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 By Tal Birdsey 
 
 This year we began again. New 
teachers, new students, new plans, new 
thoughts, new stories, new traditions. 
And way back in September when we 
began, I was reading a biography of Leo-
nardo da Vinci. I told the kids about 
something in it I’d read: on one of Leo-
nardo’s many to-do lists scrawled in the 
margins of his miraculous notebooks was 
a to-do list that included these reminders: 
Measure the City of Milan. Observe the feet of a 
Goose. Examine the Crossbow of Maestro 
Giannetto. Study the tongue of the woodpecker. 
 At our school, at our best, we hope 
always to be so open of mind, so delight-
fully ambitious, so child-like and won-
drously curious, that we too will care 
about the woodpecker’s tongue. That we 
believe everything, even the smallest or 
most fleeting bits and ephemera—the 
feint flower in the bottom of Picasso’s 
“Guernica,” the symbolism of Holden 
Caulfield burning match after match, the 
notion that light has no mass, that Benja-
min Lays lived in a cave and his favorite 
food was turnips, or the meaning of our 
friend’s tears—that we try to live in the 
belief that all of it is worthy of measure, obser-
vation, examination, and study. 
 We learn, too, that by being curious 
about the world, ourselves, and each oth-
er, we begin to love more. We discover 
that beauty itself is fractal-like and infi-
nite. Look closely: the big door into the 
school is beautiful because it is heavy and 
sturdy. Because someone made it by 
hand. Or because it is our threshold to 
understanding and growth. Or because 
there are beautiful knots and patterns 
embedded in the wood grain. Or because 
it is made out of parts of the old rafters 
and beams in the school. Or because the 
beam in the school above the big room 
table still has the bark on it. Because such 
a beam is called “Live Edge.” Because  
 

someone cared to leave the bark on the 
beams for us so we could learn about the  
live edge. Because that beam was once a  
sapling growing in the Champlain Valley 
in 1740. Or, simply, because the tree grew  
and now it is is our schoolhouse. It’s one 
beauty and truth leading to another. 
There is never any end. 
 But we are at our end—to this year 
anyway. Our intention here today is not 
to numb your gluteus maximus over the 
next 3.75 hours, but to show you a little 
of the fractal live-edge that our year was 
and that these students are. We want to 
show you our imperfect and smooth 
parts, the parts that protect, facing all the 
weather, the raw places, where friction 
led to insight, where insight led to 
knowledge, where struggle yielded glory, 
where learning led to love. So sit back, 
buckle up, look up, and enjoy. You don’t 
even have to make a to-do list. We’ll do it 
for you, as we show you the dimensions 
of our city and the miracles of the wood-
pecker’s tongue. 
 Here is a selection of graduation speeches: 
 

Learning to Learn 
Oscar Downing, 9th grade 
 

       Our final lit book this year was a 

story called A Catcher in the Rye. The story 
follows a young man named Holden 
Caulfield, who gets kicked out of a pres-
tigious prep school, and who proceeds to 
run away into the city of New York so he 
won’t have to confront his family about 
his folly. But there's another layer that 
runs with the story. Holden isn’t simply a 
degenerate who can’t apply himself and 
who doesn’t care, even if that's the facade 
he puts up when confronted. Even if he 
won’t admit at first, Holden does care. 
He cares about his little sister, and about 
his brother who passed away, and his 
older brother who used to be a writer but 
who sold himself out to Hollywood.  

The whole story seems to follow his jour-
ney as he learns how to care. North 
Branch is not a prep school. Nor is it 
particularly prestigious. As far as I can 
tell, it would take a hell of a lot to get 
kicked out of North Branch. I mean, I’ve 
broken a window, gone weeks without 
turning in homework, and threatened to 
make my stained glass an image of myself 
shooting the bird at the school. I didn’t 
really do that. My stained glass was a bal-
loon. It was nice. But the point I’m trying 
to make, is that at any other school, I’d 
be painted a delinquent. I’d be stuck in 
Holden Caulfield’s shoes, pretending like 
I didn’t care just for the sake of pitiful 
self-consolation. I’m not great at doing 
homework. I mean, I’m okay at writing. 
But it takes me about ten minutes to get 
one word out of my belligerent and in-
subordinate brain. I don’t enjoy writing, 
so it’s hard for me. I never really cared 
about it before NBS. I never knew how 
to care about school. But beneath that 
sentiment, I knew I wanted to care. For 
the past two years at this school, I flip-
flopped between blowing off my teach-
ers, friends, and assignments, and trying 
my best to embrace them. It was kind of 
a confusing purgatory to exist in. I felt a 
lot like Holden Caulfield trying to escape 
facing his life, when really he knows he 
wants to. I was never really sure what I 
wanted to do. Did I want to breeze 
through, or did I want to give it all the 
effort I could? I tried both, and in the 
end, letting myself care about the school 
and it’s diverse inhabitants felt a lot more 
rewarding. I’m not the best at expressing 
it, but I do care. I only turned in twenty 
out of seventy-two lit responses this year. 
But I also turned in an eleven-thousand 
word glass onion to say goodbye. I may 
not be the best at it, but North Branch 
taught me how to care about a school. 
And I think that’s just what I needed. 
 
 

Graduation 2018: “Studying the Tongue of  a Woodpecker.” 
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When the Wild Boar Squeals 
Iris Wyatt, 7th grade 
 
 When I came to this school, I wanted 
to take in every second,  learn from every 
minute, make lots of friends, and put all  
of my soul into it. But, had a hard time, 
because I couldn’t always figure out who  
I was. I worried what others thought and  
I worried that they didn’t love me. At 
North Branch, I was still scared to figure 
out who I was, and I became afraid of  
people rejecting me. So it was easier to stay 
with only my close friends, or to be alone. 
When I started painting my tile, which was 
supposed to be meaningful and reflective,  
I painted a sad black tadpole. Tal asked 
why I painted a tadpole, and of course, he 
made fun of me. I told him that whenever 
I was sad I went to the Burrito pond, 
alone, and that’s why I had painted a blob 
that was sort of tadpole shape sitting on 
the murky burrito pond waters. He asked 
me if a “sad-pole” was my spirit animal, 
and I  
replied with a quiet no. 
 “Well then, what is your spirit ani-
mal?” Tal persisted. 
 “When I went to camp, they  
concluded that I was a wild boar,” I  
responded with a smile. 
 “Okay, then paint a wild boar!” he 
said enthusiastically. “Listen Iris, do you 
want to be a sad pole at this school, or a 
wild boar, a confident-take-no-crap wild 
boar?!” 

