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MARK YOUR
CALENDAR

MaAy

Thu, May 10
7-7:30p

Class Meeting
7:30p
Membership Mtg.
Fri, May 11

Y% to LHS

% to SEMOMA
Fri, May 11

6p

K Art Show!
Mon, May 14

K Field Trip to Bo-
tanical Gardens
Tue, May 15
Alumni Kids
Talk to 4/5 about
Middle School
Thu, May 17
7-9:30p
Participation Meet-
ing

Fri, May 18

% Lunch

Thu, May 24
7-9:30p

Board Meeting
Fri, May 25
Flea Market
Mon, May 28

Memorial Day
No School

Thu, May 31

K Field Trip to
Alvarado Park
JUNE

Thu, June 7
7-7:30p

Class Meeting
7:30p
Membership Mtg.

Wed, June 13
Last Day of School

Small is Beautiful

By Lisa Raffel (Miriam, 2/3)
am planning to work a steadier job starting in
the fall when my younger child, Josiah, enters
kindergarten. One of the things I'm considering
is returning to the classroom as a teacher. Do
[ want to teach elementary school again? Adult ESL
again? Or secondary social studies—which [ had al-
ways wanted to do, but never have?

Since I'm on a path of exploration I've been visiting
schools lately—elementary, middle, high, and adult
schools. During the 1990’s I spent a lot of time in a lot
of different schools, doing research on issues of diver-
sity and equity in public schools all over California.
Since then I've still spent time in schools, though not
with nearly the same intensity. Until of course Miriam
entered Crestmont.

Over these last four years the size, scale and ratio
of Crestmont has become my norm. So I was very sur-

Late Night

By Becky Shea (McAlister, 1/2)

prised to be in public school classrooms recently. One
morning, I looked around the 6th grade class of 28 stu-
dents and one teacher and thought to myself, “How on
earth is he going to reach all of these students?” The
teacher did an outstanding job—he happens to be a
30-plus-year veteran teacher with an impressive C.V.
Still, with that many children, and no other adults in
the room, he had to pace the lesson in such a way that
some children were actually able to secretly read nov-
els during the lesson and still finish the assignment.
Yet others barely finished the assignment, and some
clearly did not grasp the concepts presented.

About this same time [ visited that classroom, I did
the final enrollment tour of the season for Crestmont.
One of the major points I make on tours is about
Crestmont’s size—about how the overall number of

see “Small is Beautiful” on page 9

thought I'd write an article

called the “Crestmont Snow

Trip,” then, considering the

Saturday night potluck/fren-
zy, | figured “Chaos” would be more
appropriate, but for me “Late Night”
best sums up my snow trip experi-
ence.

Each person probably has a title
to describe that part of the trip
where she looked up and felt moved
by the experience. For some it may
be the group outings on Saturday,
or communing in the hot tub. It
may be the annual snowball fight
on Sunday morning or Saturday
evening’s sing-a-long. For me it’s
late night.

Late night at the lodge is where
I connected with people that I usu-
ally don’t have the chance to get to
know. We played music and sang.
People danced while they cleaned
up. We laughed about things we
have in common. Alumni and kin-
dergarten parents became old friends. It's amazing
how people in our own community can still surprise

Last year, warm and sunnyj; this year, warm and rainy. Neither is good for snow, but does such
dampen the spirit around the annual Crestmont Snow Trip? Not a chance. While the rain
washed away the snow outside, the Crestmont snow trip night of potluck-sing-a-long-nail-
salon-running-of-the-bulls marched brazenly on. In the predawn-after, while the revellers
slept, the snow hushed the rain. With spirits refreshed by the sight of a freshly snow-painted

landscape, even late-night revellers rose early with new cause for celebration.

us. And it really is so special that we have the chance

to do this again and again. see “Late Night” on page 2
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Late at night, songs
are sung, birthdays
are celebrated, con-

nections are made..

“Late Night” from page 1

I know for some families, the snow trip is just too
much, and at moments, it can be completely over-
stimulating. But for me, it's worth it. I get to spend
time in the beautiful snow and vacation with my fam-
ily. I saw my child feel confident and play in the halls
with his friends. I watched Nadav challenge the adults
in the World Series of Connect Four. I heard that a

Norma

By Judith Barish (Sasha 2/3, Rafie 1/2)
Norma Mejia came to us almost by accident, as a
replacement teacher when our previous Span-
ish teacher, Kenya Guzman, left to get married. They
knew each other through church, and they both taught
Spanish at Glorieta Elementary School in Orinda. Now
Norma teaches at Crestmont three days a week, and
works with students in all six grades.
Norma actually grew up in the country of Belize,
where the official language is English and
the vernacular is Creole, a bit like
Jamaican English. But her family
is Nicaraguan, and her father
was very strict about speak-
ing good Spanish at home.
Her family moved to San
Francisco, where they
had a large extended
family, when Norma
was fifteen.
The best part of
San Francisco was her
family, since in Be-
lize they had no fam-
ily beyond their own
household. But arriv-
ing in a new country in
the middle of her senior
year of high school was
difficult: “It was horri-
ble,” said Norma, and then
added cheerfully, “but we
adjusted.”
Norma was only sixteen when
she graduated from high school.

dance party followed. [ got to celebrate Hope’s soth
birthday.

