
despite all these efforts, I remain the most 
useless chicken farmer in all of Georgia. 

One night a week, as part of my duties 
as an urban ag intern, I was meant to put 
the Paideia School Chickens to bed. To 
act as a reminder, I would draw a hen, or 
sometimes a hatching egg, in my daily 
planner. These illustrations were cute and 
cheerful, but in no way reflected the hor-
rors of the task they represented.

The job was simple enough: gather 
chickens in the coop, collect eggs from 
nesting boxes, removing any broody hens, 

and lock up. However, this 
job becomes infinitely hard-
er when the thing that scares 
you most are chickens.

These birds corrupted 
my patience and twisted 
my sanity until I was liter-
ally swept into a bizarre, 
primitive dance, sending me 
leaping and charging at the 
ferocious fowl. I called it 
the chicken tango: a series of high-kneed 
stomps and sporadic jerks, which con-
fused them, but failed to intimidate. 

You may be wondering, why did I, a 
professed lover of soil and seeds, bother 
with these fowl? I bothered because, while 
I may be a vegetable person, I am not a 
vegetarian. I am also the product of a Pai-
deia School education where I have been 
shown that first hand experience is the best 
path to understanding. 

My whole life I have been educated 
by the belief that if I, for example, as an 
seven-year old in Kelly and Tony’s class, 
am to truly understand the experience of 
the settlers, then I ought to eat nothing but 
hard tack and pea soup for an entire day. 
As an eighth grader, to fully inhabit the 
adventures of Huckleberry Finn, I should 
build my own raft from cardboard and 
duct tape and paddle it down to Mississip-

pi (or a poor, trickling Atlanta 
facsimile of the mighty river). 
And so now, I tell myself, if 
I am going to eat chicken for 
dinner, I will learn to hatch, 
raise, and slaughter my own 
meat.

Processing Paideia’s chick-
ens would be my final chance 
at proving my worthiness as 
a real farmer, and a rare op-

portunity to walk in the shoes of a legendary 
congressman. 

In the end, I failed. I was unable to make 
the fatal cut that would end the life of the 
creatures I so despised. This failure, how-
ever, much like my weekly failures at the 
chicken coop, was valuable to me in ways 
a successful slaughter could never have 
been.

I am no longer plagued by my short-
comings as an animal farmer. I stick to 
what I’m good at: making my plants 
happy. I can say with authority that I will 
never raise poultry. I know this as sure as 
I know that any raft I build could never 
make it even a mile down the Mississippi.

My experiences have left me with this 
knowledge. They have also left me with a 
perfectly plucked, Paideia School chicken 
which I keep in a bag, in the bottom of 
my freezer. 

GRADuATioN
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Tamir Eplan-Frankel
Being at Paideia for 14 years has been 

an incredible, as well as, magical experi-
ence that has helped shape who I am. Try-
ing to write a speech that would describe 
any part of this journey could, at least for 
me, diminish the many other parts left 
unsaid. 

There is one constant, however, over my 
14 years at Paideia, Scott Imlay. You may 
know Scott as the man who runs all things 
carpool. Scott has greeted me by name ev-
ery day since first grade. As I grew older, 
my teachers and classrooms changed, but 
Scott has always stuck with me. So, the 
way I see it, speaking of Scott connects 

my entire experience at Paideia. And it just 
so happens that I have the most Scott-like 
story to tell.

After school one day, I was borrowing 
some equipment from the photography 
studio. This equipment was heavy, so I 
had asked my cousin to pick me up by the 
photography classroom on the elementary 
campus. I was waiting by the curb when I 
heard an “AHH” followed by … a crash. 
I looked over and I saw Scott, who had 
tripped, and fallen flat on the ground. I 
immediately dropped all my things and 
ran over to him, some elementary kids 
had also rushed to see if he was okay. We 
found Scott lying on the ground with a 
worried expression on his face. He assured 

Mark Paez
Mark’s speech was accompanied by snip-
pets from the songs below and his own 
original dance moves.

