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Junior High Academic Bowl Team Wins Second National Title
The Paideia junior high academic 

bowl team won the Junior National 
Championships for the second year 
in a row. The team was the first all-
girls team to win the championship.

Paideia swept the top three spots 
of the competition in New Orleans, 
and was the first school to have three 
teams in the final four in the history 
of the competition.

 The national championship team, 
Paideia B -Anna Zheng, Sophie 
Lyman, Kaiya Patel and Mariana 
Henriquez, broke multiple records on its way to winning the 
title in New Orleans. In addition to being the first all-girls team 

champions, the team was the first 
all-girls team to make the final four. 
The tournament allowed one ninth 
grader to play on a team and Anna 
Zheng, a member of last year’s 
championship squad, returned to 
compete again this year. 

In the final four competition, 
Paideia A - Nikhel Krishna, Javier 
Pardo, Elliott Adams and Aidan 
Conley, made it all the way to the fi-
nal match, losing to the Paideia girls, 
to finish as runners-up to the title. 

Paideia C -Rohan Leveille, Sean Zheng, Jesse Chang-Frie-
den and Reese Harward, lost to Paideia A in the semi-finals. 

The class of 2017 graduated Sunday, 
May 21 at Symphony Hall. The 104-mem-
ber class is the largest to graduate from 
Paideia. The awarding of the diplomas was 
interspersed with student performances 
and speeches. 

 Paul Bianchi, headmaster, spoke, shar-
ing some of his favorite quotations, includ-
ing one from the author E.B. White, “If the 
world were merely seductive, that would 
be easy. If it were merely challenging, that 
would be no problem. But I arise in the 
morning torn between a desire to improve 
the world, and a desire to enjoy the world. 
This makes it hard to plan the day.” 

Earlier in the week at Senior Dinner, 
Paul noted the outstanding achievements 
of the class which had 11 National Merit 
finalists, multiple national art and photog-
raphy winners and multiple members of 
state athletic championship teams.

Students who performed at graduation 
were Emily Breaux, who sang “Aston-
ishing” by Jason Howland from Little 
Women; Sara Cox, who sang “Laurie’s 

Song” from The Tender Land; Marisa 
Schwartz, who played “In the Mists” by 
Leoš Janáček on the piano; Alexa Levy, 
who played the “Oboe Concerto” II  An-
dante by Richard Strauss; Jacob Zeldin 
(violin) and Will Goodwin (cello), who 
played Passacaglia for Violin and Cello by 
Handel-Halvorsen; and  Nathan Karnik, 
who did a song and dance performance of 
“Always Look on the Bright Side of Life” 

from Monty Python’s Spamalot. 
The following students spoke at gradu-

ation: Abby Shannon, Anna Newman, 
Bess Renjilian, Kyra Bronfman, Daniel 
Fridkin, Elliot Dennis, Felicia Jacques, 
Semaj Thompson, Autumn Alexander, 
Logan Casey, Lucy Brewer, Megan 
Walls, Naima Dobbs, Nell Mermin-
Bunnell, Pearl Sullivan, Kaya Wurtzel 
and Jacob Zeldin.



Community

Lina and Elisa’s Class Contributes  
$2,034.94 to CARE

When Lina Wessels saw a news report on children in several foreign countries suffering 
from famine, she saw a way to help them and a teaching opportunity for her own students. 
“I thought, this isn’t right. We can do something.” She and her co-teacher Elisa Herrera 
wanted their students to learn that they had the power to make a difference in the world. 

The students were enthusiastic from the beginning. “They jumped right in and embraced 
the idea,” Lina said.

Over a two-week period the students undertook various projects from selling baked 
goods to doing chores to raise money to help children in four countries — Somalia, Ye-
men, South Sudan and Nigeria — facing famine, cholera epidemics and other disasters. 
One student, Spencer Hollberg, raised $500 by running 15 miles. 

In May, the class presented Michelle Nunn, the president and CEO of CARE, and a 
Paideia parent, with a check for $2,034.94. Michelle told the class that their contribution 
would help families get food and clean water.

“We have trucks delivering water in Yemen every other day. There is no limit to what 
you all can do to make a difference in the world,” she told them. “You are helping to save 
people’s lives.” 

Fledgling Birding Team Earns Its Wings  
in State Competition

The πed-billed Grebes, 
Anna Zheng, Moey Ro-
jas, Cole McCord and 
Amit Kamma, competed 
in the 12th Annual Geor-
gia Youth Birding Com-
petition. The competition 
is a 24-hour quest from 
5 p.m. Saturday until 5 
p.m. Sunday to see how 
many bird species a team 
can identify in the state of 
Georgia. The πed-billed 
Grebes started their search 
on St. Simon’s Island, 
camped Saturday night at George L. Smith State Park and finished at the Charlie Elliot 
Nature Preserve in Mansfield, Ga., for the awards ceremony and dinner. The team tallied 
an impressive 127 species and finished third overall in the high school division. The πed-
billed Grebes were awarded Rookie Team of the Year honors, setting a new record for 
teams competing for the first time. The team coach Tom Painting won Mentor of the Year. 

Team member Moey Rojas said the species the team identified included shorebirds red-
dish egret, red knot, black skimmer and least tern, coastal marsh dwellers roseate spoon-
bill, yellow-crowned night heron and yellow-throated warbler, and barred owl, common 
nighthawk, loggerhead shrike, meadowlarks, dickcissel, prairie warblers and two rare 
migrating warblers, the prothonotary warbler and blackburnian warbler.

Eighth Graders 
Participate in 
Experiment in Living

Five Paideia eighth graders used their 
spring break to be part of an “Experiment 
in Living”, formerly known as “Homeless 
Immersion” class.

Robert and Caroline Pickel, Christian 
Smith, Micah Eisen and Jasper Harrison 
were part of the cross-school collaboration 
with students from five different schools 
(private, public charter, public district), 
said Elizabeth Hearn, director, Center for 
Collaborative Learning. Four educators 
from different schools also participated. 
The first class, developed and taught by 
Elizabeth, took place in 2002.

 For five days participants lived in and 
around downtown Atlanta on very little 
money ($6 total for five days -- $1.20 per 
day for food), with no change of clothes, 
walked wherever they went, and slept 
outdoors on the ground with nothing but 
a blanket.  Students had no electronics 
with them.  Then they did service work 
and learned about the services provided 
by various agencies around the city.  

They then met and spoke extensively 
to many people experiencing homeless-
ness, learning their stories.

Caroline said the most surprising thing 
about her experience was how her per-
spective of homelessness changed. “We 
push aside and insult people experienc-
ing homelessness, when in reality we 
should be rewarding them for all of the 
hardships they have to go through daily,” 
she said. “I can’t imagine going through 
what I experienced for a short week for 
the rest of my life.”

She encountered many obstacles to 
getting help from organizations that are 
supposed to be making life better for 
homeless persons. “The system is very 
confusing, unfair and frustrating….it 
was definitely eye opening to see how 
hard it was to get food from the food 
bank when its only purpose is to provide 
people with food.”

The prothonotary 
warbler was voted bird 

of the trip  by the team.
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Why Children Need Picture Books
By Natalie Bernstein, Elementary Librarian

Earlier this summer Natalie Bernstein, 
the elementary librarian, was interviewed 
on WABE radio about the importance of 
picture books to children learning to read. 
Below is a reprint of an article Natalie 
wrote on this subject for the newsletter. 

Last fall, the New York Times published 
an article with the description, “Picture 
Books Languish as Parents Push ‘Big 
Kids’ Books.’” Although the recession and 
the high production costs are one reason 
that publishers are producing fewer picture 
books, another reason for the trend, seen 
in bookstores and libraries, is that parents 
want to move their children to chapter 
books as early as possible. Such families 
miss some of the most rewarding literature 
out there, along with the developmental 
steps that build deeper appreciation for 
longer literature at a later age. One of the 
most important parts of my job is helping 
and convincing parents to choose picture 
books to share with their children. 

What is a picture book? The term can be 
misleading; it can be wordless, but most 
often a picture book has both pictures and 
narrative that work together, in the way 
that music and lyrics form a whole. Like 
a poem, each word is carefully chosen. 
Young listeners don’t have the patience 
for lengthy exposition, so the writing is 
distilled to its essence. The illustrations 
tap issues of deep emotional significance, 
with visual puns, humor, beauty, suspense 
and subtlety that build thinking and read-
ing skills for the future while satisfying the 
developmental needs of the present. 

Most of us can remember our first 
picture books; along with the memory of 
the little bunny saying good night to all 
the items in his room, they often stir a 
memory of someone holding us, a sense 
of deep togetherness. I love sharing a few 
classic picture books with 11-12 year olds 
at the end of the school year. These young-
sters sigh with nostalgia as I show them 

Good Night Moon, Corduroy, 
Where the Wild Things Are 
and others. They are then 
amazed when I do a close 
reading of these classics, 
explicating the nuances and 
depth; typically a child will 
say, “I always knew I loved 
that book. But I never knew 
why.” There is an intensity 
to their memories, their deep 
affection for these books, that 
is far greater than with any chapter book 
from childhood.

The best picture books appeal to the 
minds and hearts of both children and the 
grownups who read them aloud. To do this 
they need to convey meaning on several 
levels. Young children make surprising 
inferences from the images as they listen 
to the text. They develop essential critical 
thinking skills as they use their imagina-
tion to fill in missing themes, make con-
nections and ask questions. Often a child 
will turn back a page or two, making com-
parisons and noting subtle changes. Ellen 
Handler Spitz, in her scholarly work Inside 
Picture Books, gives an example from a 
Harvard research project on children and 
picture books, exploring interpretations of 
the beloved Madeline. (Every year I en-
counter children of all ages who can recite 
this book verbatim.) After visiting Mad-
eline in the hospital and seeing all her gifts 
after her appendectomy, all the little girls 
are shown back at school in their beds, 
arranged in two straight lines. Madeline’s 
bed is still empty. When Miss Clavel rush-
es in to ask what is the matter, they all cry 
“Boohoo/ We want to have our appendix 
out too!” Ask any adult why the girls are 
crying to have surgery, and the adult will 
make the inference that the girls are envi-
ous of Madeline’s presents. But virtually 
every 3-4 year old answers that the girls 
are crying because they miss their friend, 
pointing to the empty bed, troubled by the 
incompleteness. Writes Spitz, “With their 

alternative understanding, 
children expand our ethical, 
aesthetic and psychologi-
cal takes on these books.” 
The parent who skips the 
hundreds of picture books 
that a child needs in favor of 
getting right to chapter books 
does the child no favor at all. 