 “I want to be a wild boar!” I said, and 
I began painting. 
 At NBS, I don’t want to be afraid 
anymore. I want to accept myself and trust 
that people will love me and accept me. I 
am Iris Wyatt. I love this school so much, 
and I want to carry and care for it. I love 
my class, mostly because I know who we 
can become. I wrote a story this year that I 
was really proud of. Lit is my favorite class, 
mainly because I feel smart there. Yes, I 
love Broadway, but I don’t want to be  
defined as “the girl who loves Broadway.” 
 I rub the top of my head a lot as a habit, I 
get overwhelmed very easily, and I don’t 
do well in chaos. I love doing science 
presentations, and I always seem to care 
more about a person than they seem to 
care about me. Here, I found a place where 
love is a priority, and teachers care about 
each student. A place where we are able to 
play outside, and find ourselves, while  

embracing the inner child. A place where  
I feel safe, a place where we have serious 
funerals for our dead fish,  where we play 
“drip drip drench”, where we climb trees, 
go on walks in the woods with our friends, 
where a headmaster plays with knives with 
the students, where we chase each other 
with sticks and create a game from it, 
where we catch salamanders, and test the 
ph of the toilet water, where we have birth-
day parties for our classmates, where we 
can build forts in the woods, where we 
write a ridiculous and meaningful play and 
a place where we can cry and spill our 
souls. Yes, I am learning to love myself  
and to find my place in this school, not as  
a sad pole, but as a wild boar. 
 

The Red Dress 
Sydney Weber, 9th grader 
 

 A few weeks ago, everyone started 
talking about graduation. Lena came up to 
me one bright warm afternoon, and asked 
if we were going to wear white dresses to-
gether to graduation, to keep the tradition 
going from past graduating 9th graders. I 
brushed it off with a no, because for some 
reason, I just didn't want to. 
 The next few days as I thought about 
the tradition and the white dress, I thought 
about NBS. NBS has taught me to not go 
with the flow, to subvert the dominant 
paradigm, or to “submerge the prime me-
ridian”, as Wyatt and Althea once said. So 
why would I want to wear a plain white 
dress, that would probably end up being 
see-through, and blend right into the wall 
behind me? Days went on, and I got a  
concussion, so I wasn’t allowed to do any-
thing, just lie in bed and do absolutely 
nothing. So I thought. One of my thoughts 
throughout those long dreadful days was 
about next year. If you don't already know, 
in a high school there are popular kids, and 
unpopular kids, and kids in the middle, and 
then kids on the outside, who you just 
don't even know. Next year, I will go into 
the school, and I will probably be in the 
middle. I don't want to be just one of the 
common people who would wear white 
dress, just to keep a tradition going, to feel 
apart of something. 
 Anyone can go out and buy a white 
dress, can be average. But I don't want to. 
I am proudly wearing my red dress, happy 
to stand out against this wall, and in my 
class, for loving my class, for what I gave 

to the school this year. Lena stood out for 
what she gave, and Ben, Will, Henry and 
Oscar; they stood out for what they gave. 
 So when you’re in the store or in the 
school, don't buy that white dress that eve-
ryone wears, don't blend in. Get the green 
or blue or pink or whatever color dress 
that you love and feel amazing in, because 
that dress can be who you are. I have 
learned to stand up for who I am and that 
is what we all need to do; to stop putting 
ourselves down every day, to go against the 
flow. NBS has showed me how to exist as 
myself, how to love not only myself but 
everyone else too. Don't think about what 
is more practical, just go for it, see what 
happens, even if it is a mistake. Just re-
member, the future is promised to no one, 
so make your own. 
 

My Chances 
Elise Karen Heppell, 7th grader 
 

 One day in February, Tal informed us 
he would be reading a lit response from the 
previous day’s 8th and 9th grade lit class. 
 Before doing so, he gave us a speech 
about lit responses, telling us the im-
portance of lit responses. He said that dur-
ing the school year, we have 72 lit classes; 
72 lit responses to write; 72 chances make 
something original, beautiful, great, and 
important.  He said that, one day in school 
they won’t let you use the personal pro-
noun I. One day they will tell you to write 
about the protagonist or the antagonist or 
the thematic structure, and to do it in this 
way, in these five paragraphs. Here you are 
still free. So take the chance to say some-
thing great.   

Before, I had been a bit blind to 
the opportunities that lit responses gave 
me.  But then, I realized that every lit re-
sponse was another chance where I could 
put something out in the world that I 
probably would never have gotten to say 
had I been anywhere else. 
 This whole idea applies to everything. 
 Henry Wagner wrote an email to the 
school, with a whole long list of ways to be 
great at North Branch, in a very similar 
style to Ron Padgett’s How To Be Perfect. 
 This was a great chance for everyone to 
write down what they believed to be the 
main points of life, and if everyone fol-
lowed those ideas, then we might be a cou-
ple steps closer to Utopia.  I wrote :                           
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Find ways to love and respect someone you don’t 
understand; time is short here, use it wisely; make 
your dreams be realities, however hard; remember 
the only boundaries are wherever you put them – 
there’s not much limit to life and happiness.   
 I have the chance and the place to do 
these things somewhere and have people 
listen and love and appreciate the thing I 
can put a tiny dusting of myself into, is an 
amazing opportunity that millions of peo-
ple will never have the chance to do. 
 Putting a bit of my knowledge into the 
world; showing the world something that 
isn’t inside anyone else. Doing something 
that matters to me; even if only 50 of 7.6 
billion people on the entire planet earth 
will ever get to know what that piece of me 
was.  We could do something with this 
incredible opportunity that could take us 
somewhere out of your average, hollow 
dump of middle school life, and into a 
completely different world – and that is 
what I want to do. 
 

Family 

William Crawford, 9th grade 
 

 Just a little while ago, we had a pizza 
day. After most of the pizzas were cooked, 
everyone had gone inside to eat, but Oscar 
and I stayed outside to cook the last few 
pizzas. We were determined to finish 
strong. When Oscar and I walked back into 
the school, the class clapped for us. But 
what they didn’t realize was that they 
should have been clapping for all of us. 
Not just Oscar and me. Because the person 
on their left made the dough and the per-
son across from them cut up the peppers. 
And they themselves had put the toppings 
on the pizza. Everyone had a part.   
 I remember in seventh grade. It was 
during the step-up days. We had a confer-
ence to discuss the future of the school, 
and what we wanted it to be. Ben and I 
talked about how we wanted the school to 
be a family. In a family everyone is working 
together. Ben and I wanted everyone to 
love each other like sisters and brothers. 
We wanted this because in past years there 
had been a disconnect, and we wanted  
everyone to feel comfortable and loved. 
During the pizza-making, it was a group 
effort. Not just a few people. It was the 
whole family, and we ate together at the big 
room table afterwards, like a family. Sitting 
around the big room table, and laughing all 
together. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
I will miss the times of the school 

being a family. Whether it is an all-school 
soccer game, or everyone listening to a 
story. I will miss when there is an intense 
basketball game, I will miss “Hug Oscar 
O’clock”, and I will miss everyone laughing 
at the same time. North Branch is a family. 
That is what I love about it. Next year I 
won’t be part of this family anymore. I will 
be a sibling leaving the house. I have tried 
to teach the other siblings in the family all 
that I can before I leave. I want them to 
learn how to love their classmates, to use a 
ladle properly, to be a gentleman or gentle-
woman. I want them to learn that mistakes 
are okay and to make them sometimes, to 
work as hard as they can, to laugh, to be-
lieve in themselves and their classmates. 
And, I want them to love the school. I will 
miss having two adopted sons, Joe and 
Declan, I will miss having my wife, Nate. 
I’ll miss also being married to Oscar and 
Ben. I will miss Isa and Geeta being my 
parents. I will miss Oscar being Hans, who 
is a German stripper, cop, and pastor. I will 
miss the entire North Branch Family tree. I 
love North Branch, and I know I am not 
the only one that loves it. That is what 
makes it a family. 
 