After becoming a parent, my social interactions with
adults have been fewer than I'd like due to scheduling and
getting kids to bed. The snow trip filled some of that space
for me. Thanks again to Sara for organizing and to Camp
Richardson for allowing us to wreak havoc on the lodge. v

She decided she wanted to be a pediatrician, and start-
ed attending City College of San Francisco. “But then
I had to take anatomy, and it really grossed me out,”
laughed Norma. Her mother gently suggested that it
might not be the ideal career for her. So she decided
instead to become a teacher, and switched to studying
Early Childhood education.

Three years ago, Norma moved to Utah for school
and attended Utah Valley State College. It was a good
education, but she missed her family (it was her first
time ever away from her family) and she didn’t love the
community in Utah, which she found “kind of dead.”

Norma returned to the Bay Area, and now lives in
San Pablo. She enjoys scrapbooking and likes to go
salsa dancing with her boyfriend, whose family comes
from the Pacific island of Tonga. He works for the Col-
lege of San Mateo. When she’s not at Crestmont, Nor-
ma also works at a childcare center in Martinez taking
care of infants.

“Crestmont is great,” says Norma. “I love how the
kids are so disciplined, particularly the kindergar-
teners,” she enthused. She is impressed at the atten-
tion teachers give to the needs of individual children,
which is unusual at the public schools where she has
taught. Her only lament is that it can be hard to teach
conversational Spanish in just one or two sessions a
week. At the elementary school where she taught in
Orinda, students had four sessions of Spanish instruc-
tion a week, and were able to progress more rapidly.

At 26, Norma has a lot of energy. She is planning
to complete her degree in elementary education, but
not right now. Meanwhile, in her free time you can
find her at the Down Low dance club in downtown
Berkeley. v
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If the Earth Was in Charge

by Nora

If the Earth was in charge,

Respect would be an instinct,

Love would come naturally and
Peace would be everywhere.

[ the Earth was in charge,

Animals would be worryless for

The rest of their lives,

Owls would fly freely

And cheetahs would roam the grassy
Plains without a care.

If the Earth was in charge,
People would be happy

So my wish is for the Earth to be
In charge

Fromthe rgarten class

Matthew: Thank you for the
\ Indians and thanks for not

illing animals you don’t need.
[hanks fo , wind, sun,
he a nes.

I
Sofia: th

will come up every s

Sophie S.: I wish that Mother
Earth would not have people
cut down trees.

Liam: [ wish that there would be
more grass for the animals to eat

Maxi: [ wish that the lakes
and waterfalls stay clean.

Laurel: I wish that the animals
would have clean water to drink

and the birds would have fish.

Tallon: I wish for juicy
raspberries and blackberries.

lishes for the Earth

and more meat for the meat eaters.

Jonas: [ wish that th €5 pugrt
not get cut down and L
i clean. f

“plants and animals and

humans have water. v

Elena: I wish for
the earth to be clean.

Ethan: [wish people would
stop cutting down trees,
because that’s'animals” homes.

Nicky: [ wish that the trees would
be green, the mountains strong
and the sun would shine all year
long and the streams would grow
clear and clean until winter.

Audrey: I wish for lots
of dirt for the plants.

Sophie D.: [ wish that the

animals have homes to live in.




Mission Project

By Judith Barish (Sasha 2/3, Rafie 1/2)
he fourth and fifth grade students have been
studying the California missions, and I was lucky
enough to hear all about them from Erin and Blair.

They told me that there were twenty-one missions
in California, each of which housed Spanish mission-
aries out to spread Christianity to the Indians.

After  they
learned  about
the history of
the period, each
student in Lau-
ra’s class chose
one mission to
study and build
in  miniature.
Blair recreated
the first mission,
San Diego de Al-
cala, while Erin
built a model of
San Rafael de
Arcangel.

[ wondered
how they knew how to build them. “Laura gave us a
floor plan,” explained Erin.

“And she gave us some hints,” said Blair. “We did
the research, with our parents, you know, but techni-
cally on our own.” Then they secured building material
ranging from foam core to Legos to lasagna noodles
and assembled their model missions.

“The fun part was splattering paint,” said Erin. “I
liked spray-painting the roof,” Blair added.

The missions are amazing, and my kids came home
from school talking of little else after getting a tour of
the fourth and fifth-graders’ work. But it turned out
that building the missions was only one piece of their
history project.

“We're doing mission crews,” explained Erin. “We
all picked ships and each of us is a sailor on a crew.” I
wasn't sure what this meant, but Blair explained.

“We pretend to be traders from Boston, sailing
around Cape Horn to trade with the missions.”

“We keep a ship’s log of our voyage,” Erin added.

“And we make up stories about what happened each
day,” Blair concluded.

Erin and Blair are sailors on the Black Pearl (they
borrowed the name from the Pirates of the Carib-
bean), along with Nora and Jennifer. At the time we
spoke, the ship was still in the ocean in its imaginary
trip, loaded with goods from Boston: axes, ploughs,
cloth, salt, sugar and other supplies the missionaries
might want.

What do they want to trade in return? “Cowhides!”
said Erin. “Otter hides!” said Blair. Anyone who wants
to learn what they buy on their journey can stop by
and look at the mission map on the wall of the 4/5
classroom. ¥





