As you may or may not know, I am part 
of the senior coordinating committee. I 
gave my input for senior dinner and gradu-
ation, but my input wasn’t appreciated all 
the time. For example, when selecting the 
walk-in song, which you heard earlier …. 
My peers and superiors felt that the song 
should be a “nice” song that is “easy to 
walk into”. I didn’t think so. You, see I felt 
that the songs should really illustrate our 
time at Paideia. Encapsulate the essence 
of what the high school journey is like for 

the kids he was not hurt and the elemen-
tary students reluctantly left. 

I was not convinced and asked,
“Scott, are you ok?”
“I don’t know” he replied.
“What is wrong?” I asked.
“It might be broken.” He said with clear 

terror in his voice.
Scott then slowly stood up and pulled 

his megaphone to his face.
“TEST 1 2 3! Nope, it seems to be just 

fine.” He assured me after checking the 
safety of his megaphone.

Scott then got up and went about getting 
ready for carpool. Both of us relieved the 
megaphone was still working.

a Paideia student. Like, a song that de-
scribed what it was like transitioning into 
High School: 

A Whole New World  
– Peabo Bryson and Regina Belle

Or maybe something that showed how 
we all felt as we prepared to kick butt in 
finals near the end of the first semester

Eye of the Tiger 
– Survivor

Or how we felt when we were getting 
our butts kicked

Breakeven  
– The Script

Or this one:
Death Valley  

– Fall Out Boy 

Or even better: 
Stop   

– Dalton Rapattoni

Then I thought…. this is graduation 
baby. What song can all of us really relate 
to right now: 

I’m Free 
– Souljah 

I thought I had it…. But it just didn’t 
feel right…. That is when it suddenly hit 
me…. the graduation song should portray 
how the faculty is truly feeling about this 
wonderful class leaving Paideia. 

 Go away 
– Weezer

… But all these ideas got rejected as you 
can tell…. this is just me venting. 

GRADuATioN
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Our profession flip-flops about hoping 
that something, someone will rescue us. 
The only way to remain standing, and 
sane, is to listen skeptically, and stay close 
to the nonsense detector. 

A second important characteristic of 
Paideia has been our unalterable belief 
that the central variable in every school is 
the faculty, the people who spend the day 
with the students, carry the curriculum and 
the culture, problem solve and relate to 
the children. We should all be proud that 
Paideia has always been such a great place 
to teach, so attractive that teachers want 
to come from near and far. We have a sup-
portive community that enables, maybe 
even liberates, talented people to do their 
best work. 

Teachers promote excellence and hard 
work; they infuse the school with values 

back, some of these unsolicited gifts came 
with the admonition to not tell Susan, so I 
never thanked Susan.

Later in life he took up the art of blow-
ing glass and a couple of years ago he 
called with an offer to pay the tuition of 
two students and a teacher to take a class 
at the studio he worked at in Decatur. It 
happened, I believe more than once. Phil 
wanted to share those things that meant so 
much to him, or to Susan, and he looked 

to Paideia as one outlet to make it happen. 
They also endowed a financial aid schol-
arship, which means that as long as there 
is a Paideia, a low income child will re-
ceive assistance from this founding family.

I once heard Bill Foege, Phil’s col-
league at CDC and the Emory School of 
Public Health, talk about the importance 
of investing our lives in deathless things. 
Phil Brachman did that. Paideia was one 
of his investments. We know there are oth-
ers made by this generous, hardworking, 
tenacious, and loyal man: investments in 

public health, or in education otherwise not 
available for young women in a school he 
supported in Africa.

Philip and Susan were proud of Paideia, 
rightfully proud that something they had 
breathed life into had prospered and affect-
ed the lives of so many children, including 
three of their grandchildren. Their pride, 
their continuing interest, and their love are 
one of the great rewards of being here all 
these years.

Thank you, Susan. Thank you, Philip.

Philip Brachman  
continued from page 4

From the Headmaster  
continued from page 12

First, we try not to abandon our well-
used nonsense detector. Having a nonsense 
detector is important in life, especially in 
schools which are endlessly fickle and fad-
dish. Curriculum, ideas, and conventional 
wisdom blow across this profession like a 
hurricane on a helpless coastline. 