Pictorial conventions, 
and practice in interpreting 
signs and symbols, are also 

essential in our visually saturated world. 
When a child encounters story after story 
with pictures of mice, rabbits, dogs or 
other universalized characters, she learns 
to identify emotions from facial expres-
sions and build empathy regardless of sex 
or ethnicity. Young children often struggle 
quietly to make sense of the world and 
how to interpret the words and actions 
of others. They all experience disturbing 
dreams, many worry about losing a loved 
one, but they don’t need the darker subject 
matter of novels for older children or the 
pedestrian chapter books that are intended 
to teach children to read independently. 
Picture books can help with mastery of 
fears (Bedtime for Frances), understand-
ing consequences for disobedience (The 
Story About Ping), mental experimentation 
(Harold and the Purple Crayon), mastery 
of rage (Where the Wild Things Are) and 
unconditional love (Corduroy). They open 
up a world of inner possibilities for fantasy 
and transformation that nourish children 
in a unique way. At the same time, picture 
books often have far more sophisticated 
language than many chapter books – my 
5- and 6-year-old students and I relish such 
stunning vocabulary as indifferent, carniv-
orous, disinfectant, solitude, bamboozle, 
and harrowing, all from one book, William 
Steig’s Zeke Pippin. Only by encountering 
these kinds of words repeatedly can chil-
dren make them their own.

continued on page 4
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The Kid of the Week Is — A Hamster
The “Kid of the Week” is a long-standing 

tradition in the morning half day. All the 
students in the class have a turn at being 
“Kid of the Week,” and the celebratory title 
includes being interviewed by the other stu-
dents and a poster with photos and interest-
ing facts.

The week of May 8, the students all de-
cided that an important member of their 
class, Scramble, should be Kid of the Week. 
Scramble is a female golden hamster. She 
came to morning half day during rodent 
week. As the class book about Scramble 
says, “We could have chosen a mouse, a rat, 
or another good gnawer but we feared everyone would say, “EEK.”

Scramble fit right in. She lived in her blue and green plastic cage complete with 
slide, crawling tubes and spinning wheel. She also took frequent spins around the 
classroom in her personal plastic rolling ball. Students also loved holding and petting 
Scramble because her silky brown and white fur was “so soft and fluffy.” 

One morning when they arrived at school, Scramble’s cage door was open and 
Scramble was gone. The students searched every nook and cranny in the classroom. 
They found lots of things they’d misplaced but no Scramble. They looked outside but 
still no sign of Scramble. They asked a student to look around Big Paideia because 
“Perhaps she wandered up the street for a little adventure.” After being MIA for 24 
hours, the class decided to try to lure Scramble back home by putting food on the floor 
in front of her cage and leaving the door open.

 “The next morning we arrived to find the bowl empty and Scramble in the corner of 
her cage all snuggled up and cozy as can be,” the class book said.

“She awoke and slowly stretched, as if to say, ‘Gee, I just had a little adventure, but 
I’m back safe and sound, as you can see.”

So it only seemed fitting that Scramble, after her short ramble, should have a turn 
at being kid of week. Below is an excerpt from Scramble’s interview with a little help 
from her friends in morning half day.

Who is in your family?
My mom, Daisy.

What color is your fur?
Orange.

What is your favorite animal?
Snakes, nice ones.

What is your favorite toy?
Spinning wheel.

What is your favorite color?
Purple.

What is your favorite reptile?
The Paideia Python

Who is your favorite hamster 
President?
Jimmy Carter.

What is your favorite thing to do 
in your cage?
Sleep.

What is your favorite song?
Twinkle, Twinkle Little Star.

What is your favorite pasta?
Penne.

 What is your favorite vacation?
The beach.

Every year, I use picture books throughout 
the elementary grades in my teaching. And 
every year, a child of 7 or 6 or even 5 will 
proclaim, a trifle smugly, “I don’t read picture 
books anymore. I read CHAPTER BOOKS.” 
That child learns very quickly (I can get a trifle 
fierce) that such a claim carries no prestige 
here, and we carry on with the comforting, en-
riching, challenging and profoundly satisfying 
world of picture books. 

Paideia Players Named to 
Baseball All Region Team

Pitcher Nicholas Sadd ’17 and infielder 
Jack Friedman ’18 were named to the First 
Team All Region team. Pitcher Tate Stone-
Frisina ’17 received All Region Honorable 
Mention.

Paideia Runners Place in  
State Championship

Griffin McCauley ’18 won the boys’ 3200 
at the state track championship meet. Griffin 
was second in the state in the 1600 meter run. 
Sophia West ’18 was the runner-up in the 3200 
meter for girls. Sophia was fifth in the 1600 
meter. Alec Tubbs ’19 was seventh in the boys’ 
3200 meter. Tommy Davis ’19 was fourth in 
the boys’ long jump. Camryn Bourne ’20 
placed fifth in the girls’ long jump.

Paideia Soccer Players  
Named to All Region Team

 Nora Sampson ’19, Danielle Murdoch ’17 
and Christina Aaron ’20 were named to the 
girls’ soccer First Region All Team. Jordan 
Gross ’19 and Caroline Garrard ’20 were 
named to the Second All Region Team. 

Owen Ribes ’17, Matt Schnell ’18, Sohail 
Ghatnekar ’18 and Jordy Fischbach ’18 were 
named to the boys’ soccer First All Region 
Team. Chris Shue ’17 and Henry Hall ’17 
were named to Second All Region Team.

Picture Books continued from page 3
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A Fan Note 
By Paul Bianchi, Fan  

We all have our favorite legendary coaches, men 
and women whose success over the years places 
them in a different category from most mortals. Ex-
amples include women’s basketball coach Pat Sum-
mit of Tennessee, Bear Bryant of Alabama, Casey 
Stengel from the old Yankees, Eddie Robinson of 
Grambling State, and, of course (my favorite), Red 
Auerbach of Boston Celtics fame. Paideia Ultimate 
coach Michael Baccarini is inching toward this 
status; he may already be there.

In late May, a sixth Paideia graduate, John 
Stubbs ’13, won the Callahan Award, an honor giv-
en every year to the top collegiate male and female 
ultimate player in the country. John played for Har-
vard and also numerous national teams. There have 
been five previous Paideia Callahan winners begin-
ning with Pauline Lauterbach Ruegg ’98, Mi-
randa Roth Knowles ’00 (now head coach of the 
Paideia varsity women), George Stubbs ’07, Leila 
Tunnell ’06, and Paula Seville ’08. Paideia’s six 
winners is triple the number of the next highest high 
school in the country, a statistic that underscores 
the school’s reputation as the national epicenter of 
high school ultimate. There is ample evidence of 
the extraordinary quality of the Paideia program 
beyond the Callahan award. On the recently named 
U.S. national team for this summer’s World Games, 
the very best talent in the country, three of the seven 
on the team graduated from Paideia: Chris Kocher 
’10, Grant Lindsley ’07, and George Stubbs ’07.

Ultimate existed for a few years at Paideia before 
Michael Baccarini, but he has been the magnet for 
the significant growth and prominence of the pro-
gram. Students want to play for Michael; they learn 
how to play the game and also importantly are im-
mersed in the spirit of the game. The ethos of ulti-
mate underscores sportsmanship and respect for op-
ponents. With heartening frequency, Paideia teams 
win the Spirit of the Game award at tournaments.

Great coaching is great teaching. It is inspir-
ing, personal in its expectations of each student, 
appropriately challenging, and emphasizes team 
work. We are so proud of the national recognition of 
these Callahan winners and the ultimate program in 
general. So much of the success is due to Michael 
Baccarini.
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Senior Dinner
The class of 2017, their families and 

friends were joined by faculty and staff 
at the Senior Dinner, on May 17. In his 
remarks, headmaster Paul Bianchi urged 
the graduating seniors to remember the 
“importance of community” noting that 
Paideia is not a perfect community but one 
that continually “strives to get better.” 

“We pay attention to the quality of per-
sonal relationships—relationships between 
teachers and students; among students, 
including those of different ages; between 
parents and school personnel. That atten-

tiveness involves knowing and embracing 
people from backgrounds different than 
our own,” he said. 

Following Paul’s remarks were student 
performances and student, parent and fac-
ulty speeches.

Students performances were: Stuart 
Duffield on tenor sax, Lucas Mavromatis 
on tenor sax, Daniel Fridkin on piano and 
Emma Tucker on bass, performing “If 
I Were a Bell” by Frank Loesser; Chloe 
Solomon and Kaylin Woodward sing-
ing “The Song of Purple Summer” from 

Spring Awakening; Nell Mermin-Bunnell, 
soloist and Marisa Schwartz on piano, 
performing “Everything I Know” from In 
the Heights; Will Goodwin on cello per-
forming “Julie-O” by Mark Summers; and 
Maddie Kupor on guitar, singing “Come 
Away With Me” by Nora Jones.

Student speakers were Isabel Draper 
and Lincoln Sorscher. Tim Renjilian 
gave the parent speech and high school 
math teacher Jack Bross gave a primer on 
life during the college years.

The Intelligence of Knowing Who You Are 
Isabel Draper’s Senior Dinner Speech

I have a distinct memory of when I first 
“learned” about gay people. My mom 
picked up my two siblings and me from el-
ementary school. I was probably about 10 
years old. My younger sister jumped in the 
car and immediately yells, “Mary Claire 
says that women are allowed to marry 
women in Vermont!” Mary Claire being 
her best friend from elementary school. 
My response was quick, “That is just 
gross!” My mom chided me and told me 
that it was not gross, and that’s just what 
some people wanted to do. My mind was 
made up, however, and the verdict came 
in that a woman marrying another woman 
was “just gross.” 

Only a year or so after this “gay” be-
came every sixth grade boy’s favorite in-
sult. You had a higher voice than everyone 
else? Gay. You ate the food they served at 
the cafeteria? Gay. You were a girl who 
was good at sports? Lesbian. 

When people made racist jokes and you 
told them to stop? Gay. You were a girl 
who wore the uniform shorts instead of 
skirts? Lesbian. And I was into these jokes 
like most of my classmates. My favorite 
thing to joke about was how Justin Bieber 
was gay. His jeans were too tight, his voice 
too high, his shirts too girly. These jokes 

put me in the in crowd. I didn’t 
know anything else. This was my 
reality. 

It wasn’t until the end of sixth 
grade at my previous school that 
I started to change my mind, just 
a little. My mom was telling me 
a story about one of her friends, who is 
gay, and how he was low-key hitting on 
my dad and telling my mom how lucky 
she was to have him. I passed this story 
on to my sixth grade boyfriend who then 
proceeded to say, “He’s not one of those 
prissy gays, is he?” “No, he’s a normal” I 
responded. I have no idea what I meant by 
“normal.” I’m assuming I didn’t mean the 
guys in tiny speedos covered in rainbow 
glitter at Pride parade. I had gotten to the 
point where I was okay with gay people, 
as long as they were “normal” and could 
pass as straight. Of course, this is problem-
atic, but for me it was a step in the right 
direction, however small that step may 
have been. 

At the time, it never occurred to me that 
I would go to a school where one of my 
junior high classes would be called “Race, 
Class, and Gender,” or that in high school 
topics such as pansexuality and gender 
fluidity would be acceptable conversation. 
I never thought that I’d learn that sexuality 

is a spectrum and cannot simply 
be divided into gay, lesbian, and 
bisexual. And never in my wild-
est dreams did I ever think that 
any of this would apply directly 
to me. 

At the beginning of seventh 
grade, I found my way across the big 
city of Atlanta, to the well-known “hippy 
school” called Paideia. While all my 
friends moved on to Westminster, Lovett, 
and Pace, I was at Paideia calling teach-
ers by their first names and sometimes not 
wearing shoes, especially at first with the 
excitement about my new found freedom. 
My junior high homebase teacher was 
gay, and we started off the year reading 
Geography Club, a book about a gay teen. 
I’m sure everyone in Jennifer and Tony’s 
class that year remembers Tony reading 
the first awkward scene of the novel about 
a gay teen in a boys’ locker room. This 
was not a book on the library shelves at 
my previous school. Pretty soon I found 
myself yelling at a fictional boy in the 
book for breaking the main character’s 
heart. I was extremely upset over this gay 
couple’s break up, a reaction I’d never 
thought I’d have. 