Flying Above the Trees 
Henry Black, 8th grade 
 
 There’s a quote from Jack London 
that I read once. “You can’t wait for inspi-
ration. You have to go after it with a club.” 
In my case, you could say I go after inspira-
tion with a potato cannon.  
 Near the end of this year, my dad and 
I decided to build a potato cannon. So we 
got the PVC pipes and we glued them all 
together. And once we finally started to use 
it, let me tell you, this thing went far. The 
potatoes could go soaring into the sky 
making a sound like an actual cannon. So 
naturally, I decided to bring it to school. 
(maybe not the smartest choice considering 
the recent political events, but hey, I was 
proud of what I had built). The first thing I 
did was throw down my backpack and yell 
to everybody, “HEY, I HAVE A CAN-
NON”. A small crowd started to draw 
around me as I loaded it. But when I pulled 
the trigger, nothing happened. Silence drew 
over everybody. “Boo,” I heard people yell. 
Somebody else laughed, and I stood there, 
embarrassed. I tried clicking it one more 
time and to mine (and everybody else's)  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
surprise with the booming sound of a gun-
shot, the potato launched across the field 
and over the trees. A chorus of “Woah” 
and “Oh my God” rang through the field. 
And that was how a Potato Gun became 
my legacy. 
 As a potato gun, I can shoot far. I set 
myself lofty goals and at first, I launch, and 
go right into the lower reaches of the at-
mosphere. But after about one or two 
shots, sometimes I stop. I start to dwindle 
on turning in all of my work. Or maybe I 
stop working altogether. I keep clicking the  
trigger and nothing happens. Maybe it’s 
mashed up, filled with an array of vegeta-
bles that would make any smoothie store 
jealous. But as with my mind, from time to 
time, I need to clean out the excess materi-
al. It might not always work, but when it 
does, it shoots above the trees and into the 
sky. As with me, when I don’t work. I real-
ly don’t work, I’m like a piece of pineapple 
on pizza. But there have been times this 
year when I have shot above the trees, I 
have flown through the air, skipping on the 
ground. When I wrote my second story I 
felt I was flying. During the Winter Olym-
pics, a competition we have every year at 
the school, in the play, when I went all the 
way into my character, or even when I had 
epiphanies about Holden Caulfield in Lit 
class I was flying.  
 But next year, I don’t want only to fly 
above the trees some of the time, or only 
when nobody’s looking. I want to do it all 
the time, with a crowd drawing around me 
as I go after the big shot. Instead of a long 
silence after a failed attempt, I want a loud 
bang and a crowd cheering, as I once again 
launch into the stratosphere. 
 

Stairs and Passage Ways 
Joe Graziadei, 7th grade 
 
 This year there have been times when 
I haven’t felt like I belonged. Like I didn’t 
matter to anyone and that I didn’t have a 
place here. But there were these times I did 
feel into it. The times I would run around 
playing man hunt with Ben and Will. or 
playing knockout at lunch.  When I was 
worried that nobody liked me or I didn’t 
feel safe, I would want to feel safe as any-
one else would. I would want people to 
laugh and love with me. To love jokes, 
each other, and this school. 

I would feel all the way into this 
school when I would find myself reading  
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poetry. It would fascinate me, and the 
book couldn’t judge me. I could only  
read it. I would start to find love in  
poems.  
 This all started when we were reading 
the mix of poetry by Wisława Szymborska 
in our lit classes. Her name was always 
impossible for me to spell. But I felt 
meaning within her poems. With every 
word, sounds of satisfaction would sing in 
my head. When I read her poems I felt 
safe. Safe from this world and safe from 
anything that could hurt me. My favorite 
poem was called “Landscape.” It was 
about a girl who was diving into the paint-
ing of a landscape. When she was all the 
way into the painting, nothing could pull 
her out. And she would find a whole other 
world. When she was in, her thoughts 
were clear, and she could see her life 
ahead. Just like when I was in the poems. 
The last stanza in this poem is the favorite 
stanza that I have ever read; 
 
To the right is my house,  
which I know my way around, 
along with its stairs and the passageway in, 
where unpainted stories unfold: 
the cat leaps onto a bench, 
the sun falls onto a tin pitcher, 
and a gaunt man sits at the table 
repairing a clock. 
 

 There are stories yet to be told here 
at NBS, for me, for everyone. We all know 
our way around. And we can all sit at a 
table, and with great love and care,  fix 
something.  We can do something that 
matters to us. This is the mentality that I 
want to carry into the next year of my life. 
I want to take time to do things with more 
care and love. I want to take time to fix 
something if it’s broken. As an eighth 
grader I want to be a role model, because  
I will know my way around, along with  
the stairs and my passageways. 
 

The Catcher of The School 
Henry Wagner, 9th grade 
 
 I was downstairs in the basement 
with my friend, Isa. We had an assignment 
for winter olympics to paint a flag for our 
team. I gathered paints with Isa, choosing 
colors from a wide variety. 
 “Okay, what do you think we should 
paint?” I asked Isa, the expert artist. She 
had a thoughtful look at first, but then it 
turned into confusion. 

 “I don’t know.” We just stood  
around for about a minute, trying to find 
the right idea. 
 “Maybe we should make something 
like a sand mandala?” I suggested. Isa 
looked at me and looked more alive than 
puzzled. 
 “Yeah, and we could make each petal 
represent the members of our team!” she 
exclaimed. 
 “Good idea!” I said in excitement. 
We poured our paints out onto a plate and 
began to create a flower in the middle of 
the rectangular cloth. I outlined some of 
the petals in black, and she added color 
inside. Occasionally, we would splatter 
paint on each other just for fun, and we 
laughed like little kids. It was like we were 
giving life from all these bright and color-
ful paints. Eventually we finished every 
petal with different colors. “What should 
we add next?” I asked. 
 “Maybe we can paint yellow around 
it and have it represent our school,” Isa 
suggested. We began to make it. We made 
a circle that was as even as possible.  
The school was embracing us in a warm, 
yellow light. After that, we made another 
layer, which was purple. It showed the 
ninth grade class that was going to be 
transitioning into high school soon. We 
were once brought into the school, into 
the center, and now we were making our 
way to the outside. 
 Then we decided to start making the 
outer part around the edges of the cloth 
black. We agreed to this because it showed 
the outside world. It might sound like a 
dark theory, but it also showed that the 
school has been my light. I heard the bell 
ring. It was time to bring what we had up. 
Isa went upstairs, but I stayed down. Peo-
ple kept calling me into the warmth of the 
upstairs, but I wanted to finish. I added 
some finishing touches to try to fill in all 
the white. The outside world was just as 
beautiful as the inside. I put my paintbrush 
away, and went upstairs into the light of 
the school. I had created something beau-
tiful with my friend, and now I was ready 
to move onward. 
 

