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 “I was busy interpreting my dream; if only Joseph were still alive,” I wrote on my 
late slip as I arrived at school at 9:15 this morning. The teacher at the front desk smirked 
and returned the signed slip to me with a checkmark in the “excused” box.   
 Gann is a highly unusual place. Only at Gann can I pass 75 people in the hallway 
and get a warm greeting from each of them. Only at Gann can I break into song, knowing 
that everyone around me will join in. Only at Gann can I leave my Macbook Air lying out 
in the lobby unattended, and return to it untouched hours later. Only at Gann does 
everyone understand the indefinable “Zawk.” 

I can’t count the number of times throughout each day that I think to myself, 
“only at Gann.” Yesterday in my Shakespeare seminar class, we were discussing a 
passage from Twelfth Night when Harrison Dale raised his hand, as if to answer an 
analytical question asked by our teacher. Instead he inquired, “Mrs. Shapiro, do you 
watch movies the same way you read literature?” His question prompted the following 
thirty-minute off-topic class discussion about the “American Dream.” Today, a friend 
found her missing textbook with a note inside which read, “Thank you for letting me 
borrow your book without permission. I have returned it with a piece of chocolate. My 
most sincere apologies.” 

Over the past four years, I have become so accustomed to these Gann specific 
moments that I have often left them unnoticed and unappreciated. With these last few 
days left wandering these halls, listening to heated class discussions, and sitting in a 
locker pod surrounded by peers, I make it my mission to grasp these moments, for these 
are moments that don’t exist outside these walls.  

“Who will you become?” What an intimidating question, particularly as a high 
school slogan. I, like the majority of teenagers, don’t know who I will become. However 
I do know that Gann has deeply influenced the person I have become so far. Yesterday, 
when I asked my 12 year-old sister whether she has noticed any characteristics Gann has 
impressed upon me, she responded, “Recently you have truly learned to express yourself 
and to be your own person; that’s something Gann taught you.”  

In considering this comment, I realize that my sister is entirely accurate. Whereas 
in most high schools students strive to be like everyone else, at Gann students thrive on 
exploring their individual identities and articulating themselves in different forms. Gann 
is a place of unparalleled individual opportunity. 

“Gann is a bubble.” This is a statement I hear all too often. If a bubble is defined 
as a location isolated from the rest of the universe then yes, Gann is indeed a bubble. It is 
a fabulous bubble. Gann is exceptionally extraordinary, because it is truly one-of-a-kind. 
It is difficult to acknowledge this fact because, let’s be honest, high school is tough 
anywhere. But a year from now I will miss Rabbi Starr asking me about my personal 
Jewish identity in the middle of class, or sleeping on the rough floor of the dance studio 
during the Shabbaton, or alluding to the Tanakh during an analysis of Frankenstein. I feel 
beyond fortunate to have been a part of this bubble, this bubble that exists “only at 
Gann.”  