I began to become very emotionally 
involved in the LGBT move- continued

6 | The Paideia Newsletter • June-July 2017



ment. This started with seeing a documen-
tary on the brutal hate crime and murder of 
gay teen Matthew Sheppard. The more I 
learned about him and others like him, the 
angrier I got. The more I learned about the 
gay rights movement, the more emotion-
ally connected I felt to this movement, so 
connected that I should have thought it 
was probably a little suspicious. Not that 
straight people can’t be involved in the 
LGBT movement, but often I would find 
myself becoming so angry I’d be in tears 
when we watched different documentaries 
about homophobia. 

I wouldn’t put it all together until high 
school. Freshman year I was constantly 
wondering if wanting to kiss girls made 
me gay. I found myself thinking about my 
sexuality a lot, as I’m sure many people at 
that age do. I would talk about it a little to 
a friend or two, but I never said anything 
definitive. It wasn’t until I fell for a senior 
girl on my ultimate Frisbee team that I 

knew I couldn’t deny it any longer. This 
all seems like an unreal joke compared to 
where I am now, one of my grade’s most 
well known homosexuals. For example, 
it wasn’t too long ago that in history class 
when we were talking about prejudices 
at Paideia, Paul Bianchi asked me if I 
would date a Republican. I responded that 
I would definitely date someone economi-
cally Republican but maybe not socially 
Republican: I certainly wouldn’t date 
someone who was against gay marriage. 
And from the corner of the classroom, 
slightly under his breath, one of my class-
mates said, “How would that even work?” 
The whole class roared with laughter. Paul 
was confused when someone said to him, 
“Paul, it’s funny cause she’s gay, so how 
could she date a woman who was against 
gay marriage?” Obviously Paul did not 
know and probably didn’t care. I was ex-
tremely red at this point, not because of 
any kind of shame, but because I was at 

the center of attention. I also realized how 
far I had come. From my initial disgust of 
gay people to laughing at a joke about my 
sexuality, I have to think, throughout all 
my ups and downs at Paideia, it didn’t turn 
out too badly. 

I am definitely not the same person that 
I was when I came to this school in the 
seventh grade. And I know this applies 
to everyone in this graduating class. We 
are smarter than when we started school 
here, whether in the half day or just last 
year. Not only smarter academically, but 
smarter about ourselves. Paideia fosters 
an environment that brings out the intel-
ligence of knowing who you are. My story 
is a specific one that does not apply to 
most people, but it does relate to everyone 
in a more general way. We are all different 
people from then, and we are more aware 
of ourselves. That makes us better able to 
continue to be how we want to be and to 
do what we want to do. 

senior dinner

Senior Gift to Support Financial Aid
The senior gift was first established in 

1991 by families of the senior class as 
a means of creating a lasting gift to the 
school. In past years, senior gifts have sup-
ported a variety of projects including many 
benches, the patio at Python Park, the 
elementary amphitheater and even a small 
forest of trees.

The 2017 Senior Planning Group (SPG), 
the group tasked with spearheading senior 

gift planning, was comprised of seven se-
niors this year: Carmen Tappero, Elliot 
Dennis, Julia Cornick, Kyra Bronfman, 
Max Heaberlin and Megan Walls. Funds 
were raised throughout the year with a piz-
za sale, 100 Days senior lunch and a Pi-Day 
celebration which involved “purchasing” 
whipped cream pies to throw at classmates 
and teachers, in addition to direct solicita-
tion of senior parents and grandparents.

This year’s SPG voted to have 90 per-
cent of their class gift support financial aid 
endowment with the remaining 10 percent 
allocated to the purchase of three outdoor 
picnic tables for the high school. 

All together, parents, grandparents and 
seniors helped raise $29,582. Thank you 
to everyone who participated in this year’s 
Senior Class Gift campaign. 

—Anna Beck ’01, Director Alumni  Relations
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Senior Dinner Speech

by Tim Renjilian 

My wife Leslie and I are going through 
this dinner for the third and, hard to be-
lieve, last time. Our daughters Sadie and 
Ginny were in the classes of 2013 and 
2015, and now Bess, our youngest, is part 
of the class of 2017. Which leaves Leslie 
and me on the cusp of an empty nest, put-
ting us in an odd place that is both deeply 
emotional – they really do grow up so fast 
— and almost comically cliché.

I was very surprised a few weeks ago 
when I got home and saw a message from 
Leslie to call Paul Bianchi. We’ve been a 
Paideia family for six years, and I don’t 
think I’ve ever had a call from the real, 
physical Paul. We’ve had plenty of calls 
from Robo-Paul — in fact, I’ve always 
been kind of comforted by his early morn-
ing messages, explaining in his winter-sav-
vy Yankee accent that 35 degree weather 
actually does not mean that the end has 
come, and that school will be going ahead 
as usual. 

So, anyway, with a sigh, I gave Paul 
a call. To my total surprise and delight, 
he asked me to do this talk. He did so, 
though, with a little bit of that mysteri-
ous, guru-like, thing he sometimes does 
– “Tim, you should talk, you know, about 
the journey.” Uh, yeah, okay.

So about that journey. First of all, we 
live in Buckhead, so bringing up “the 
journey to Paideia” is not a happy bit of 
imagery. There is no efficient way to get 
to Paideia from Buckhead. Or, as guru 
Paul might say, “There are many paths, 
but none are good.” In fact, when I looked 
up the derivation of the word “Paideia,” 
I found that it was a Greek term which 
translates loosely to “You can’t get there 
from here.” And don’t even get me started 
on trying to drive to Python Park for a 
5:30 softball game…

Before coming to Paideia, we had a 
good thing going in Buckhead, with our 

entire lives in about a five-mile radius. 
Our three girls all went to public elemen-
tary school, and then each started private 
school in sixth grade. When Bess got to 
sixth grade, she was doing fine, but she 
just wasn’t loving the whole scene. So, 
Leslie went into super-mom mode and 
began doing some sleuthing to figure out 
another option. She made a surreptitious 
visit to Paideia without telling the kids or 
any of our friends (I mean, we did have 
our reputations to worry about), and came 
away convinced that it would be a great 
fit not only for Bess, but for all three girls. 
I was mainly cast in the role of dad-as-
amiable-doofus – not really driving the 
process at all, but being supportive of it. 
I wasn’t proceeding completely blindly, 
though. In fact, for years, I had inter-
viewed high school seniors for the Jeffer-
son Scholarship at UVA, and I consistently 
came home impressed by the candidates 
from Paideia. In addition to being as well-
credentialed as any other kids in terms of 
grades, extracurricular leadership, and civ-
ic engagement, they also tended to come 
across as genuine, self-assured, substan-
tive, and grounded. So, I was a fan.

Anyway, to move things along, all three 
girls applied and, contrary to our expec-
tations, all three got in. Suddenly, the 
prospect of a switch in schools, in social 
sets, in life, became very real. Deciding to 
make the move was an easy no-brainer for 
Bess, a rising 7th grader; it was much more 
of a 50/50 proposition for Ginny, who’d be 
coming as a ninth-grader and who would 
have been happy anywhere; but it was a 
real angst-o-rama for Sadie, who would 
be making the move as a junior and who 
would be trading a strong, predictable, 
known path for the prospect, but not the 
certainty, of something better. She was 
all over the map – she initially accepted 
the offer from Paideia; freaked out and 
changed her mind; got an extension on 
her decision deadline; and then still took 
it down to the wire. The thing that finally 

made up her mind was when the admis-
sions director at our prior school – to her 
everlasting credit – told us that she totally 
understood why we were attracted to Paid-
eia, that we should try it out, and that she’d 
hold spaces for the girls in case the switch 
didn’t work out. What that meant for us 
was that we could look at the move as just 
a “Semester Abroad” program in Druid 
Hills – the kids could immerse themselves 
in this foreign culture, but could always 
come back home.

The funny thing was that we always 
felt like the most liberal people in our old 
crowd, but when we got to Paideia we 
were pretty sure, at least for a while, that 
we were the most conservative ones here. 
We don’t drive hybrids; our trash can is 
sometimes more full than our recycling 
bin; we had never drunk kombucha or 
bubble tea – we were hopeless! In that first 
week of school, one of the girls (I think it 
was Sadie) raised her hand and asked for 
permission to go to the bathroom – a per-
fectly normal way to handle things at our 
prior school. Here, they looked at her like 
she was insane or an idiot – “uh, it’s down 
the hall, just go if you need to go.” So, we 
had some learning to do. 

At the same time, if you step out of 
the bubble for a minute, you do have to 
admit that we Paideians can seem pretty 
odd. The kids walk around with no shoes, 
wearing whatever they want; there’s no 
lunchroom, so they mill around outdoors 
for their midday meal; and, of course, they 
call their teachers by their first names. Our 
friends in Buckhead really thought we had 
lost our minds. Shortly after we started 
here, one asked (only half-jokingly) how 
we were planning to celebrate the autum-
nal equinox with all of our freaky new 
friends. And it probably doesn’t help when 
Leslie tells them about the field trip that 
she and Bess went on to gather dead ani-
mals that would be buried and then dug up 
sometime later as part of Rick Goldstein’s 
forensic science class… 

One Family’s Journey
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But here’s the thing about 
Paideia from our vantage point. 
All those things that seem sort of 
goofy or odd from the outside, 
once you’re inside and see how 
they work, they’re genius. The 
lack of a dress code signals to 
our kids that we trust them; that 
we value their choices; and that 
they can feel comfortable ex-
pressing themselves. The lack of 
a lunchroom – sitting under trees 
instead of at fixed tables with 
rigid seating arrangements – cre-
ates social mobility, allowing the 
kids to move among groups and 
to welcome new people in. And 
the informality with their teachers creates 
a different, deeper sort of respect and ac-
countability – one founded not so much on 
titles or formal authority structures, but on 
a shared passion for the process of learn-
ing, and on engaging with ideas – and with 
each other – in a serious and thoughtful 
way. 

Even after just the first week, our whole 
family knew this was the right place for 
us. And as time has gone on, we’ve come 
to understand and to appreciate so many 
more aspects of the school. When there 
have been little scandals or incidents – 
things that other schools might have tried 
to brush under the rug to protect their rep-
utation – Paul has handled them with clear, 
open communication, trusting that we can 
all process the information and respond 
appropriately. The way we handle Bash, 
which is so much healthier and more fun 
than the overwrought prom culture we’ve 
seen at other schools. The measured and 
sane way in which we approach the col-
lege admissions process – defusing much 
of the stress and anxiety that consumes 
families at other schools. The open, some-
times awkward, but utterly sincere way in 
which we deal with issues of race, class, 
and gender. And, lest we get too cerebral, 
I should also say how much I love the way 
this place embraces fun and play. Whether 
it’s the shaving cream free-for-all at Senior 

Countdown; the excitement when Slick 
Ninja is revealed; the Cross-Age Relay at 
Field Day; or the senior prank when card-
board cutouts of Paul Hayward appeared 
all over campus – this place knows how to 
have fun – creatively and meaningfully. 