Phenomenal Woman 

Lena Sandler, 9th grade 
 

 This year we read books and poems 
by Maya Angelou. Maya is so strong, and 
becomes stronger after something terrible 
happens to her. She keeps rising.  

“It's the fire in my eyes and the flash in 
my teeth. The swing in my waist and the 
joy in my feet. I’m a woman, phenomenal-
ly, phenomenal woman, that's me,” she 
writes. She was quiet and afraid but now 
she is no longer afraid. She could’ve run 
away, but she kept going. She cared so 
much about her family, and  her poems 
inspired me. 
 It was the first day of the ninth grade 
hike. The beginning of the end. The sun 
was starting to set. I made a footprint in 
the deep  layers of white snow as I 
stepped down. I looked down at the 
ground as I walked up the mountain. Eve-
ry couple of steps I had to stop, wheezing 
as I stood there, unable to get my breath 
back. Behind me were Sydney, Henry 
Wagner, and Tal. Syd and Wags were talk-
ing about the  new Marvel movie they had 
seen. I had an ache in the back of my 
throat, and I was trying not to cry or look 
weak. When are we going to get to the 
shelter? When is the end? I thought. I 
looked down at my swollen hand, and 
that’s when I broke, salty tears streaming 
down my red face. 
 “I hate feeling like I’m holding peo-
ple back,” I said. “I’m also thinking about 
Doug, which makes me sad, because of 
how he died on a mountain,”  Doug 
Walker was my uncle who I never got to 
meet. 
 “Just think about how Doug would 
be proud of you,” said Tal. “He would 
want you to be doing this.” 

 I stood there for a second more, then 
started to climb up the mountain, further 
and further. Is there another way down? I 
thought as I got closer to the top. I was 
ready to give up, ready to go home. I did-
n’t think I was strong enough. I didn’t 
think I could make it to the end. But I 
kept going. I kept walking. I was strong. I 
kept rising, with fire in my eyes. I knew 
my uncle would be proud of me if he saw 
me hiking these 23 miles, over 8 summits. 
Proud when he saw me cry, laugh, struggle 
and make it to the end. I knew I needed to 
make it up the mountain. I needed to 
make it so I would be with my six incredi-
ble classmates, and  best friends. Friends 
who encouraged me, helped me, made me 
laugh and be happy, who helped me be-
come the person I am. Friends that I 
would be saying goodbye to. I kept climb-
ing until I got to the top of the mountain 
because, after all, I was a phenomenal 
woman. 
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The Music of the School 
Phoebe (Fibi) Hussey, 8th grade 
 
 In the middle of the year, the eighth 
and ninth grade lit class read a book called 
Night about the Holocaust. There was a 
thirteen year old boy in the book named 
Juliek. Juliek and the rest of the prisoners 
of Auschwitz were being transferred to a 
new camp. The Jews trudged through knee 
deep snow in the few clothes they could 
find for themselves. As they walked, they 
stepped over bodies of others who had 
been at the camp, bodies who were dead 
and dying. Juliek carried his violin with 
him. It was a part of him that he couldn’t 
let go. When they finally got to take a rest, 
Juliek took out his violin. He played for 
anyone who listened, and he played for 
himself. He gave peace to everyone that 
would accept it. That night Juliek died, but 
he died with his violin. Juliek died, but be-
cause he was giving people hope, he died a 
hero. 
 At the end of the year Henry Wagner 
sent us an email. In the email he told us 
how to be next year in the school, 29 
things that we could do to be great people 
and great students. He told us we can't 
hide in the basement on a nice day, and 
that we should always know that there is 
someone out there who loves us. To play 
the music of the school, we have to be able 
to love ourselves and our school. We have 
to be willing to put the effort into going 
through the snow and rain to find mo-
ments of enlightenment. We can’t be afraid 
to sacrifice ourselves to this place and to 
each other, because that's the only way to 
get anything out of it. We have to singe our 
hair off making pizza or in the fire at the 
Burning School , and we have to freeze our 
toes in the winter playing tug of war and 
having trench races. We have to listen 
when people tell us important things, or 
anything really. We have to put our hearts 
into the school, because people will see it, 
and see how much we care. When we can 
all do that together, we will be playing our 
own violins and creating the music of the 
school. 
 

Growing Below 
Declan Anderson, 7th grade 
 

 At the end of the year, we were re-
quired to meditate for ten minutes, with 
nothing around us to be distracted by. We 
were told to think, and let our minds flow. 
 

 
I had the song “Africa” by Toto stuck in 
my head, I thought about how the current 
nineties felt when they were younger and 
how they acted. About my grandpa, who 
died a few years ago, who loved to take 
pictures; about how I wanted to spend 
time with my classmates this summer, and 
all the plans that we’d already come up 
with. About my teachers, and how each 
one of them has a personality like no other. 
Then, I thought about my past teachers 
and how they all seemed somewhat the 
same. I looked back at the play. All the 
heartfelt characters and love all around. I 
remembered the time we had just gotten 
back from the Ripton Community House 
after our last play rehearsal. Everyone was 
full of energy and excitement because in a 
few hours would be the performance . 

I sat in one corner of the room 
closest to the whiteboard. I looked around. 
Everyone was sitting at the table laughing, 
telling jokes, and just being happy. I felt 
like I was really a part of the school then, 
like I was part of the family, and as im-
portant as anyone else in the room. I felt 
alive, I felt like there was nothing that 
could diminish my joy. I looked around 
once again, and saw everyone else’s faces 
smiling and full of contentment.  I thought 
about my little flaws that I have, such as 
lack of confidence and anxiety, but at the 
same time I wondered if they were even 
flaws? I thought about how I had pro-
gressed through the whole year, and 
whether I had gotten better or worse? 
About how I’d made new friends and left 
some old and how I’d like to reconnect 
with the old ones and not leave them be-
hind, but maintain the relationship with the 
new. 
 All my thoughts spread out, in a jum-
ble. But when I added it all up. It was a 
connection, to a friend, memory, or even 
object that I didn’t want to let go of. I felt 
a strange feeling of satisfaction, being able 
to remember all of that. It made me feel 
like I would never let it go. 
 

