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Letters
to the editors

Middle School math 
teacher Darla Hodge’s 
last period class just 
turned in its final test 

of the quarter, thinking the hard 
work was over, but Hodge then 
handed them a sheet of paper. The 
only thing written on it: “How do 
you think you did this quarter?” 

Teachers use these comments 
as a way to receive feedback about 
their class. Students must write 
their own report card comments 
which will show up on the final 
report sent home to parents. 

Middle School self-written report card 
comments prove unnecessary, ineffective

Writing self-evaluations and 
comments for report cards serves 
more as a nuisance than a benefit.

 It is unreasonable for teachers 
to ask students to write these com-
ments when we, as students, have 
so little time and so many classes. 
Just between the act of balancing 
our social lives, academic grades 
and mental sanity, we have slim to 
no time to take a break to breathe. 

The weekend provides a small 
pause, but then it’s back to school 
work on Sunday. If the chore of 
writing our comments is piled 
onto our already heavy workload, 
the question of how much time 
will be spent on the comments 
emerges. We will only write these 
comments well if we spend a lot of 
time and thought into the work.

An assumption that every 
teacher’s methods are 100 percent 
effective underlines the purported 
value of students solely being re-
sponsible for learning. When we 
write the comments, we  criticize 

ourselves instead of relying on a 
teachers’ expertise to determine 
our strengths and weaknesses. 

There are many different types 
of students and different ways 
students learn and teachers may 
not get the results they want. The 
try-hard student may spend hours 
writing comments and in the end 
be harsh and critical. His or her 
comments focus on the one C 
rather than overall performance. 

Then the kid who doesn’t try 
writes his comments quickly and 
says nothing of substance. His cri-
tique of the semester consists of 
the typical, “I tried my hardest,” 
or “I think I did good.” No teenag-
er wants parents reading about a 
failed test or forgotten homework. 

However, even if an extremely 
detailed self-comment is turned 
in, it does not affect the grade. If 
someone has a C in the class tell-
ing the teacher about trying hard 
is not going to raise the grade to 
an A or B. The only possible re-

sult is the teacher may understand 
this person’s struggle, but not 
learn enough to help. 

Self evaluations provide no 
insight for a student to improve. 
Comments written by teachers 
help change bad study habits and 
give recommendations how to 
enhance the grade in the class. 
When a student produces his or 
her own comments, he or she is 
writing what could easily be com-
municated with the teacher. 

The option of students moni-
toring their comments could be 
replaced with an anonymous cur-
riculum evaluation which would 
voice opinions about what is 
working and what could improve. 
This would be effective because 
the teacher could receive feedback 
on how the class could improve 
from the student’s perspective. 

In the end, what a self-eval-
uation boils down to is how to 
improve, and wouldn’t most stu-
dents do it if they know how? 

Grace where do you want 
to go to college?”

“Well, I already know 
where I’m going. I am 

going to Duke University to play 
lacrosse.” 

Yup. I was that kid. 
It was 7th grade, and I was run-

ning the mile for gym class when 
my best friend Alex suddenly 
asked the question all high school 
juniors and seniors dread. But 7th 
grade me had an immediate an-
swer because I already knew. 

Well, 7th grade me couldn’t 
have been more wrong. 

I can tell you right now I am 
not going to Duke, and I am not 
playing lacrosse. But 7th grade 
me would beg to differ. 7th grade 
me thought I was a God-destined 
for greatness.

In order to fully understand 
why 7th grade me was so cocky, 
I have to give a little back story.

I was 7 years old when my 
16-year-old brother Nick dragged

me out to the backyard, duct-
taped pillows all around me, 
handed me a lacrosse stick and 
said, “Get in the goal, I need to 
someone to shoot on.” 

That’s when it all started. 
Everyday I was the “goalie” for 

my older brother who would later 
go on to play lacrosse at OU. 

My brother had talked my oth-
er brother Matthew, to come out 
and join us. Eventually I got the 
chance to get real action and play 
some defense on them. 

We were the Conley Crew play-
ing LAX together. By age 9, I was 
playing for an official crew on my 
first lacrosse team. I figured the 
bruises I got from my brothers’ 
90mph shots would be well worth 
it once I got to play in college. 

At first I didn’t have much in-
terest in the sport, I thought my 
Nick was just punishing me, but 
once Matthew started playing, I 
thought it was the coolest sport 
ever. Matthew was my role model 
growing up. I always looked up to 
him (literally, he is 6’3”).

I would order the same food 
he did even if I didn’t like it. At 
home, I would follow him around 
and tried to do everything he did, 
even attempting “Halo.” 

Sometimes when a friend came 
over, I would end up ditching her 
and her Barbies to go play with 
my brother. One Halloween he 
dressed up as Luke Skywalker, so 
naturally I was Obi Wan Keno-

bi. We even had matching shirts, 
which he was not happy about. 
My brother was my version of a 
superhero and I would do any-
thing to be like him. 

When I hit 7th grade, Matthew 
was a freshman at St. Mark’s and 
started his three-year search for 
the right college. 