There’s really just one word for all of 
this – wise. Paideia has a wise, insightful 
culture, and we can all see how it helps to 
contribute to the development of emotion-
ally mature young adults who will be fully 
capable of handling all the challenges and 
opportunities ahead.

To take it from the general to the specif-
ic and personal just for a moment, there’s 
nothing that exemplifies all that is good 
and right about Paideia more for me than 
the women’s ultimate program under Mi-
randa Knowles. The program has grown 
to encompass a varsity team, the Groove, 
and two JV teams known as Demi-Groove. 
I hope all of you had a chance to watch 
these amazing athletes play this year. I’ve 
been deeply immersed in the Groove expe-
rience all season, and you will never see a 
group that has worked harder; that has dis-
played more guts and grit and tenacity on 
the field; that has committed more to each 
other; that has demonstrated better sports-
manship and grace; or that has taken more 
flat out joy in what they do. Not just ath-
letes, these young women have used their 
sport as a platform for promoting gender 

equity; as a means of reaching 
out to our refugee community; 
and as a way of spreading Paide-
ia’s name and reputation literally 
across the country. And though 
they never focused on scores or 
victories, they won every tourna-
ment they were in this year, and 
they are currently ranked num-
ber 2 in the nation. 

Every bit of this is due to the 
smart, patient, focused, nuanced 
and utterly inspiring work of 
Miranda, who has equipped our 
daughters with values, confi-
dence, and a love of sport that 
will last them a lifetime. And it 

doesn’t hurt that we have a group of parent 
supporters who were dedicated, tireless, 
and a total blast to be around throughout a 
long season of stocking food bins; filling 
water jugs; setting up and taking down 
tents; hosting team dinners; and doing 
whatever else was necessary to keep our 
kids and coaches happy, safe, and ener-
gized. 

This – these lovely kids; these gifted 
leaders; this committed cohort of parents; 
and this focus on values and long-term 
growth – is Paideia at its best. And what’s 
so special here is that similar expressions 
of Paideian culture exist in all of the things 
we do, like fractals. Each class, team, 
activity, artistic production, parent meet-
ing – all the things we’ve shared together 
here – in some way exemplify and reflect 
the culture and values of the larger Paideia 
community. And as important as all of that 
has been to our children, it’s also been a 
treasure to Leslie and me, putting us in 
a much stronger position to take on that 
scary empty nest.

So, to those of you who have been part 
of our Groove family, thank you so, so 
much for the blessing and privilege of 
working, enjoying and celebrating togeth-
er. And to everyone here – to the crunchy, 
the flaky, the hoity and the toity – it’s been 
an honor sharing the journey with you.
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Paul Bianchi’s Speech at Graduation

One of the many things I love in life is 
a good quotation, a wise or at least clever 
insight from a person of note. Collecting 
memorable quotations might be a pasttime 
one would expect from a senior headmas-
ter, but truth be told, I loved a good quota-
tion even when I was a young headmaster. 

I have books of quotations scattered 
about my office at home. When I read one, 
such as Eleanor Roosevelt’s “No one can 
make you feel inferior without your own 
consent” or Teddy Roosevelt’s advice to 
“speak softly and carry a big stick,” I say 
to myself, “Gee, I wish I had said that,” 
but since I didn’t, I try to commit it to 
memory so I can drop it at just the right 
moment in a conversation, with proper 
attribution, of course, but it hardly ever 
works. When the right moment comes, I 
have usually forgotten the quote, or I botch 
it: I say something like, “No one can make 
you feel inferior unless….unless…they are 
better than you.” Or, “Speak softly and…
or… I won’t be able to hear you…”

I recently came across an old favorite 
quotation from E.B. White. People of all 
ages know E.B. White as the author of 

Charlotte’s Web; if you’re 
an English teacher, you 
also remember him for 
his dandy little book Ele-
ments of Style; if you are 
really old, you may re-
member him as a regular 
correspondent in The New 
Yorker. Whatever, some 
time ago E.B. White wrote 
the following:

“If the world were 
merely seductive, that would be easy. If it 
were merely challenging, that would be no 
problem. But I arise in the morning torn 
between a desire to improve the world, and 
a desire to enjoy the world. This makes it 
hard to plan the day.” 

I think this fits many of us. Achieving a 
balance between wanting to buckle down 
and do the hard work of improving the 
world, or just enjoying it varies among 
people. Some want to act on the world 
with such zeal that they exhaust the rest of 
us and make us feel like slackers. And we 
all know people who savor the world to a 
shocking, perhaps even enviable, extent. 
Most of us lie somewhere in between.

Like an individual, a school gets to de-

cide for itself, especially if 
it is independent and inten-
tional, where it wants to be 
on this continuum. It is not a 
precise calibration because a 
school is made up of at least 
some diverse perspectives. 
But every day and over 
many days, we do establish 
a community culture we 
want to impart to our stu-
dents, values and a culture 

regarding how we hope they will view the 
world and experience it. 

The orientation of most schools, public 
and private, emphasizes improving the 
world, our own and everyone else’s, in 
the sense that attitude and assignment are 
justified by confident predictions of the 
future. The messages are “Do this, learn 
a certain way, study this and that; this is 
the behavior you need to practice; here’s 
what you must know to survive in years to 
come, to prosper personally and contrib-
ute to the common good.” Schools often 
sound apologetic because much of what is 
being offered and promoted is dreary and 

Graduation

continued on page 21

From the Headmaster

It’s Possible to Savor Today and Prepare for Tomorrow
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Personal Vignettes
Graduation

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

Abby Shannon
Fall of last year, my parents and I were 

discussing potential colleges, as I’m sure 
most anxious juniors were doing around 
that time. At one point during the con-
versation I posed the question, “Yes, but 
could I stand living there for four years?” 
In retrospect, this was a mistake. My then 
nine-year-old sister, Fiona, asked me in a 
shaky voice, “You aren’t going to live with 
us when you go to college?” I smiled at 
her and jokingly said, “Of course not, silly, 
I’m not going to live here forever, you 
know?” Needless to say this was an even 
bigger mistake. Fiona immediately burst 
into tears and the rest of the dinner was 
devoted to consoling her.

I could tell many other Shannon sister 
stories. The point is, though the three of 
us have gone through so much, we have 
always been a team. 

Anna Newman
In mid-winter of 2008, when I was 

almost nine years old, I was riding down 
Lullwater Road with my mom. Atlanta 
was experiencing a warm-spell, and the 
redbud trees were blooming, lining the 
road with bright purple flowers. My mom 
said to me: 

When my sister, Olivia, was born, peo-
ple told my mom that Olivia and I would 
never be especially close because of our 
age difference. However, Olivia and I have 
been best friends ever since she started 
talking. We are so close that the two of us 
voluntarily shared a room for the better 
part of my childhood. Olivia is possibly 
the only person in the world that I tell ev-
erything to. Despite the fact that I am near-
ly five years older than her, I think she’s 
probably more mature and adult than I will 
ever be. Olivia has stood by me through 
all my fangirl obsessions, social justice 
rants, and stressed out worries. I sincerely 
believe that without her I would have gone 
insane a very long time ago.

The youngest of my two sisters is the fa-
mous, or maybe infamous, Fiona Shannon. 
In our household, Fiona is affectionately 
called “baby yum yum” and less affection-
ately referred to as “destructo.” Believe 

me when I say she has perfectly lived up 
to both of those names. Fiona baffles me 
everyday with her incredible social skills, 
particularly her ability to walk up to just 
about anyone and give them a hug, some-
thing a perpetually confused and awkward 
introvert like myself could never do with-
out coming off as terribly creepy. Fiona 
loves everyone and everything she comes 
across, and her joyful attitude towards ex-
istence is something I have always envied. 

Come next fall I’m going to be attend-
ing Dickinson College in Pennsylvania 
and I’m not going to get to see my two 
wonderful sisters nearly as much as I do 
now. However, I know that living apart 
will not damage our relationship. To quote 
our family’s favorite musical, Hamilton, 
“I know my sister like I know my own 
mind,”  and I’m positive that no number of 
miles could ever take that away from us. I 
love you both so much.

“Stupid trees! Someone should tell 
them it’s not spring yet. They’re going to 
freeze.”

I responded: “No, they’re not stupid, 
they’re just confused.”

This past February, just before my eigh-
teenth birthday, I was walking to school 
with my mom. We came across a redbud 
tree, and my mother reminded me of our 

exchange nine years prior. We laughed and 
remarked that, even back then, I was “such 
a Paideia kid”. 

A few days later, I found myself still 
reflecting upon these twin experiences, 
and what had made us both conclude that 
I was “such a Paideia kid”. I decided that 
what fascinated me most about my behav-
ior nine years ago was that I continued
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Kaya Wurtzel
When I was in third grade, I fell in love 

for the first time. The object of my af-
fection was a class chicken named Peep. 
Peep was gentle and sweet, especially 
for a rooster. I spent all of my free class 
time cuddling and playing with him. I 
loved Peep like I loved my dog, and, to 
my mom’s dismay, I quickly came to the 
decision that I had to stop eating chicken. 
I mean, I knew that meat came from ani-
mals, but, up until Peep, I guess I hadn’t 
thought of those animals as so lovable. So 
I stopped eating meat, but my mom con-
vinced me to continue eating fish, which I 
didn’t feel too bad about at the time. 

Many of you know I have a pretty 

strong, some people might call it stubborn, 
sense of justice, so, once I’d decided on 
my version of a moral diet—I stuck with 
it, and, for the past eight years, I’ve been 
pescatarian. Recently though, I learned 
that my decision from fourth grade is 
not quite as sustainable as I had initially 
thought. This fall, in biology, we processed 
(by the way, processed is basically the nice 
way of saying killing and preparing meat 
for consumption). 

So we processed roosters from the Pai-
deia farms and talked about what it meant 
to eat humane and sustainable food. A 
guest lecturer mentioned that she, in fact, 
was not vegetarian, but actually ate local, 
humanely raised and slaughtered meat and 
did not eat fish. She explained that there is 

no real regulation for the fishing industry, 
so eating fish is actually worse for the 
environment than eating locally raised 
meat. This information was shocking to 
me because I’d thought that my diet was 
ethical. In third grade, my moral compass 
was guided by love and a firm belief in 
right and wrong, but led me to a clouded 
conclusion. All I needed was a little more 
education to point my passion in a better 
direction. Paideia has given me the space 
to make sacrifices for the things I believe 
in and the confidence to admit when I’m 
wrong and revise my beliefs. Last week-
end, I sat down with my ultimate team, 
Groove, after our last tournament and, for 
the first time in eight years, ate chicken 
again. 

Graduation

had empathized with the trees. Already, 
my inclination was to take the perspective 
of others (and not just any others, trees for 
goodness sake!), and to understand what 
they are going through. 

Paideia values empathy. It is one of 
the core values on Paideia’s website, the 
values that cycle through accompanied by 
a little slide show of diligent students in 
action. In the February Paideia newsletter, 
the word “empathy” appears five times. 
The word is one thing. Actively passing on 
this value to our generation is something 
else. It’s not easy for anyone to awaken 

empathy in a child, and it may be even 
harder for a whole institution to do it. Pai-
deia does. Throughout my fifteen years at 
Paideia, my teachers have expanded, chal-
lenged, and tested my empathy, just as my 
other academic skills have been expanded, 
challenged, and tested. Paideia urges its 
students to listen rather than dismiss, to 
connect rather than judge, to lean into dis-
comfort rather than avoid it, and to allow 
themselves to be wrong rather than argue 
persistently that they are right. 