Creating My Life 

Ben Huston, 9th grade 
 

Earlier in the year, we read the book Night 
by Elie Wiesel, the story of a Jewish boy 
about my age -15 years old- who was taken 
into a concentration camp by the Nazis 
during World War II. He was separated 
from his mother and sisters and left only  

 

 
with his father, who he had to take care of. 
Elie faced death almost every day, either by 
the crematories, Nazi guns, hunger, or 
simply not being able to carry on. As I 
read, I realized that I have chances in my 
life that Elie didn’t have. Even though he 
was stuck in a concentration camp for two 
years of his life, he created a new love for 
his father that he didn’t have before, and 
he kept his humanity in a place where there 
seemed to be none. 

I, on the other hand, have nice 
shoes, a nice bed, food, and clothes on my 
back at all times. I asked myself and still 
am trying to figure out, What am I going to do 
with this opportunity? The book also made me 
think a lot about why we live and how I 
should live. As I read, I began to think 
about it more and more. Finally, I’ve come 
to an answer, the best that I can. My an-
swer is that there is no meaning to life, no 
reason we are here other than because life 
can exist and therefore will exist. There is 
no higher purpose for humans to fulfill, no 
destiny or dream we choose to chase our 
entire lives. There is no god to give us 
meaning, only ourselves. The meaning in 
life is discovered, no, it’s made, by those 
who live it out. Elie made meaning out of 
his experience; he wrote a book that is 
making me realize something new and he 
took care of his father when he was in 
need. Meaning does not come into life by 
itself, it comes only if you are willing to 
make it. 

I am in love with living; I’m ready 
to create something in my life, something 
that will make my life as a human being 
worthwhile. I’m still afraid for next year. 
But if Elie can still love his father and still 
take care of him, even give him his ration 
of bread and soup, then I can make some-
thing amazing at Vergennes, and even be-
yond. I can carry on, too, and I can hold 
onto everything I have gotten from North 
Branch. Everything I have learned from 
others or taught myself, I can keep with 
me. The Nazis couldn’t take Elie’s humani-
ty away from him. He kept that much. If 
he can do that, then I can keep myself, and 
what I can become. 
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What Will Happen 

Sam Crawford, 7th grade 

 

 When I came into NBS I didn’t have 

many friends. So I just followed my broth-

er around for a while. I was trying to be 

friends with his friends, like Ben, Oscar, 

and Wags. Then I started connecting to the 

other seventh grade boys. Declan and I 

automatically had a connection and would 

run around and do stupid things in the 

shop. Even though it was just drilling holes 

into wood, it was a start. Then Nate was 

friends with Will right off the bat. Since I 

would follow Will around, Nate and I  

started to be friends. In the beginning our 

friendship was just tackling each other, yet 

it has evolved to much more than that, 

such as helping each other at anytime and 

going on walks. Also we started hugging 

each other and calling each other “Bubby.” 

Then there was Joe. I despised Joe in the 

beginning of the year and thought he was 

evil. This was because he struck me out in 

a baseball game the year before. Yet I got 

past that after I saw him as something 

other than a evil nightmare. He was a boy 

who always put other people before 

himself and could become serious during 

class. Then we got even more connected 

when we were on the same middle school 

baseball team, the Middlebury Tigers.  

 After I started to make my own 

friends, I started to fade away from Will. I 

was happy to be making my own friends, 

yet I was sad to be leaving my brother. 

Then that made me think about when I 

was in eighth and ninth grade, and what 

would happen. What would happen when 

Will left and I had no one who I know will 

love me? What will happen when Nate and 

Joe hang out all summer. What will happen 

when Declan hangs out with Giles all sum-

mer, Giles being a boy coming to North 

Branch next year. I was afraid of all these 

things. I was scared that maybe I wouldn’t 

be loved. I was scared that I would be 

alone. I was scared of being scared. I was 

scared that the new seventh graders would 

ruin my friendships. Yet no matter how 

scared I am I am determined to be, do, try, 

learn, and be loving. 

 

 

My Faux Leather Hermit Crab Shell  

Isa Beck, 8th grade 

  

 Over the summer between 7th and 

8th grade, I got a leather jacket. I thought it 

was the coolest thing in the world, and it 

helped me to be more confident. It helped 

me wear whatever I wanted to wear, so I 

could show who I was more, and I could 

grow from it. But then I came to North 

Branch. I wore it on the first day of school, 

because I always wore it. But instead of it 

letting me show who I was, the leather 

jacket now did the opposite. The kids at 

North Branch were afraid of me, they 

seemed to think that I hated them and 

wanted to carve their souls out with my 

inch long nails. What they saw was that I 

was some sort of vampire goth freak, sent 

from Mt Abe to ruin their school. And so 

it kept me away from them. It was the shell 

between me and the school, it kept my 

thoughts inside of me, and it kept other 

people away. It became like a hermit crab 

shell that had once fit perfectly, but I was 

now too small for.  

 I stopped wearing it throughout the 

school year. I let myself out of my leather 

shell, and I read my beginning of the year 

speech. I started to show what was under-

neath the jacket more and more the less I 

wore it.  

I started to talk in class, and try and talk to 

other people outside of class. I didn’t want 

people to be afraid of me, I wanted them 

to feel comfortable around me. I wanted to 

be a part of the school. I wanted to have 

friends, real true friends who I trusted and 

loved. I wanted to find what the other kids 

wrote about, those moments when they 

loved their friends.  

 I finally completely stopped wearing 

the leather jacket. I did make friends, since 

once people got to know me, it turned out 

I wasn’t so scary. I learned I’m not ready to 

have someone who’s more than a friend. I 

learned that you can love anyone and any-

thing, not only your family and your ro-

mantic partner. I learned how to think my 

own thoughts, and that it’s alright to get 

help with the hard ones. I learned how 

beautiful the green leaves of summer are, 

how soft the grass is, and how the sun can 

give you so much more power than a com-

puter screen. I now know not to ignore it 

ever again. I learned about the difference 

between genders, and how to love every 

part of mine. I learned the balance between 

doing things to help myself and doing 

things to help others. I learned how to be a 

good friend, and how important distance 

is. I learned how nice it is to cry. I learned 

how to be a kid, and I learned how to love.  

Electro Magnetic Super Heroes pose after skits and presentations for science. We     

had  been studying the properties and uses of various categories of the Electromag-

netic  Spectrum. Among the Heroes are Gamma Ray Boy and his Evil Twin; The Ra-

dio Wave Surfers; The Vermillion Viper (infra-red); and Spectra, the Visible Light 

Canine (Una's Corgi)  
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Young Poet 
Sasha Meyers, 7th grade 
 
 In the beginning of the year I had not changed much from seventh grade. I 
was loud, annoying and very rarely contributed to class. The year wore on, and I 
began to get more and more behind in math, science, and anything to do with writ-
ing. I was usually up at between eleven and one trying to finish the math assign-
ment or finishing up a portion of my story that I would later delete. The only 
things that I seemed to be solid on were lit responses. 
 I could usually write decent honest responses about what we had read. It was 

the day before  my project, and I was sitting in my room, wondering what I would 

do for the Shoshone tribe. I did not have very much on them, and I wanted to do 

something special. Then I got an idea, I opened a new tab and searched up, 

“Shoshone music.” A small list of videos that popped up. I clicked on the first one 

I saw, and I heard a war dance. That was not what I wanted, although it was very 

good. 