School people are ceaselessly looking 
for the quick solutions. For example, first 
one is told that teachers are the problem, 
but then no, that’s wrong, teachers are the 
answer; or a consensus develops to build 
large, comprehensive high schools; no, 
check that, instead let’s make high schools 
small; or test the children on everything 
from spelling to playground, no, maybe 
that’s excessive: cancel recess and just fo-
cus on spelling.

that promote growth and understanding. 
Because they think and grow, the kids 
think and grow better; they are present 
with children; and because they laugh, 
laughter fills our classrooms.

I don’t expect that anyone sharing this 
stage with me will remember much of 
what I am saying today about mind and 
heart. They are ready to go; methinks 
headed for a period of transition. But what 
we do hope, and we hear from alums that 
this hope is not wishful thinking, is that 
their experience at Paideia, in this commu-
nity that so many people have built for 45 
years—the Jon Lowes and the Paul Hay-
wards, parents and teachers, the icons and 
those behind the scenes—will remain part 
of their lives. There’s a very good chance 
it will.
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CommuNiTy

Paul Hayward “Engineer of the High School Culture” Retires
Paul Bianchi, headmaster, was one of sev-
eral speakers at a high school assembly in 
honor of Paul Hayward, who retired in June 
after 44 years as the head of high school 
year. Below is an excerpt from his speech.

We are not gathered here today to bury 
Paul Hayward—he’s very much alive and 
kicking; we are gathered to celebrate him 
and all he has meant to Paideia.

Paul Hayward and I go way back, which 
is a lot like saying the granite on Stone 
Mountain goes way back. We met in a 
distant universe far, far away: Cambridge 
Mass. We were in graduate school to-
gether, and we had both spent the last four 
years as undergraduates in Cambridge—
Paul at M.I.T., me at Harvard. The gradu-
ate program we were in was an M.A.T. 
program—masters of art in teaching; two 
years—one year as a full time teaching 
intern in a Boston area school; the other a 
full time student at the university. 

We were both recently married. Paul and 
Bonnie already had their first daughter, 
Heidi, Giovanni’s (Class of 2019) mother.

This next part may be hard for you 
to believe, but it’s true: Paul and I were 
student agitators in our graduate school. 
We thought that the program didn’t take 
teaching kids seriously, lacked focus, just 
existed to provide tuition so the university 
could support doctoral students. It was the 
late 1960s and protest was in the air. Paul 
and I organized that protest effort in our 
program. We called meetings, wrote snarky 
petitions, bugged the dean, stuck up signs 
around the school. 

Of course, for years at Paideia we have 
been the Establishment, The Man, or The 
Men, but then we were the pain in the neck 
students The Man wanted to ignore. We 
were able to make some changes, but not 
as many as we wanted, and anyways, like 
all students we moved on.

Barbara and I came to Atlanta to join 
a new school that was opening, the Gallo-
way School where I taught third and fourth 
graders. (Ask me sometime how much I 

knew about third and fourth 
graders). Paul and Bonnie 
went to Chicago where Paul 
taught science in an inner-
city junior high school.

At the end of our first year 
in Atlanta, some parents 
wanting a school sort of like 
Galloway over on this side of 
town asked me if I would be 
the head of a school they had 
named Paideia. …

Paideia opened in 1971, 
pre-school through eighth 
grade, 145 students in all. 
This was our third year in Atlanta, and 
Paul’s third year in Chicago. We had 
stayed in touch off and on. Paul loved 
teaching junior high kids, but the setting, 
Chicago and the school—was not great. 
To make enough money (there was now 
a second child), he was a night watchman 
at a warehouse, skills he has drawn on 
through his years at Paideia.

Paul wrote asking if there might be  
any role for him at Paideia. I jumped at  
the chance…

So the second year of Paideia, Paul and 
I were working together again. He taught 
junior high math and science, and also 
science to the lower elementary school. 
The school was still small, fewer than 200 
students, but we were happy. And now we 
were experienced educators. I was over 
26; Paul too. The oldest kids in the school 
that year were now ninth graders and they 
and their parents wanted Paideia to start a 
high school so they could stay.