Empathy is not a trait; it is a value. It is 
a value that I now hold, not just as a mem-

ber of the Paideia community, but as an 
individual. My definition of empathy has 
greatly evolved since I was in the car with 
my mom nine years ago. Today it affects 
my views on politics and social justice, 
it affects my interactions with family and 
friends, and it affects my understanding of 
literature, history, and culture. As I leave 
Paideia, I have so much gratitude towards 
this community of teachers, students, and 
families who gave me the tools to see the 
world from the perspective of a redbud 
tree. Thank you.
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Jacob Zeldin
It was months ago when I could perfect 

the mental image of what this moment 
would look like. I could picture the set-
ting, the venue, all of the friendly faces, 
my demeanor, my family’s phones all 
come out in unison …, but one thing that I 
could never successfully predict was how 
I would feel addressing these people, how 
overwhelming it would to be to stand on 
stage and talk about my Paideia experi-
ence to hundreds of people. I cannot help 
but think that here and now, I am saying a 
final goodbye to the biggest part of my life 
so far.

But regardless of how I feel, I know, 
deep down, that this is not the beginning 
of the end, but a whole new beginning 
altogether. Kids will grow up and leave 
and begin their own independent lives, but 

the memories and relationships that they 
have formed along the way will last them 
a lifetime. The experiences here and all 
the emotions: the happiness, the joy, the 
sorrow and pain, the laughing and crying, 
they are all eternally bound to all of us.

I know a little more than others what it 
means to go from hating a place to loving 
it, feeling every single emotion imaginable 
in relation to Paideia. When I was five and 
first started at Paideia’s 1509 building, I 
couldn’t stop crying for a solid month.  

And this final thought that I want every-
one to know is how proud I am to be a part 
of such an accomplished graduating class. 
We’ve done so much in four short years, 
and I’m doing so little in recognizing those 
four years in just two short minutes. We 
have many talents. Our class boasts the 
most amount of “keys”, or commendations 
for photography, in Paideia’s history. We 

also have innumerable musical talents, 
from the gang of jazz musicians that are 
involved in the Rialto Youth Jazz Orches-
tra to those classical protégés involved 
in Atlanta’s most prestigious symphony 
orchestras to numerous All-State singers. 
Even our sports teams have broken re-
cords, with the many state championships 
that our class has witnessed in cross coun-
try, ultimate, tennis, swimming, soccer and 
track. And finally, oh man, our academics. 
Our academics are what has immortalized 
us in Paideia’s history as a star-studded 
graduating class—with 11 National Merit 
finalists, countless awards for literature 
and science, the very colleges that our 
class will come to represent. This truly is 
amazing.

All that I can say is how excited I am for 
all of us and, again, how proud I am to be 
part of the class of 2017.

Elliot Dennis 
If you have ever been to an event at 

Paideia, you have probably seen me as I 
am always there working for the mainte-
nance department. I’m not used to being 
on stage. My time is usually spent behind 
the scenes whether it be on tech crew for 
a performance or running an event like an 
alumni dinner. This job did not come to 
me in a usual way. When I was in junior 
high, I did something without thinking, 
like most kids do when they are in junior 
high. However, what I did was not a typi-

cal mistake, as I am anything but your 
typical student.

I wanted to see whether I could make a 
working key from a photo. Could I copy 
the pattern from the photo onto a key 
blank and cut it? Instead of just trying this 
idea on my house, I thought it would be a 
good idea to try it on the junior high mas-
ter key, which I had been entrusted with 
to open a classroom door. When I told my 
father and his friends, they thought it was 
a great idea. After I got my blanks, I spent 
some time working on the key trying to 
get all the cuts to be perfect and match the 

photo including the fine details like the 
“JH” stamp on the key. 

Finally, I took the key to school and 
tried it on the door at the bottom of the 
junior high outdoor staircase. It worked. I 
was shocked. I honestly thought that this 
wasn’t possible. I was so pleased that all 
my hard work had paid off. Since I had 
no intentions of using the key to break in 
and was so proud of my accomplishment, 
I then told a friend. Later, the junior high 
coordinator found out, and I experienced 
many emotion-filled interrogations in 
her office. Like most junior 

Graduation

continued
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Graduation

high students, I had many emotions go-
ing around in my head back then. I was 
punished by working hours for the mainte-
nance department. 

Coincidentally, Ron Bryant, who works 
in maintenance, already knew me from the 
junior high musicals and had invited me 
to work with maintenance during the next 
school year. When Paul Bianchi got wind 
of my counterfeiting, he said that there 
was no way I’d ever have a position of 
responsibility at the school. While working 
off my debt to society, Ron noticed how 
hard I worked and went personally to Paul 
to convince him otherwise. 

Since then, during the school year and 
the summers, I have spent many hours 

cleaning the theater, gym, and running 
assorted events. I have set foot in every 
office, classroom, closet, and attic at Pai-
deia. Over four years from working with 
so many different people, I have found a 
home and become a reliable and trusted 
“go to guy” when anything is needed to 
be done, including emergencies. This 
past year when Sandy Jordan mistook 
the fire alarm for the light switch five 
minutes before the screening of a movie 
for 200 parents, which set off all kinds of 
sirens and buzzers, I had to scramble to 
turn it off. 

From thousands of hours working in the 
maintenance department, I have become 
aware of all the behind-the-scenes jobs. 

There are staff in the business, adminis-
trative, development, technology, parent 
involvement, and communications offices 
too. So, next time you see someone who 
does this essential but unnoticed work, 
thank them.

I’ve grown so much in these last four 
years, from being a petty criminal in 8th 
grade to caretaker of the school. In just a 
couple of months I’ll have to hand in my 
huge official maintenance key ring, and 
no, I haven’t taken photos of them. But I 
don’t even need photos anymore, I can se-
riously put a key behind my back, feel the 
teeth and determine which key it is. If you 
don’t believe me, ask Ron. 

Bess Renjilian
There are two kinds of mornings in 

the senior lot at Paideia. Some days, me 
and my carpool pull in just a few minutes 
before school starts — a time when the 
freshmen are certainly already prepped 
and ready for class — but the senior lot 
is empty, not a car in sight. So we pull 
in slowly, and I take my favorite parking 
spot (which may or may not belong to me, 
depending on which senior you ask). We 
walk to class, no big deal, probably the 
other seniors will get there just in the nick 
of time to make it to class. Mostly.

On other days, we pull in and it’s chaos. 
We always arrive at pretty much the same 
time, and as far as I can tell there’s no pat-
tern to the chaos, but on these days, a mom 
dropping off her kids at half day has taken 
my spot, so we take Carmen’s and Carmen 

takes the Veals’ and the Veals take some-
one else’s, meanwhile a thousand cars are 
haphazardly pulling into the parking lot at 
the same time as tardy seniors… .

And for some reason, I wanted to write 
a speech about this, because it is so very 
Paideia. First of all, there’s the fact that 
we go to a school where we don’t have 
enough parking of our own, so, we park 
at local churches. But also, the dichotomy 
of morning experiences in the parking lot 
is reminiscent of Paideia itself. In some 
ways, we are just like other private schools 
in Atlanta. We start at the same time ev-
ery day, the seniors get to school late, we 
learn, we take tests, we get grades, despite 
rumors that say otherwise. 

But in other ways, unpredictable, im-
measurable ways, we are so very different 
from other schools. There’s a little bit of 
chaos and whimsy in life at Paideia, where 

junior high kids might, as I once did, wear 
fake elf ears to class and not be freaks. 
Where I have learned and been graded on 
such valuable lessons as which mulberry 
trees within walking distance taste best, or 
how to start a fire, on Paideia campus. 

Like the senior lot on chaotic days, Pai-
deia in many ways seems out of control, a 
little dangerous in our thinking, not always 
super organized, which you’ll know if 
you’ve seen the pizza line on Tuesdays. 
But like the senior lot, it always works 
out — everyone eventually gets a parking 
spot, and eventually all us seniors graduate, 
hopefully not too much the worse for wear. 

The senior lot and Paideia both should 
not work, but they do. And I’m glad 
they’ve both been a stop for me before I 
rush on. And Carmen, it was not me who 
stole your spot, it was the other yellow 
Fiat.
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Lucy Brewer
This is the end of my thirteenth year at 

Paideia. Yes, I’m a “lifer.” But some of my 
fellow lifers may not remember me from 
the early days, because until about third 
grade I hardly said a word to anyone. As 
I got older, I became less timid and began 
to build self-confidence, but for most of 
my childhood I was incredibly quiet and 
reserved. 

I liked going to school and being with 
other people, but I preferred to be an ob-
server of what was happening around me, 
not a participator. At home I was talkative, 
especially with my father, who was truly 
my best friend for a long time. We were 
inseparable. At my own birthday parties I 
was always perched in my father’s arms 
instead of playing with my friends. 

But looking back, I think that spending 

Logan Casey
Last summer, Jake Gallant and I stayed 

with a family while studying Spanish 
in central Mexico. One morning before 
class, we were awakened by our hosts say-
ing, “No hay bastante presión – There’s 
no pressure. The water won’t reach the 
second floor.” So they sent us to use the 
shower in their son’s apartment, a 30-min-
ute bus ride away. We rode one stop too 
far, and after walking a few blocks in the 
rain, we arrived at the apartment. Deme-
trio, 25 years old despite his childlike face, 
greeted us and showed us to the shower. 
I went first, got in, got out. It was a mun-
dane experience. But Demetrio had to go 
to work and my phone battery had run out, 
leaving me to sit alone in his apartment 
while I waited for Jake.

I looked around. The apartment was 
recently built and sparsely decorated, one 
room stretching between a large TV and a 
kitchenette. I could hear cars passing be-
low the closed window. As I looked from 
the tubs of protein powder to the unopened 
board games to the dirty clothes piled 

in the corner, I saw signs of ready-made 
meals and quiet, maybe lonely evenings, 
and I came to a realization. 

I felt the thought like an unseen hand 
touching the back of my head. This apart-
ment was part of my own future – I had 
not yet really thought about how soon I, 
too, would be living on my own. No eggs 
on the stove before I wake up … no dogs 
barking … no arguing about who made 
us late (sorry, Mom. sorry, Mama, it’s not 
me). No short walk to school. No built-in 
community of friends who know me … 
No teachers who I can talk to about Eng-
lish soccer as well as English literature … 
No coaches to convince me I will finally 
break 5 in the mile … No Friday night 
dinners with my “brother from another 
mother” – I’m gonna miss you, James. In-
stead, a home other than the one I’ve lived 
in since I was three. I felt sick, maybe 
from anxiety, but then again maybe it was 
just the effects of the unripe mango I’d had 
for breakfast.

In Mexico, I willfully forgot my obliga-
tions at home as I enjoyed learning Span-
ish and soaking in the town around me. 