 I wanted something that was soothing and calm, but that people would still 

remember. After a few minutes of searching through other songs, I found one that 

was suitable. It was a meditative tone, and I felt a small tear begin to walk down my 

cheek. While I listened, I did not know why at first, but then I realized it was be-

cause of the people of the Shoshone, or any Native American tribe had going 

through hardship every day, and I was simply sitting in my room listening to one of 

their soulful pieces of music that they had taken time and care to create. I felt I had 

created barely anything that year. 

 Over the year, I have gone through a very bumpy graph of success and fail-

ure. But one day in all Tal, Tal read a poem that I had written. I had titled it, “The 

Poem to End All Poems,” a play off the nickname for World War One -“The War 

to End All Wars.” WWI did not end all wars, but rather it changed them. And like 

I said in my final story, “I don’t want to end, but change.” 

 When Tal read the poem, it inspired me to get back on track. And next year I 

want it to happen all year, I want it to happen from the very start, or close to then. 

I want to be looked up to, but still look up to other people as well. They will grow 

with their lives, and I will grow with mine.  

 

 
 

You Are Beautiful 
Maddy Stowe, 8th grade 
 
 This year some people commented 
negatively on the way I looked and how I 
acted. For months I let that affect how I 
dressed, how I thought of myself. I 
thought that I was just a dumb blonde and 
I should hide myself, until someone gave 
me one single compliment. 
 One Sunday I was over at Lena’s 
house. Lena was sitting at the kitchen table 
texting Cindy, her grandma, trying to con-
vince Cindy to come to morning meeting 
the next day at school. “Let me ask her,” I 
said. Lena handed me the phone. I quickly 
typed a short message saying. “This is 
Maddy, we all really want you to come to 
meeting.” Then I took a quick picture of 
me smiling and sent it so she would know 
who I was. A couple seconds later we go a 
response, it read: “Maddy, you are beauti-
ful.” I was shocked. 
 My parents have always told me “You 
are one of a kind,” or “ Maddy, you are 
special.” But it was different hearing it 
from someone who didn’t know me as 
well. It made me really believe it and have 
confidence in myself. I think that everyone 
should be told that they are beautiful at 
some point in their life because it is one of 
the best feelings in the world. I see each 
one of my classmates as beautiful, each of 
them for different reasons. Paul is beautiful 
for the way he understands math. Phoebe 
is beautiful because of how much time she 
puts into her school work. Isa is beautiful 
for how she shares all of her feelings. And 
Henry Black is beautiful for how much he 
cares.  And if we can feel that, we will all 
be able to know that we are all beautiful, 
and we will all grow with confidence in our 
school.  
 

 

The ninth graders atop Mt Abe on the first day of the ninth grade hike.  

Included in the photo are Chris Huston, Ben’s dad, and Monroe Cromis,  

    NBS class of 2014, who came along as an extra chaperone. 
Scholars bowling on step-up day 



 

 

At the end of the year, around the time of Step-Up Days and the 9th grade Hike, we were discussing what we wanted in the school for next year: what 
standards, what feelings, how to run the school, how to be in the school. When Tal asked Henry Wagner, he was overfilled with feeling and thoughts and 
got paralyzed and could not come up with any thoughts to say to his fellow classmates. Tal encouraged Henry to go home and take some time to think and 
feel it, and say it in a more relaxed setting. That afternoon Henry sent the letter below to his classmates and teachers, and the next day he read the letter to 
the class for those who had not seen it. 

Dear Loved Ones, 
I don't know why it's so hard for me to talk about what I could-
n't say at that moment today. I guess it's just hard to think of 
school coming to an end and that I'll eventually have to say 
goodbye. There's so much I want to say, maybe too much, and it 
stupefies my brain to where I can't think. I have feelings, but I 
can't really explain them. Loss, hopes, missing, loving, grateful-
ness, laughter, sadness, are just a few words to define it all. 
I can't really say that I have expectations for you guys in seventh 
and eighth grade for the two days that you have while we're gone 
on our hike. Even if I came up with some, you probably would-
n't even do them. I don't mean that as downgrading. Growing 
up into eighth and ninth graders doesn't come with expectations.  

 
When I was in eighth grade, I feared I was going to be the worst 
ninth grader of all the history of NBS. I thought I would have to 
be perfect (I guess I still think that sometimes), and that I would 
fail at everything. But when the time came around, I just became 
a ninth grader. I definitely am not the best, nor do I think there's 
a best in the first place. You work up to that from your seventh 
and eighth grade years, it's not like a secret riddle that you have 
to uncover. You naturally transition into it. Is that making sense? 
Anyway, for the next year, here are some things I want people to 
do next year while I'm gone. It isn't a lot, but it's what I could 
come up with at this moment. It's not an assignment, just ways 
to be: 

 

* Treat the school seriously, yet like Lena said, have fun, and love it. 
* Laugh when something is funny to you (as long as it's coherent), and don't hide with a timid giggle. 
* Put your all into everything you do. 
* When you make your final character in the play, embrace it, express it wildly. Stop being quiet. 
* Grow a pair of ovaries, and balls too. 
* Don't be afraid to cry, but don't feel like it's a sin if you don't. You can have as much emotion if you don't cry. I don't cry very  
  much in school, but I still feel. 
* Try to love everyone. If you don't, then your backup is to respect everyone. 
* Have humor, but don't be overly humorous, it gets annoying (I guess that aims towards myself as well). 
* Don't say you're God, because you're already beautiful the way you are. 
* Put your all into Wiffleball games and enjoy it. You're not playing for a g-d trophy. Well, not until you play against the board. 
* Keep singing happy birthday to people—it means so much to them. Birthday parties are also great. 
* Try to cherish your time here and with your friends, because some people don't have that. I know an old friend who was a 
  former North Branch student, named Leeya Tudek, who is traveling the world and constantly meeting new people,  
   but she doesn't have all the time in her life to get to be friends with them. 
* STOP PLAYING VIDEO GAMES IN SCHOOL! How many f-ing times do we have to say it? It's a waste of time. 
* Try to be around people you aren't normally with. 
* Put all your effort into your school work. Just because it's not read, doesn't mean it's bad. It's good when you love it and care.   
   It's not good when you always say, “Oh, my writing's terrible!!" 
* When a problem occurs, don't say, "I didn't do it!" and defend yourself while blaming others, because it separates you from your    
   classmates. 
* Try to find a solution instead of arguing over who is right. Arguing makes people hate you. Also people should have an open  
   mind toward others and listen to each other. 
* Don't consume energy drinks in school. 
* Invite others who are looking alone or down on walks, or to play something with you. 
* Don't hide in the basement on a wonderful day: that’s an order. 
* Be civilized, but don't be robotic. 
* Try to do something new at school, or maybe at home. Let's say if you don't draw as a hobby, try that. Pick some flowers if   
   you're a rowdy maniac. Yes, Henry Black, I'm talking to you. 
* Explore, be curious. 
* Know that if somebody might not want to be around you, there are others that do, so go to them. 
* Be crazy sometimes in a good way. Just.. not too crazy. 
* Ask Tal many times for help on your story, because your story matters, and you only get to do nine in your NBS career. 
* Have a voice at school, don't hide. 
* Sing, be confident. 
* Know that you are loved no matter what.                               
                                                                                              I love you all, and I will miss you a lot next year. 
                      ~Wags 
 