Matthew came out of the 
womb looking like a Blue Devil. 
My dad went to Duke, our uncle 
was Duke law, and my older sister 
would end up going med school 
there, so being a Blue Devil had 
always been his dream. And be-
cause it was his, it was mine, too. 

Going into high school, I kept 
that dream. I will go to Duke and 
play lacrosse. No problem. Easy 
peasy. IT’S GOING TO HAPPEN. 
I mean come on, I was a God-des-
tined for greatness, right? 

Freshman year hit me like a 
brick. I struggled academically 
and found my all-star-athlete sta-
tus had expired in middle school. 
I went from playing the entire 
game to sitting on the bench. 

My dream started to fade. For 
two years, that’s all I worried 
about. I thought I was a failure. 
I knew halfway through sopho-
more year there was no way I was 
getting into Duke. And when I 
made swing lacrosse, my fear was 
confirmed. 

My dream was gone and there 
was nothing I could do. I had 
tried everything, but failed.

But Matthew did the opposite.  
I walked in the door from a 

long day when I heard the news, 
Matthew had gotten into Duke, 
and at that moment I hated him. 

I hated him for taking my 
dream. I hated him because he 
was better. I hated him because he 
accomplished something I knew 
I couldn’t accomplish. It was 
unfair. How could this happen? 
Why does Matthew get to go and 
I don’t? I wanted to go just as bad-
ly, but I couldn’t because I wasn't 
destined for greatness, he was. 

Three months ago we dropped 
Matthew off at Duke. As I was 
walking down the campus streets, 
it hit me. 

This whole time I had fo-
cused on a dream that wasn’t 
mine. Lacrosse was Nick’s dream. 
Not mine. Duke was Matthew's 
dream, my sister’s dream, my 
Dad’s dream. But not mine. 

I didn’t fail because there was 
nothing to fail at. 

For the past two years I have 
pushed myself in an attempt to 
achieve a goal I didn’t really want. 

Now I sit here and I don’t know 
what my dream is, and I don’t 
know where I want to go to col-
lege, and I don’t know if I will play 
lacrosse. But I know now that I 
can’t give up, and that 7th grade 
me was right. 

I am God-destined for great-
ness. My greatness just hasn’t 
happened yet. 

One of the founding and most trea-
sured tradition at ESD is, in my view, 
our Advisory system. Starting as 
soon as they enter Middle School, 

each and every one of our students has a 
strong and passionate advocate through his or 
her advisor. 

In Upper School, the bond between the ad-
visors and their advisees becomes even stron-
ger as they get to spend two years together. It 
was surprising to me to read in last month’s 
Eagle Edition that some students feel that Ad-
visory lunch creates stress and lacks purpose. 

Is my table the only one having fun? Are we 
the only ones without our phones out? 

I actually think that the time I spend with 
my advisory is always purposeful and mean-
ingful. I look forward to sitting down with my 
nine advisees to catch up, discuss many differ-
ent topics, see what is going on in their lives, 
and address issues or questions they may have. 

Even if our advisory has only been togeth-
er for three months, we already have a history 
together and our own inside jokes. We valued 
our time spent at Wolf Run for the Junior 
Project, and we were happy to have Advisory 
lunch the next day to talk about it and discuss 
the many funny moments of the outing. 

Lunch is an important part of the day, and 
one major benefit of advisory lunch is for the 
students to actually sit down for more than 
five minutes and recharge their batteries (of 
course, being from a culture that embrac-
es two-hour lunches, the time dedicated to 
lunch could be even longer if it was up to me). 
Not having a specific issue or topic to discuss 
at advisory lunch is the whole point of that 
time. Students have the opportunity to talk 
about whatever they wish. I have now been 
an Advisor for the last seven years, and I can 
say without hesitation that I have had plenty 
of fascinating and engaging conversations at 
lunch with my advisees. 

Eating at a round table with your advisor 
and peers is one of ESD’s oldest traditions, one 
which makes our school community so spe-
cial, caring and loving. 

-Geraldine Owens,
French teacher
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Advisory lunch, 
flex promotes 
group bonding

Iam concerned with the parking options 
available to sophomores. Frequently both 
sides of the Merrell street are filled in the 
available parking zones, and sometimes 

even reach the corner of Merrell and Midway. 
It’s obviously unsafe and maybe even illegal. 
Trying to leave immediately after school is a 
nightmare because the cars are so close to-
gether, and it’s close to impossible to leave 
during carpool because it takes so many at-
tempts to move out from being sandwiched 
between the two cars in front and behind you. 

With more and more students becoming 
able to drive, we are outgrowing this space, 
and I’d also like to point out that these drivers 
(myself included) are especially at risk of an 
accident because of inexperience driving. This 
situation is dangerous to students, but also the 
families driving through the carpool lines. 

I propose we reopen parking on Montwood 
or at least use of the Montwood lot, and pos-
sibly any unused spaces in the tennis lot or 
teacher lot after say 8:30. 

-Braden Rhone  [‘18]

Parking needs 
more options

Destined for 
greatness 
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