I’ve always disliked the word “bubble” 
as in “the Paideia bubble” because I like 
to think we’ve been encouraged to learn 
about and connect with the rest of the 
world. But sitting in a stranger’s apart-
ment 1,500 miles from home, I realized 
how much I take for granted – and I un-
derstood what a bubble is. And that my 
bubble would soon be bursting. Though 
at first I was afraid of the uncertainty that 
came with the realization, I soon became 
comfortable, as if I had adjusted to the 
lower pressure of the mountain air. There 
I was, starring in a scene from my own 
coming of age movie thinking, you know 
what? I’m gonna be alright. I’m ready. 
I know how to “play well with others,” 
how to lend a hand to someone in need, 
how to relish time alone, how to persevere 
through difficult times, how to find deriva-
tives and write essays. And, of course, how 
to keep my cell phone charged so I can 
stay in touch. So yes, I’m ready.

The feeling reminded me of an REM 
song my parents always play: “It’s the 
end of the world as we know it, and I feel 
fine.”

so much time with my dad actually helped 
me overcome my shyness more than any-
thing else. Like my mom, my dad is com-
passionate and hardworking, but the side 
of him that has had the biggest impact on 
me is what I am least willing to admit. 

My dad is someone who is completely 
himself — in the most embarrassing 
way possible. As a child who barely had 
enough confidence to start a conversation, 
I was always amazed and horrified with 
my father’s ability to not care what anyone 
thought of him. 

He never hesitated before crying in the 
movie theater at the end of Barbie and the 
Magic of Pegasus, and he didn’t show a 
trace of self-consciousness when he came 
to my ballet recital wearing biking shoes, 
a neon yellow tank top and Lululemon 
leggings.  

Besides his frequent fashion violations, 
my father’s offenses historically involve 
some form of public singing. As a timid 
seven-year-old, I was nothing short of 
devastated when he began to do an inter-
pretive dance while singing “I’ve Been 
Working On the Railroad” in the TSA 
security line. But as hard as it is for me to 
admit, I am actually thankful for my fa-
ther’s embarrassing behavior. By embrac-
ing his own quirkiness, he showed me the 
blissful freedom of not caring what other 
people think. I do not think I necessarily 
felt “gratitude” while watching my father 
dance in the airport, but I will never forget 
the huge smile on his face while he did it. 
He showed me just how much fun life can 
be when you have self-confidence, and for 
that I will always be grateful.

Graduation
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Kyra Bronfman
I had likely been talking nonstop on the 

second day of history class this year when 
Paul Bianchi bellowed, “Take the whole 
pill, Kyra, take the whole pill.” Now, if 
you don’t know me, this exclamation may 
seem odd, so let me explain. I was diag-
nosed with ADHD in kindergarten. Since 
then, there have been days where I forget 
my medication or days I simply think I’m 
better off without it, even though family 
and friends may disagree. I imagine those 

are the days when my teachers go home 
after school and take about five Advil. I’ll 
start playing a beat on the table or zone out 
completely, only to come back into reality 
and offer some unrelated, often tangential, 
story that is told totally out of order and 
way too fast, kind of like this one. This 
was one of those days.

After Paul called me out, I turned bright 
red. This class wouldn’t work for me. I 
thought. I’ll have to transfer out. However, 
Paul quickly broke out laughing, and the 
class breathed a sigh of relief. After class, 

however, I was still concerned. My under-
medicated mind came up with thousands 
of explanations and outcomes of the inci-
dent.

He hates me now. He’ll never call on me 
again. I’m the worst student he’s ever had, 
and the entire class is annoyed by me. The 
last one might be true. 

The next morning, I walked into class 
cowering, ready to be terrorized by Paul. I 
sat in the corner completely silent, which 
let me tell you, is not like me at all. I kept 
my head down, which also is 

Naima Dobbs
I am a lover of many things, an aficiona-

da, if you will, but one thing that has been 
at the top of this very long list (alongside 
food and the smell of laundry detergent), 
is music. Since I was a little girl, my 
parents have always played great music 
around me. From Stevie Wonder and Earth 
Wind and Fire to Beyonce and Outkast. It 
would be a crime to not attribute my love 
for music to my parents, and other family 
members, who filled my young ears with 
beautiful tunes day after day. And I would 
be a fool not to acknowledge everything 
that Atlanta has brought me as far as mu-
sic and culture. I mean, in the 2000s and 
right up to this present day, here has been 
and still is beyond rich in culture. It really 
amazes me sometimes to think of all the 
musicians and producers that claim Atlanta 
as their hometown and their place of in-
spiration. India Arie, Killer Mike, Andre 
3000, Usher, Young Thug, Gucci Mane! 

The list goes on. So beyond the connection 
to my family, music has always connected 
me to my birthplace and my culture. Mu-
sic taught me the true meaning of being a 
black ATLien, and a black southerner in 
general. 

As my taste broadened over the years, 
my passion only intensified. I got my first 
Walkman in 2006 then upgraded to an 
iPod in ’07. At this point, I was listening to 
music as much as I possibly could without 
driving my mom crazy: In my room, in 
the shower, in the car, doing chores. I also 
got my first pair of headphones around 
this time too. I loved the idea of walking 
around with a soundtrack playing in my 
head. It made me feel powerful and would 
completely change my mood depending 
on what I was listening to. 

When I came to Paideia in 8th grade, 
none of this changed, in fact it grew stron-
ger. I was always that girl with her head-
phones on walking to class (even if it was 
only from the high school to the Mother 

Goose) and during any work period, the 
jam session was in full effect. I never had 
the intention of appearing antisocial, but 
it was a small price to pay (sometimes a 
girl would rather listen to Chief Keef than 
have small talk about the quiz that you’re 
“totally about to fail”). I tried to keep it 
balanced. A lil talk here, a lil headphones 
there, I improved at this as I got older for 
sure. Also I’d like to take this time to per-
sonally apologize to anyone that thought I 
was ignoring them when in fact I just had 
my music too loud. 

Despite being plugged in, I did hear 
the important things I needed to hear dur-
ing high school. Music has and still helps 
carry me through life ... It has served as 
a kinship and a bond with my family and 
friends. Above all, it holds the magical 
power both connecting me to my own 
culture and the culture of those around me. 
So I guess u could say that hip hop saved 
my life.

continued
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Pearl Sullivan
When I was in 7th grade I decided that I 

was going to learn everyone’s name in the 
junior high. This was not limited to stu-
dents. I knew everyone I passed on cam-
pus, including some high school teacher 
named Brett Hardin. Furthermore, I 
didn’t care whether other people knew my 
name or not. This charming trait meant 
that Brett encountered a strange child say-
ing hello to him by name every time he 
entered the building.

Six years later, many of you know Brett 
as the new high school coordinator, but 
to me, he is the guy I have said hello to 

every day for the past six years and one of 
the greatest teachers I have ever had. Brett 
taught me for three years, and each day I 
woke up excited to go to school. Whether 
he was sarcastically saying that he “didn’t 
like sarcasm,” criticizing the historical 
accuracy of Forrest Gump (apparently 
life is not like “a box of chocolates”), or 
explaining, in detail, the policy genius of 
our totally not corrupt President Harding 
(it’s a silent g), class with Brett was always 
interesting. 

    One day in U.S. History, Brett told 
us about his visit to Russia with a group 
of teachers. According to him, Russian 
students stand up when teachers enter the 

room and give them a standing ovation 
when they leave. This story was used to 
compare our respectfulness in class to that 
of the ever-honorable Russians. We, of 
course, then convinced Brett to enter the 
room again so that he could receive the 
same treatment. But, when he walked in, 
we sadly fulfilled his expectations by qui-
etly staying in our chairs. At the end of our 
final class he reflected on how much the 
class had meant to him, and when he said 
class was over, we all stood and applaud-
ed. We may not have been as disciplined 
as the Russian students, but I would ven-
ture to say that our applause meant more.

not like me at all as I listened to the dis-
cussion the rest of the class was having. 
To my surprise, and somewhat delight, 
after someone else spoke four times out 
of turn, Paul turned to him and said, “Will 
you stop interrupting when this other nice 
boy is raising his hand? Speak, other nice 
boy!” My ears perked up! Someone is in 
hot water for interrupting too much, and 
it’s not me?! Jovially, I began to rejoin the 
conversation. 

As the year went on, Paul would poke 
fun at himself and countless other students 
with iconic lines like, “Don’t defend what 
you said because you’re backing yourself 
into a stupid hole,” and “Hurry up so I can 

hear the end of this ridiculous sentence.”
In Paul’s class I learned many things. 

Some were important, like the creation 
and evolution of the feminist movement, 
and the complexity of class structure in 
America; and some less important, like, 
“World War I, terrible war, good songs.” or 
“Listen only to the part of the sentence that 
comes after the but.” I also learned about 
some of the great paradoxes of the world. 
For example, as Paul observed, “I’m 
always annoyed by the flight attendant 
who, when you arrive, says, ‘Welcome to 
Atlanta’ as if she got there before you. It 
makes no sense! She got there at the same 
time as you. She should say, ‘We are here 

in Atlanta.’ ”
But I digress, in all seriousness, one of 

the most important things I learned from 
Paul B is the importance of laughing at 
yourself. The truth is a lot of us are just a 
bit too sensitive. No matter who you are, 
or what your weird quirks are, no matter 
how tightly wound you are, it’s healthy to 
take a good look at ourselves and lighten 
up. As I continue into college, I am sure 
there will be countless times when I make 
a mistake, talk too fast, interject at the 
wrong time, and completely embarrass 
myself. In these times, I will carry Paul 
with me, and attempt to laugh, and just 
move on. 
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Nell Mermin-Bunnell
Ode to Paideia
Eight years ago at Paideia I arrived,
With trepidation and hope, I so wanted to thrive,
But, despite careful planning, on the first day of school,
When attendance check came, I felt embarrassed, miniscule,
For my name was not called—I had gone to the wrong class,
I feigned indifference but felt downcast.

But soon, I no longer felt like a fool,
For, I quickly learned the necessary rules,
While studying hieroglyphs, meditation, bildungsroman,
My confidence grew; I was singing my song.

Until I met the issue I would never comprehend,
A situation that even Brett Hardin can’t fully defend,
The requirement to switch schedules—an A or B week,
I was lost once again; I wanted to shriek.

Not to mention a school with an unpronounceable name
And don’t get me started on finding a rhyme—I’ve wracked my 
brain
No cafeteria, no football, no parking, no pool
Yet they call this institution a top-notch school?

And you know the secret of Paideia—its true,
You start out having fun, the relaxed attitude we value,
Circling the maypole, an enjoyable feat
At Paideia, we dance to a different drumbeat
Playing foursquare and frolicking in the old fire truck
Until you hit high school and get stuck in the muck.

For the classes become difficult, the teachers persnickety.
The papers, exams, you start losing your dignity.

But, today when you see you’ve accomplished a lot,
And your mother is crying, and your woes you forgot,
You suddenly realize that you’re not very clever,
For you’ve signed up for college, and being a student forever!

As “lifelong learners” we have been trained
So, it’s on to college for I must use my brain.
And, in reflecting upon my time here in this place
There are a few things that help this school save its face.

Now, at graduation, I can say that I’ve learned,
A message from Paideia, that has left me transformed,
Be dedicated, caring, and try what you can,
To make a positive difference in this wild, wonderful land,
Because when you do, you’ll realize your worries and cares,
Are just a reflection of the larger state of affairs.