 

 

And now a word about Mia Allen.  
We all know how important origin 
myths are for ancient cultures, so 
here’s my contribution… 
 

 The story as I understand it is 
that one afternoon in the fall of their 
daughter Sophie’s 5th grade year at 
Ripton Elementary School, Mia and 
Freeman were sitting on a bluff over-
looking the future, and Mia said 
“Free, I think it would be a shame for 
Sophie and other Ripton kids to have 
to leave this amazing town every day 
to go to the middle school, when 
there are so many additional ways to 
learn up here in the mountains.  If we 
could start a small independent school 
that kept the students in closer con-
tact with the outdoors, and perhaps 
used the myriad talents and 
knowledge of the folks up here, it 
would be a worthwhile alternative to 
the public schools for folks who were 
so inclined.” 

 Well that might not be precise, 
but it was something like that…my 
real point is that Mia conceived this 
school, and unlike so many of us who 
have worthwhile ideas but never 
swing into action, she assembled a 
small cadre of like-minded mothers 
and grandmothers, and they found a 
wacko, chaotic but inspired genius of 
a teacher who wanted to start a school 
as well, and North Branch School was 
born…maybe about 9 months later?   
 So in my mind, Mia has always 
been the mother of this school, and 
has provided the nurturance and the 
guidance which have enabled it to 
flourish over the past 18 years.  Of 
course, she was wise enough to know 
“it takes a village”, so she assembled 
her little village; but make no mistake 
about it, to this day we all count on 
Mia’s ability to find the internal clarity 
and correct course to guide the school 
through all the various unanticipated 
challenges and obstacles that life inev-
itably has set in its path. 
  
  
 
  
 
 
 

 After 17 years heading up all our 
fundraising events and efforts, coordi-
nating parent involvement and school 
events, and filling countless other un-
named but essential tasks, Mia is step-
ping away from her in-school func-
tions, while remaining fully commit-
ted to her Board President role.  Let 
me repeat that: Mia is as devoted to 
NBS as ever, and expects to put even 
more focus on her Board President 
role, which is great for us all. 
 We are sure Donna will deal with 
the anticipated loss of her office play-
mate, and the rest of us are confident 
that Mia has found in Joanna the per-
fect replacement, who will no doubt 
eventually learn to laugh at Donna’s 
jokes and admire her wisdom as much 
as Mia does.  We know it will take the 
whole village to pick up the slack, and 
it will be a huge loss for the students 
and teachers whom Mia impacts on a 
daily basis, but we could find nothing 
in her contract that enabled us to pre-
vent Mia from making this life deci-
sion. 
 So, I ask everyone to give Mia a 
rousing and rowdy round of applause. 

Mia to Step Back (Just a Little Bit) 
These comments are taken from  Michael Seligmann’s remarks at graduation… 

Bee Keepers Una Kaeck & Henry Black 

Captain Mia at the                   
NBS Hockey Tournament 

The ninth graders kneel resignedly as they offer up the Golden Bat 
after losing to the NBS Board in the Annual Golden Bat Wiffleball 
Game,. Alum Chase Messner (class of 2013) played for the Board. 



 

 

 

 

ALUMNI NEWS 
 
Yared Lacey, ’11  just graduated from Ho-
bart and William Smith College. He’s sin-
gle, living on Martha’s Vineyard for the 
summer working as the managing supervi-
sor for the Black Dog food service. He’s 
hoping to move to Boston in the fall, no 
plans for jobs. He says: “I dream of own-
ing my own jazz club/restaurant in Boston. 
Loving life and family!”  
 
Anna Caliandro, ’11 “I just graduated 
from Smith and am starting work at a law 
firm in Boston in July…..” 
 
Chase Messner, ’13 is heading into his 
junior year at UVM and is majoring in 
Computer Science and Business. This sum-
mer he is working long hours in construc-
tion for Multy Builders in Weybridge.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Calder Birdsey, ’12 is living in Brooklyn 
this summer, working for Getaway, and 
playing soccer for Manhattan PSG. He will 
be a junior at Middlebury College, and is 
majoring in architecture and computer sci-
ence with a minor in Religion.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Henry Birdsey, ’10 is touring regularly on 
the east coast with a variety of musicians, 
most often in an ensemble called Tongue 
Depressor. He continues to release record-
ings that push aesthetic and philosophical 
boundaries, receiving glowing reviews in 
the world of experimental and avant garde 
music. He’s currently working as a sound 
engineer at the Fisher Center at Bard  
College and lives part time in New Haven,  
Connecticut. 

Abe Freidin, ’06 writes: I am probably not 
the prototypical NBS alum/role model as to 
the question of what I am doing; I am 
working for Capital Counsel, an Investment 
Adviser in New York, where we manage 
portfolios for mostly high net worth indi-
viduals and families, as well as some non-
profits, foundations and endowments etc 
(something to keep in mind when NBS se-
cures that landmark gift to establish an en-
dowment for the long term!).   I love the 
people that I work with, admire the good 
work that they do, and feel that I learn from 
them each day. Most importantly, working 
here gives me the opportunity to live a life 
which I love in a city which I love as well. I 
have enough free time and income to be 
able to enjoy some hobbies, which I recog-
nize is no small luxury - I play street hockey 
with a motley crew of characters in a grungy 
area of Two-Bridges, and played organized 
ice-hockey this winter on an outdoor rink in 
Central Park for the first time since college, 
I see a lot of live reggae music which keeps 
me happy, constantly see new and exciting 
art exhibits and installations in my Lower-East Side/Chinatown neighborhood, and 
tutor public middle-school students in Harlem once a week through Harlem La-
crosse, a non-profit where a couple of my friends work and which has a significant 
impact on the student-athletes they work with. In short, I think that I have realized 
that life is about much more than work and I am thankful to have a job that I like 
which affords me the ability to live a life that I love outside of it.”     
 