Paul was not part of the high school that 
first year, 1973-74. He stayed working in 
the junior high. Another person ran it, and 
to make a long story short, the high school 
that first year was a bust. It’s amazing the 
whole school survived. We had a large 
number of new kids who had not been in 
our junior high, there were very few class-
es available as we waited around for the 
kids to tell us what they wanted to learn 

(which mostly turned out 
to be things the rest of the 
world did not care about, 
or talking about learning 
instead of actually doing it, 
hanging out sort of). 

This was my fault. I 
chose the wrong people 
to run it, and wasn’t clear 
what we wanted. Parents 
were very unhappy. Many 
felt that they did not need 
to pay tuition for their son 
or daughter to play Four 
Square and go out to lunch. 

Lots of parents were in favor of reading, 
and math, homework, and college. So I 
made some changes in the spring of that 
first high school year and tried to breathe 
life into the high school for the following 
year. And I asked Paul Hayward to be part 
of the high school. 

Paul was not running the high school 
those next few years. I guess I was, but 
more and more, in addition to teaching 
math and science, he became the go-to per-
son. Not an authority—Paideia then tried 
to avoid anything that looked like strong 
authority, but more a resource, a facilitator. 
He had no title, but more and more, “Ask 
Paul,” became “Maybe Paul knows,” to 
“Let’s let Hayward decide.”

The position grew. The entire high 
school those first years in the mid-1970s 
was jammed onto the second floor of the 
red brick building, now called Pi. A few 
classrooms and a smoking lounge. It was 
crappy space, and we decided to build the 
first half of Python Hall and move the high 
school there. That’s when I think Paul got 
an office and probably a title: “coordina-
tor”. “Coordinator” didn’t sound too intim-
idating, not like a real bossy principal, just 
someone like a traffic cop that helps out. 
Of course, when you know more of what 
is happening than anyone else in the high 
school program, you do have authority, and 
Paul became the  more
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authority in the high school. We worked 
very closely.

Those first years of the high school 
were exciting because we were creating 
everything anew. They were also exhaust-
ing—so many things to decide—about 
curriculum, student issues, rules, parents, 
extracurricular. There were a million  
questions, like “Do students have to go to 
class? What would happen when someone 
got caught with alcohol on a school trip, 
and who would decide?” If we found a 
kid had copied the set of every key to the 
school, was that a punishable offense even 
though he didn’t steal anything, but only 
wanted to be able to come over late at 
night, maybe to use the dark room? …

There was no book. We wrote it as we 
went, sometimes ripped out whole chapters 
when they made no sense. Tweaked, used 
the eraser end of the pencil, built it slowly. 
We were still very young, but we were 
aging quickly. It was high school by trial 
and error, and there were a disproportion-
ate number of errors in those years. But 
there were some things that we did not do 
wrong, and Paul had a lot to do with that in 
the high school. 

We were not wrong about how students 
should be treated in school, the kind of 
relationships we wanted them to have 
to Paideia, to learning, and with us. We 
wanted to keep it fun, not worry too much 
about how the world saw us—“hippy 
school”, and Hayward at the time like a lot 
of people had long hair. …The culture of a 
school—how it feels to be there— is often 
just as important as the program. Without 
ever making a lot of noise, Paul Hayward 
has been an engineer of the culture of our 
high school, with teachers and with you 
and the two generation of kids who came 
before you.

He listens, he always tries to be fair, he 
works hard, and at the beginning, middle, 
and end of every matter, he stays with 
the question, “What’s best for the student 
here.” Most schools don’t do that, then or 
now.

Paideia and the high school are much 

bigger now than it was those first years—
bigger, more complex, more things to do, 
more diverse—but in the important mat-
ters, it is just a bigger version of what we 
started with. Same values, same spirit, 
same kind of very talented and committed 
teachers; we still laugh a lot, and are also 
willing to talk about things that mostly 
don’t get talked about publicly in schools. 
Paul has so much to do with this….

The teacher in me can’t resist speaking 
to some of what I’ve learned and I think 
we all can learn from this moment. There’s 
no simple moral to the story of people’s 
lives, relationships, and careers, but for 
me there have been some lessons of all the 
years I have worked with Paul. I would be 
remiss if I didn’t mention just a couple.