Paideia taught me each day to be thankful for the chance
To spend my school years here, helping society advance.
Paideia gave us the strength to grow and be ourselves,
To know when to strive for the truth, not for trophies on shelves 
To see humor in small tragedies and joy in daily delights,
To work hard and think big, to value human rights.
The gift to care for others is a panacea,
But just day-to-day life for a student at Paideia.

This is inspired by my childhood muse, the great poet Dr. Seuss.

continued
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Daniel Fridkin
People often refer to the culture at Paid-

eia as the “Paideia Bubble,” the idea being 
that Paideia is isolated from the rest of 
the world by a translucent wall that keeps 
Paideia in, and everything else out. People 
talk about how things are different “outside 
the bubble,” or how they feel “stuck in the 
bubble,” but honestly I think the bubble 
isn’t a bad place to be. I slipped into the 
Paideia bubble in seventh grade, and spent 
the next six years trying to figure out just 
who, what, and where this bubble is.

Initially, I thought the bubble was a 
geographic thing, like you could walk a 
certain distance and escape the bubble. 
When my family moved from Morning-
side to Druid Hills, that was intra-bubble 
travel. When we lived for a few months 
in Decatur, I figured we’d hit all three 
corners of the bubble. In any of those three 
neighborhoods, you could walk far and 
wide, and every sign in every yard had 
Obama’s name on them – except for the 
one on Springdale declaring their com-
mitment to Megatron for President. Soon, 
those signs were put away, and every yard 
from Taqueria del Sol to Sydney Marcus 
Park was “with Her.” Those signs, too, met 
their end, and now you can see the more 
politically inclined yards advertising Jon 

Ossoff – class of ’05, by the way – despite 
the fact that the bubble barely scrapes the 
Sixth Congressional District.

The Paideia bubble, like any good bub-
ble, is much more than geographic. Cer-
tain trends and behaviors can be described 
as distinctly “bubbly,” while others are 
“anti-bubble.” Taking six AP courses, for 
example, is anti-bubble; as Paideia is sys-
temically anti-system, we’ve done away 
with all but a select few APs. Loading up 
on difficult classes, however, is perfectly 
bubbly. It’s a known fact that a Paideia 
student’s junior year is the most difficult 
year of their lives. It’s also well known 
that you’ll never catch a student bragging 
about how well they did on a test, as that 
would be completely non-bubble. It’s 
much bubblier to tell your friends how 
hard a test was, and how terribly you did, 
regardless of the number scrawled on the 
top of your page.

Once I started to get the hang of “what” 
the bubble was, I wanted to learn more of 
“who” the bubble was. Everyone talked 
about the bubble, but nobody admitted to 
perpetuating it, as if the bubble were some 
hot gossip or STD. I had no idea where to 
begin searching for the people doing the 
actual bubbling, as everyone I talked to 
claimed to disdain the bubble. I decided 
that the only way to figure out who bub-

bled was to talk to the man himself – Paul 
Bianchi. So I decided to register for his 
history class.

Once the semester got rolling, Paul fre-
quently accused us of being “stuck in the 
bubble,” and admonished us to “leave the 
bubble.” “Get outside of the perimeter,” 
he’d say. “Have you even been on the 
interstate? We have two very nice ones in 
this city.”

As the year wore on, I realized I had 
been searching for the source of the bubble 
entirely in the wrong way. I had assumed 
that the core bubblers at Paideia would be 
longtime administrators and teachers who 
had the key to the inner sanctum, where 
they kept the mix of dish soap and hot air 
you needed to maintain such a bubble. But 
the answer had been around me, all along. 
Students! It’s not the molders of our youth 
pumping up the bubble but the mold-ees! 
It all began to come together. The faculty, 
maybe, holds up the little stick with the 
loop on the end of it, but we students are 
the ones who purse our lips and blow.

The bubble confers a lot of privilege. 
We bubblers have unapologetically liberal 
yards in a conservative state, and attend 
one of the best schools in Atlanta. Howev-
er, the bubble is seductive; it’s easy to fall 
into the trap of only focusing on life within 
the bubble, never looking out continued
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Megan Walls
About a year ago I received my first 

email from my cat. I know that sounds cra-
zy. But at a school like Paideia, where se-
niors engage in a glorified shaving cream 
fight as administrators watch, anything can 
happen.

It all started when I looked another 
student up by their last name in the email 
directory. When I searched, I noticed that 
their parents also had First Class accounts. 
Out of curiosity, I decided to search my 
own last name to see if my parents popped 
up, and they did, but to my surprise, there 
was an extra name listed. After my parents 
and myself, inexplicably, was Tobin Walls. 
For those of you who don’t know, “Tobin” 
is the name of my cat. 

I sat staring at my computer for a few 

seconds in disbelief. There was no way 
my cat had an email registered through 
First Class! I’m not a technology person, 
so I don’t know how our email system 
works… Did Tobin, a seven-pound cat 
lacking opposable thumbs, hack the Paid-
eia network? If so, it seems like we have 
some security issues we should probably 
look into. 

A week later, I received my first email 
from Tobin Walls. The message was plain 
and simple: “Meow.” At this point I think 
it’s critical to mention that Tobin only has 
one eye. I’m not sure why that changes 
things, but for some reason, the idea of a 
one-eyed cat typing out an email, squint-
ing into the computer screen, just makes 
the whole thing freakier. 

Periodically I would receive more 
emails from Tobin. They usually came 

around the holidays. “Happy St. Catrick’s 
Day!” “Meowy Christmas.” In these 
emails she affectionately addressed me as 
“hooman.” Each email was signed with the 
paw print emoji.

After I found out I would be reading a 
vignette at graduation, Tobin sent me this 
email,

Heylo hooman, congratulashon on yuor 
vignettettette. Yuor familee will be soo 
soorprized 2 kno that I am the secret mas-
termind iin our hoose. I am proud of u 4 
yuor gradyooahsun and colleg. Also mor 
catnip pls.

I still don’t know who’s behind the 
emails from Tobin. Realistically, it’s prob-
ably one of my friends having some fun. 
But I hope it really is Tobin, so when I go 
away to college, we can stay in touch.

beyond its glistening membrane. 
Despite that, I think we do pretty well 

with our bubbly privilege. We study hard. 
We take school seriously. We run a couple 
farms down the street – contained entirely 
within the bubble – to grow produce for 

local soup kitchens. High school students 
in the Spread Science club run an after-
school program for kids at Whitefoord 
Elementary, down by the Bubble’s South-
ern border. Paideia does a pretty good job 
of looking out from inside our bubble of 

privilege and sharing the bubble’s benefits 
with the outside world – as we ought to. 
As I prepare to step outside the bubble, 
I’ve come to realize that of all the bubbles 
in the world, Paideia has a pretty good 
one. I’m gonna miss it. Blows bubbles.

Graduation

Felicia Jacques, Autumn Alexander, Semaj Thompson
Felicia - Dear Kemi Griffin, our junior 

high math teacher,
All - Isn’t she lovely.
Isn’t she wonderful.
Felicia- We want to read an acrostic 

poem about someone who’s lovely and 
wonderful. 

Felicia- K is for Kindness because once 
upon a time when I was a scared little girl 
walking into a classroom with my head 
held down, my legs shaking, and my body 
scrunched up: Without fail she greeted me 
with a smile and an open heart every day. 
Her smile helped me survive my first year 
at Paideia and her classroom eventually 
became my safe haven. 

Autumn- E is for Education because 
I hated math. I mean really hated math. 
I mean really, really, really hated math. 

Well, you get the point. But she made me 
feel as if I could do it and this changed my 
life forever. Because if I felt as if I could 
do math, which as you know I hated, I 
could do anything. She took a girl who felt 
stupid in the presence of numbers, equa-
tions, and equal signs and made her feel 
great and nothing less than great in the 
presence of any and everyone. How she 
did it, I still do not know but I know that 
she did and I am grateful. 

Felicia- M is for magical because there 
is no clear explanation as to how she 
was able to bring the best out of people. 
Without fail she embraced any problem 
someone had and helped out. She had 
the magic touch to guide people through 
anything. Even through the toughest of 
situations. And on those days when you’re 

not feeling like yourself, she picks up on it 
immediately, almost as if she has the abil-
ity to read you.

Semaj - I is for Independence because 
she taught me to love myself, and as a 
sophomore who had a rough start fresh-
man year at Paideia I needed someone to 
lean on. And She was there —my source 
of comfort at school. Whether I needed 
someone to listen as I talked things out, or 
simply a hug, she never let me down. She 
somehow always knew what I needed in 
the moment. And through some tough love 
and many long conversations, she helped 
me to find the love that I relied on her for 
within myself. And I’ll always be thankful 
for Kemi. 

All -  We’ll all be thankful for Kemi. 
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guess we still don’t—and we never tried 
to pretend that we were not enjoying our-
selves. 

We believed that there should be joy in 
school; it should be a place, as the school 
brochure still says, that you want to go to 
in the morning and are somewhat reluctant 
to leave at the end of the day. We were 
never the ’60s’ stereotype pinned on us, 
such as crunchy or flakey. Paideia was not 
and is not a breakfast cereal. 

The hippie stereotype never made much 
sense to me. From the beginning, we al-
ways worked hard and so did the children. 
They learned to read and to like reading at 
the same time; they connected with adults 
and the values of the adult world; and they 
rarely missed the achievement train that 
whistles loudly through campus at the end 
of high school. Paideia raises cheerful 
Puritans without the dress code. Working 
hard without dressing the part was confus-
ing to some people, and disconcerting. 
A couple of years ago, a perplexed math 
teacher at an independent school across 
town said that he couldn’t understand 
Paideia—the school did everything wrong 
and still ended up with the right results. 
Go figure. 

We have always wanted a school that 

From the Headmaster  
continued from page 10

lifeless, but trust us, they say, “It will pay 
off.” 

This confidence borders on arrogance 
because people who pretend to have high 
definition crystal balls exude arrogance. 
How can anyone know, especially in a 
world that changes as fast as the one we 
now live in, what life will be like a few 
years or decades hence? This hall is full 
of adults living in a time of challenges 
and opportunities that we were never told 
to expect. Who knew then? Who knows 
now? And, as I said, the pace and extent of 
change are only accelerating.

There are not many schools, and never 
have been, that err on the side of savor-
ing the world excessively. Many people 
used to describe Paideia as one of those 
schools—we were thought to be irrespon-
sibly carefree: too many maypoles and 
not enough structure. Some of that public 
perception was probably our fault. We 
were very young and didn’t try to hide 
it. We paid little attention to many of the 
conventions of traditional school—bells, 
worksheets, bathroom passes, commonly 
accepted ways of dressing or the accept-
able way children should address adults—I 

encouraged children to improve the world 
yet savor it at the same time. And while 
that might perhaps make it harder to plan 
the day, it also makes for a much better 
day.

Look at our Framework of Values, 
which I hope you as loyal Paideians re-
view at least once a week. The Framework 
of Values is not the Nine Commandments 
of Paideia School; it’s more like the Nine 
Worthy Aspirations of Paideia School. 
The Framework was written a few years 
after the school began because we thought 
greater clarity would be useful in commu-
nicating what we thought about education.