 

Sophie McKibben, ‘08 : “I’m working as an investigative reporter and documentary 
radio producer at PBS Frontline leading their podcast unit, managing a small staff, 
and trying to pretend I know what I’m doing. I’m also trying to get Tal to call me 
for a story I’m working on. He can call me anytime at 802-989-8422. … 
I recently became trained as a birth doula and have been volunteering nights and 
weekends at MGH helping women have better births. I love it.  
I walked out of my first birth (in which the 
mom labored for almost 40 hours) feeling 
like a stoned teenager…pretty much the 
only thought I could muster was: “dude, 
the circle of life is freaking incredible.” A 
small part of me is considering going back 
to school to get a degree in midwifery.  
Another part of me is concerned that mid-
wifery is very different than radio and oh-
god-what-should-I-do-with-my-one-wild-
and-precious-life?  Many of my closest 
friends are NBS friends. This spring 
Schuyler Klein and I flew out to Washing-
ton State for a long weekend to visit Eliza 
Carver. We had learned about the 
(somewhat bizarre and very niche) subcul-
ture of professional kayaking, went skiing 
on an active volcano, and probably talked 
too much about how great our middle 
school was. I’m psyched also that Britta 
Clark is moving down the street from me this fall!”   

                  Abe at bat 

     Scientist Chase 

 8th grader Sophie bleeding….again 

c 
     Calder gesturing 



 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
Britta Clark, ‘09:  “I’m starting a PhD at Harvard in philosophy 
next fall, hopefully doing something in the realm of unpacking 
the ethics of climate change, specifically the relatively new prob-
lem of how to characterize justice between people that live at 
different times. I’m overwhelmingly excited, particularly since I 
think that there is much work to be done to adapt our general 
ethical principles to the demands of climate change. Basically, 
we’ve never had to think about people in the far future, and now 
we do, and I just might get to contribute to that conversation. 
 When I read your email, I recalled a moment at NBS where you 
paused class, leaned back in your chair and said, “You guys think 
you’re messed up now, at 13? Just wait until you’re 24. You’ll 
have problems like you can’t even imagine.” At 24, I think you 
were both right and wrong here. You were right in the sense that 
the world presents us with different sets of dilemmas as we get 
older, and with an increasing ability to recognize, understand, 
and articulate problems comes a recognition of issues that in-
deed, I could not conceptualize at 13. But I think you’re wrong  
if you meant to suggest that our problems would be wildly dif-
ferent than they were when we were in middle school. I think 
back to what I wrote my stories and character sketches on and 
those themes are alive and well. They dealt with the same things 
I wrestle with today: how to deal with my perfectionism, my par-
ents, and the strange work-life vortex of Blueberry Hill Inn.  In 
the nitty gritty category, then, I have fallen ill with a severe case 
of imposter syndrome; I am not entirely convinced that they did 
not put my application in the wrong pile. My particular strain of 
this disease is complicated by my parents. As I begin 5 + years  
at perhaps the most elitist institution on the planet, I am com-
mitted to the idea that I need to “stay true to my roots,” which 
to me means guarding against the notion that I am superior  
because of my education. I am deeply scared that the people I 
love will feel alienated by the strange aura of academia, and this 
worry is reinforced when my parents can’t read my writing any-
more or make comments about having to study before having a 
conversation with me. There is something tricky here, though, 
for staying true to such roots—remembering that I do not come 
from the world I will soon inhabit—fuels the feeling that I do 
not belong at a place like Harvard. It’s all been a miraculous  
case of good luck, for I was born to be an Innkeeper.  In  
another sense, then, I need to leave my roots behind, not let 
them constrain me, allow that I will and already do speak a  

language that is inaccessible to the people I care about most. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Luke Freidin, ’11  writes: “Things in my life are going along 
nicely. Last year I decided to transfer schools from UNCW to 
University of Rochester. This decision was extremely tough as I 
was deciding to leave my best friends for a distant and cold alter-
native. Ultimately my decision came down to what would be best 
for my career and my future. Rochester is a considerably better 
school which focuses on philosophy, education and discussion. 
Although I miss my friends dearly and think of them regularly, I 
believe I have made the right decision because of the opportuni-
ties I have been given since changing schools.  One of those op-
portunities has been to work with Senator Schumer. I began in-
terning in his Rochester office this winter and have been able to 
continue that work in NYC this summer. The work I do for the 
Senator may not be the most comprehensive, but I do feel that I 
make a difference and I enjoy hearing constituents opinions on 
current issues and the current political climate. I have met the 
Senator four times now, most recently while walking in the Puer-
to Rico Day Parade here in NYC… As a benefit of living in the 
city this summer, I am able to spend much more time with my 
brother, something we have not be able to since we were chil-
dren. I also have been making an effort to become closer with 
my father as he ages and with my family in general as I am begin-
ning to realize the time we have here is finite and we must cher-
ish every moment. Overall, I mostly feel happy, thankful, grate-
ful that I have friends and family surrounding me, even when 
they are not physically with me. I am also grateful for the oppor-
tunities I have been given and the extreme privilege of receiving 
a thorough education and having the overwhelming support of 
my father, mother and brother. Most of all, I am hopeful. I am 
hopeful that I will graduate and move on to a more enjoyable 
place and continue to meet amazing people. I am hopeful that I 
will find a career that I enjoy and contributes to the world 
around me. I have been working my hardest to be on an upward 
trend and I believe I have done so and will continue to do so. I 
hope this message finds you well and that other NBSers are in 
the same or better places in their lives as me.” 

young Luke 

  Britta gleefully paints poles in the basement 
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         From Will Crawford’s last Weekly Notes, Final Hours 

 
     After lunch Tal read us The Ox Cart Man. My thoughts during this were a giant jumble. I thought about all 
the love I had felt this year. I couldn’t help it, but I cried and cried. I didn’t really hear the story. I was reflect-
ing on all the thoughts I had had over the years. 
      After The Ox Cart Man we walked down to the Community House. We all decided to keep a mob mentali-
ty. We sang nursery rhymes loudly when we passed the Ripton Elementary School’s Bike for Books Day. 
Then we got down to the community house. Then four o’clock came. We had begun the graduation. My time 
was up. Our class was moving on. All the speeches were beautifully written, and I was full of pride because of 
what I had accomplished at NBS. But, I was more overwhelmed with sadness about leaving. Henry Wagner 
wrote the perfect ending speech of our graduation about moving on and to do other things. Then the school 
year was done. I had finished my time here. The final four and the two expansion kids were dispersing to their 
different schools. 
 If I have one tip for next year, it is ride together and die together. Like Stego said. Not in a cheesy, childish 
way. But really do it. Make sure everyone is in it. No one is left behind. Love everyone. Use a ladle properly. 
Guide the new seventh graders. Grow. Don’t miss the kids who are leaving. Okay, miss us a little bit. But, be 
more excited about what you are going to make. Make sure you don’t regret anything. Because time flies. And 
before you know it you will be writing your last weekly notes. So,  like Oscar said to end his Glass Onion: 
“We’ll catch you on the flip side.”  