A time I will always remember is when 
I got to surprise Paul, which is hard to do 
with somebody who knows everything 
and is everywhere at the same time. It 
was at a faculty meeting about 10 years 
ago. Someone had made a huge donation 
to the school—six figures—to endow a 
financial aid scholarship in Paul’s honor. 
We never fundraised for it, and to this day 
we, especially me, do not know who the 
donor was. But someone who knew the 
school and knew Paul Hayward wanted 
to honor him. We’re moseying along the 
first part of the faculty meeting with bor-
ing announcements, and at the end of the 
announcements, I said “By the way, almost 
forgot, from now on there will be a Paul 
Hayward Scholarship in the high school 
because someone gave a gigantic donation 
in his name. Surprise, Paul! You’ll be fa-
mous forever.” I wish the donor, whoever 
it is, could have been there to see the look 
on Paul’s face, and the cheering reaction 
of the high school teachers. It might have 
been worth all the generosity.

There are a lot more stories, but I need to 
close and let someone else talk. But being 
a schoolmaster, I want to leave you with a 
couple of lessons I take from knowing Paul 
and working so closely with him for over 
40 years. Just a couple:

One is to remember that you don’t have 

to be like someone in all ways to have 
a strong and enduring relationship with 
them. Paul and I have different tempera-
ments. He is measured, thoughtful, logical 
and careful. I can be those things, but it is 
not my default setting. I like noise; Paul is 
calm. I like to talk a lot; Paul listens a lot. 
I call him “ph” not only because those are 
his initials, but because I vaguely remem-
ber from high school chemistry that ph was 
a scientific thingey about acids and base, 
and Paul has many of the qualities we as-
sociate with a scientific mind.

You don’t have to act the same way as 
another person to have a fabulous friend-
ship and relationship with that person. You 
just have to understand the differences and 
respect them, as well as understanding the 
more important things that you have in 
common. This high school would not look 
the same or be the same if the two Pauls 
had the same personalities. Because we do 
not, it has been a better place, and I know 
that I have become over the years a better 
person and better at what I do.

Lesson No. 2: When you find someone 
in life that you can rely on to tell you the 
truth, who always does his best, who works 
tirelessly, and embodies good will, never 
let that person out of your sight, hold tight 
to that relationship. That person and the 
relationship between you are rare. The trust 
between the two of you is rare; it doesn’t 
happen much. Cherish the friendship, your 
mutual loyalty, your history together. You 
don’t need to be the same person; you get a 
chance to be a better person.

Paul Hayward has made all of us better 
people. That’s a legacy that lives on in our 
lives and beyond. Thank you, Paul, dear 
old friend, thank you. 

At the end of the assembly Paul Bianchi 
announced that a plaque bearing Paul 
Hayward’s likeness will hang in the high 
school commons, now called Hayward 
Commons.

“We don’t name much after people at 
Paideia,” he said, “but in this case, there 
needs to be an exception. It would be so 
right, so deserved.”
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THE PAIDEIA SCHOOL
1509 Ponce de Leon Avenue

Atlanta, Georgia 30307

THE PAIDEIA SCHOOL is nonsectarian, serving 
families with children ages three through 18. Paideia does 
not discriminate in employment or in admissions. It actively 
seeks racial, cultural, and economic diversity in its student 
body. The ancient Greek word Paideia conveys the concept 
of a child’s total education: intellectual, artistic, and social.
The Paideia School Newsletter is published 10 times a year. 
The deadline for the newsletter is the 1st of the preceding 
month. Send all correspondence to Jennifer Hill, Editor, at 
Paideia School, 1509 Ponce de Leon Avenue, Atlanta, GA 
30307. Phone number is 404/377-3491, ext. 339; e-mail 
address is hill.jennifer@paideiaschool.org. For informa-
tion about sports schedules and upcoming events visit our 
web site at www.paideiaschool.org
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River City Comes to Paideia
The Music Man 

was the junior high 
musical performance. 
Harold Hill and 
Marian the librarian 
and company brought 
the machinations to 
organize the would-
be River City Boys 
Band to vibrant life 
on the stage.
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