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     A phone call at 1:30 a.m. from the State Police during the last 

week of school could not be good news, so I braced myself last 

Wednesday night as Elizabeth handed the receiver to me. The 

message, of course, was simple: Sam Baroody and Dexter Walcott had 

been caught, held, involved in an undesignated incident on Noxontown 

Road. 

     Now days later I have come up with different scenarios, better 

responses than the ones I gave that night. Perhaps I could have said, 

Baroody and Walcott – I’m sorry officer; you must be mistaken. I 

know no students by those names. Or, perhaps this: Baroody and 

Walcott? No. That’s all right; I will see them in the morning.  

     But instead, sleepy, naïve, numb – I only asked for details: What 

did they do, I queried. Mr. Roach, please just come to the station, the 

policeman said. 

     So I drove to Odessa, bleary eyed, thinking the thoughts of the 

harried, exasperated headmaster… 

 What were Walcott and Baroody thinking? 

 How and when would I call Arkansas, Philadelphia? 

 What had they – Walcott and Baroody – done exactly? 

 Would they graduate? 

 What would their conviction, arrest, imprisonment do to 

graduation day? 

 What kind of job is this anyway – the responsibility, for 

God’s sake, for 275 adolescents in a mad world of cultural 

depravity? 



 

I arrived, stumbled towards the door and peered in at the window. 

There they sat – Baroody and Walcott – heads down, guilty. Were they 

handcuffed? 

     The parental/headmaster paradox assaulted me. Should I race to 

their rescue? After all, these were good kids, my kids, arrested on, of 

all places, Noxontown Road. Or should I express by my frigid glare my 

absolute disgust at their mistake – whatever it was. I went with the icy 

glare – the forbidding exterior. One problem – I kept trying to open 

the door, and only after five tries did I realize that I had to be buzzed 

into the office. 

     I shook hands respectfully with the sergeant. “Tad Roach, 

headmaster,” I intoned. He and several others greeted me solemnly 

and asked me to go outside to identify a vehicle.  

     Finally a clue. They stole a car, a van, a Suburban? As I walked 

through the door, I saw huddled against a wall Allison Prevatt and J.J. 

Geewax. Perhaps, they too, had been arrested? Perhaps it was worse 

than just Baroody and Walcott? 

     Suddenly the air filled with cameras, screams and laughter. 

Seventy of this class emerged from the darkness at 2:00 a.m. to 

present me with this plaque that reads: 

 

  Presented to Daniel T. Roach 

  from the Jail Bird Class of 2005. 

  Thank you for putting up with 

  our shenanigans, pranks and 

  impulsive decisions. 

  We appreciate all that you  

  have done for us. We are 



  forever engrained with the 

  St. Andrew’s ethos. 

 

     The brilliance of the prank rested on the gift of relief I experienced 

when I grabbed Sam and slowly realized that we were not going to 

court, we were not going to call home. The gleeful faces on the 

veranda of the police station assured me that the Class of 2005 

somehow understood and celebrated St. Andrew’s love, care and 

attention. You needn’t worry, they seemed to say. You worry too 

much, they suggested. 

     I stood dumbfounded as the yellow bus pulled up and brought the 

seniors back to School. I felt oddly alone. Shouldn’t we go out to 

breakfast to celebrate? 

     Even before this evening of terror, relief and laughter all rolled into 

one, this was an unforgettable class. It is a class of scholars, artists, 

athletes and humanitarians. It is a class that occasionally swerves 

dramatically in several directions at once, but ultimately it is a class 

that survives, endures and stands for values and virtues we all 

applaud and share.  

     What I can say to them today as they graduate is that St. Andrew’s 

– the School and our faculty – have offered you a way to live, flourish 

and mature in your life. We have urged you to be thoughtful, creative, 

engaged, passionate and discerning. And ultimately, as we wish you 

goodbye, we remind you that the meaning of life is not found in the 

superficial aspects of life: the petty, distracted, social world, the world 

of individualistic success and materialism. Ultimately we find that we 

are most alive, most engaged, most inspired when we reject 

superficiality and concentrate on the simple, essential aspects of life: 

family, friends, nature, love, conversations and connections. 



     We wish you peace; we wish you well as you leave this School and 

community. 

 