Most of the nine values are, I admit, 
pretty much what you would expect from 
a school located in a progressive university 
community. We come out strongly in favor 
of ethical standards, environmentalism, 
and diversity without any of the devil-
ish details of what those standards really 
mean. To the surprise of no one, we take a 
brave stand in favor of excellence and rig-
or. Very few schools interested in survival 
advocate mediocrity and sloth.

The value that catches most people’s at-
tention, at least most people who get that 

continued on page 23
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Where They Will Be in the Fall
The graduates of Paideia’s class of 2017 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.

Autumn Alexander .......................................... Western Kentucky University
Emma Alexandrov  .................................................................. Vassar College
Isabel Arevalo  .......................................................................Carleton College
Emily Breaux ............................................................ University of Richmond
Lucy Brewer ......................................................................Stanford University
Kyra Bronfman .................................................... University of Pennsylvania
Solomon Burt-Murray ..................................................... Occidental College
Clara Busé ............................................. Savannah College of Art and Design
Jason Campbell....................................Georgia College and State University
Gillis Carroll  .......................................Georgia College and State University
Logan Casey ........................................................................ Brown University
Zander Clay.............................................................................Elon University
Julia Cornick ............................................................................  Smith College
Sara Cox ................................................................... Moores School of Music
Carter Dammann ....................................................................Eckerd College
Virginia Davis ...................................................... Yale University (Gap Year)
Elliot Dennis ......................................................... Kennesaw State University
Pavan Devraj ................................................................. University of Georgia
Naima Dobbs ..................................................................New York University
William Dollar ..............................................................  University of Oregon
Isabel Draper .........................................................................Barnard College
Mishel Drocco .......................................Oxford College of Emory University 
Stuart Duffield ................................................................Princeton University
Daniel Fridkin  ..............................................Georgia Institute of Technology
Grace Futral .....................................................................Middlebury College
Jake Gallant .........................................................................  Carleton College
Adair Garrett ................................................Georgia Institute of Technology
Kai Gee ........................................................................................Pratt Institute
Will Goodwin ............................................................ University of Louisville
Henry Hall ..........................................................................Auburn University
Max Heaberlin .......................................................... Northeastern University
Juliet Hess ............................Washington University in St. Louise (Gap Year)
Alana Hodges ................................................................High Point University
Brooks Holcomb ..........................................................  College of Charleston
Porter Hunley .....................................................................  Purdue University
Niki Hunt ....................................................................... .New York University
Lynn Jacobs .............................................................................Oberlin College
Felicia Jacques ................................................................ Agnes Scott College
Ashlie Jeremie ..................................................................Brandeis University
Katherine Jordak ............................... University of California, Los Angeles
Katy Jordan ............................................................... Georgetown University
Nathan Karnik ......................................................... Northwestern University
Bronwyn Katz  ..................................................... University of Pennsylvania
Mira Kaufman ..............................................Georgia Institute of Technology
Libby Kirk .................................................................. University of Michigan
Lagos Kunga ......................................................................Furman University
Maddie Kupor............................................................ University of Michigan
Amber Latimer ......................................................... University of Pittsburgh
Allison Levitas ......................................... Washington University in St. Louis
Alexa Levy ...................................................................... Columbia University
Parker Lunsford ...........................................Georgia Institute of Technology
Leo Mancusi-Ungaro.......................................................... . Regis University

Evan Mapes ................................................................... University of Georgia
Lucas Mavromatis .............................................................. Brown University
Will McLaughlin .......................................University of Colorado at Boulder
Nell Mermin-Bunnell ......................................................  Harvard University
Danielle Murdoch  ........................................Georgia Institute of Technology
Ryan Murray....................................................................... Tulane University
Matthew Mustelier .................................................... University of Michigan
Alexis Myers ..........................................................................Spelman College
Hannah Neiditz .....................................................................Amherst College
Anna Newman ...................................................................... Pomona College
Isabelle Poore ...............................................................  University of Georgia
Carson Race ...................................................................... .Auburn University
Ryan Radulovacki ........................................................  New York University
Sam Reid .............................................................................  Purdue University
Bess Renjilian ...................................................................... Brown University
Owen Ribes ...................................................  Georgia Institute of Technology
Pendleton Robinson...................................................... University of Georgia
Nicholas Sadd . .................................................................Bucknell University
Max Saltzman ..........................................Indiana University at Bloomington
Max Schwalbach ...................................................................Emerson College
Marisa Schwartz ....................................................................Barnard College
Isaac Sencer ......................................................................... Emory University 
Abby Shannon.................................................................... Dickinson College
Dana Shapiro .........................................................Ohio Wesleyan University
Christopher Shue .................................Georgia College and State University
Luke Smith .........................................................................Auburn University
Sam Smith .........................................................................  Auburn University
Finn Smith-Ruttan ............................................................... Earlham College
Chloe Solomon .............................................. Marymount Manhattan College
Lincoln Sorscher ............................................................... Harvard University
Benjamin Stoltz ..................................................................Auburn University
Tate Stone-Frisina .................................................................. Rollins College
Pearl Sullivan ..........................................................................Elon University
Carmen Tappero ....................................................... Mount Holyoke College
Coleman Tappero ......................................................... University of Georgia
Ling Tham .....................................................Georgia Institute of Technology
Semaj Thompson .............................................................................. Gap Year
Madeleine Tincher ........................................Georgia Institute of Technology
Emma Tucker ................................................................ University of Georgia
Kate Vance  ....................................................Georgia Institute of Technology
Josie Veal ......................................................................  University of Georgia 
Ramona Veal ............................................................ Georgia State University
Alan Visoso .......................................................................... Emory University
Megan Walls .............................................................. Hamilton College –N.Y.
Vlada Watkins .................................................................... Dickinson College
Hugo Wentzel ...............................................................University of Alabama
Gabrielle Williams ................................................... Georgia State University
Kaylin Woodward ................................................. University of Notre Dame
Kaya Wurtzel ......................................................................  Bowdoin College
Florencia Zamora ............................................................... Emory University
Jacob Zeldin ...................................................................... . Brown University
Jane Zen ..............................................................................  Wellesley College
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•	 Eric	Giddens	’91: since graduating from Paideia, Eric competed in the 
1996 Summer Olympics and finished 20th in the men’s K-1 slalom (his 
wife, Rebecca Giddens, won a silver in the women’s K-1 event at the 
2004 Summer Olympics in Athens). Eric has worked as an analyst for 
NBC for both disciplines of Canoeing in the 2012 and 2016 Olympic 
games.  He and Rebecca now live in Kernville, California where they are 
the proud owners of Kern River Brewing Company.

•	 Jason	Thomas	’96 reports: my wife Pearliya and I live together in At-
lanta with our three kids. I work as the logistics director at Passion City 
Church between Buckhead and Midtown. I regularly coach my youngest 
son’s baseball team and am reminded again and again just how much of 
an influence Marty Hays had on my coaching career! 

•	 Moses	Rifkin	’97: I am still happily teaching high school physics and 
coaching ultimate Frisbee in Seattle. I find myself wondering how we 
integrate social justice into our STEM curriculum. I recently un-retired 
from ultimate and will represent the USA on the Men’s Masters team at 
this summer’s World Championships of beach ultimate. 

•	 Benjamin	Austin	’07: I recently moved back to Candler Park and have 
been working as a consultant for the public art program at Hartsfield-
Jackson airport. I was recently promoted as manager of the program. 
Prior to returning to Atlanta, I completed my master’s degrees at the 
Center for Curatorial Studies (Bard College) and in the Film and Media 
Department (Emory University) under the chairpersonship of Paideia 
parent, Matthew Bernstein. It was so great to re-connect with fellow 
classmates at our 10-year reunion last month!

•	 Rebecca	Metzloff	’07 reports: I recently moved from Manhattan to 
New Haven, Connecticut to be closer to my fiancé, Lewis Bower. I 
work for a small German company doing software consulting and Lewis 
works in the healthcare industry. We had a great time visiting in April at 
the Alumni BBQ and were happy to get our southern barbecue fill!

•	 Gabe	Monett	’12: Gabe’s film “Das Mahn Bun” (The Man Bun) was 
selected by Campus MovieFest from an international pool of student 
filmmakers as one of the top 28 shorts to show at the 70th Cannes Film 
Festival. Gabe is a graduate student filmmaker at Georgia State Univer-
sity. 

•	 Jessica	Van	Meir	’13 writes: I just graduated from Duke University 
and next year will be pursuing a master’s in development studies at 
Cambridge University as a Gates-Cambridge Scholar. I recently pub-
lished my honors thesis on sex work in Argentina and Ecuador in the 
peer-reviewed Social Sciences. I hope to visit Paideia soon.

Correction: In the last newsletter Bakely	Smith’s	’96 name was misspelled. 

alumni news GraduationCompiled by Anna Beck ’01, 
Director of Alumni Relations

 

far, is the last one: an appreciation of the importance of 
the present. It asserts that Schools as preparatory insti-
tutions should not overemphasize the future. Education 
is life, not preparation for life. A day a child spends in 
school today is as valuable as what will come later; 
furthermore, respecting the value of the present is an 
important way of preparing for a healthy and produc-
tive future. 

We wrote that in the late 1970s, decades before 
mindfulness swept the land and taught us to pay closer 
attention to what was happening within ourselves and 
around us. If it were not an oxymoron, you could say 
that we were, mindfully speaking, ahead of our time. 
We are an Advanced Placement Mindfulness school.

I have no doubt that it is possible in school to both 
savor the day and prepare for tomorrow; more than pos-
sible; it is desirable. Enjoying the day, appreciating the 
present, is liberating in that we develop a deeper sense 
of who we are, what we like, and what we are good at. 
Knowing oneself is a precondition of individualism, 
and it is empowering. It enables us to determine how 
to proceed with our lives, how to reach out to others, 
when to push forward and when to remain still. 

Two generations of Paideians have built this school, 
built it for our children and the many who come after 
us. It has been important work and, as the school song 
says, we’re still not through. But from the start we 
never ignored the existential magic of what surrounds 
us every day—children leaping back and forth on the 
alligator bench, high school students cheering on a 
classmate who bravely reveals a struggle in his own 
life, the cross-age relay that symbolizes how this com-
munity has always taken care of the young, the growth 
of a child in realizing talent, overcoming obstacles, or 
joining the world. 

I long since stopped worrying about whether the 
school has academically prepared these graduates for 
the challenges of college and life beyond Paideia. And 
I believe we have done more than that: we have offered 
an environment where people explicitly care about 
each other, strive for honesty, laugh together, and, yes, 
mostly savor the day. 

Our alumni tell us that they take the experience and 
lessons of this school with them. I hope, and we hope, 
that those of you on stage today, the latest wave in the 
high tide of our collective optimism, seek out and help 
create more communities like Paideia. We believe you 
will.

From the Headmaster  
continued from page 21

SAVE 
THE 

DATE!

Grandparents and Special Friends’ Day 
2017 is scheduled for Friday, October 6. 
Please notify your child(s)’ grandparents 
or special friends of the date. We look for-
ward to sharing wonderful day with our 
special guests!
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THE PAIDEIA SCHOOL
1509 Ponce de Leon Avenue

Atlanta, Georgia 30307

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

The junior high musical transported 
audiences to the African savannah as they 
watched the coming of age of story of 
Simba the lion in the performance of The  
Lion King, Jr.


