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It is an honor for me to welcome you all to the 2016-17 year at St. Andrew's. 

As we begin, I want you all to understand the opportunity and responsibility before us as a faculty. We  
understand, first of all, that an act of audacious philanthropy inspired this school—the creation in 1929 of a 
small, all-residential school with an endowment designed specifically to open opportunity to all students  
regardless of their family's ability to pay. This spirit of generosity designed, built, and expanded the campus; it 

created the 2100 acres we celebrate today as the source of reflection, serenity, and beauty; it gave us the  
resources to enact, in every era of the School's history, an ambitious and generous vision of education. This 
gift allowed us the freedom and independence to enact a 21st century version of the school to match our  
idealism and spirit of benevolence. It led to the creation of a boarding school in 1929, a K-8 school in 2000, 
and the most recent innovation, the Delaware College Scholars Program three years ago. The gift inspired us 
to become a private school with a public purpose, an academy of learning that does not close itself off from 
the world, but rather embraces the world and seeks to make powerful and meaningful contributions to the 
lives of children and the community. 

The spirit of St. Andrew's gave us perspective, hope, and direction in the most serious challenges of the 21st 
century. In sixteen years of international terrorism, disruption, chaos, and economic dislocation, at a time of 
crisis for private schools due to financial pressure, changing demographics, public, charter, and online  
competition and scandals involving sexual abuse, St. Andrew's has sought to respond by going on the  
offensive for goodness, creativity, hope, and renewal. 

This experience of living in and working in an intentional, countercultural community inspired by the  
generosity and faith of others provides us with our spirit and ethos. We affirmed, discovered, created a sacred 
space in our students' lives; we created a second home for our graduates; we gave them peer and faculty  
relationships that make our students dream bigger dreams, commit to greater standards of generosity,  
integrity, and grace. 

We learned, through these years, how to teach for understanding, how to cultivate intellectual curiosity and 
commitment, how to tie student learning to the needs and concerns and questions and crises of our time. We 
learned to extend the vision of the School to encompass a broad and exciting 21st century portrait of diversity 
and discovered that within diversity lies opportunity for deeper community epiphany, illumination, and  
allyship. We learned to honor the human dignity and gifts of not only every student, but also each member of 
the faculty and the staff. 

We attacked the odd cynicism, sarcasm, mediocrity, self-satisfaction, and petty envy and jealousy of the  
private school teaching culture, asserting instead a spirit of generosity, collaboration, respect, teamwork, and 
reservoirs of energy, attention, and vigor when crises hit. 

We learned the power of narratives in education, exposing the fraudulent lies of a media argument and a  
private school industry that began to declare that education is a game to be manipulated, that a resume is a 
practice of superficiality and an opportunity for deception. We replaced the narrative with new questions, 
challenging St. Andreans to describe how their lives would make a profound difference to the communities in 
which they lived, how they would transfer wisdom and knowledge to acts of generosity, civility,  
reconciliation, and integrity. 

 



We began to understand that education at its best is a coherent and intelligent and patient response to the 
world and its tragedies, challenges, and dilemmas, and therefore we could respond to violence with peace,  
hatred with love, intolerance with acceptance and intimidation with a fierce belief in the power of grace in our 
lives. We began to see that for as many in the world who loudly proclaim hatred and fear, there are legions of 
people who speak and articulate a new courageous way forward. 

I recall Paul Farmer looking out towards the Engelhard audience, asking whether anyone in the room believed 
we as a global community could and should provide quality health care options to all children in the world. I 
remember Alexander Nemerov sharing photographs of children caught in a vicious cycle of child labor and 
explaining emotionally to the School that the sight of these images lacerated and destroyed his heart and soul. 
I remember Casey King last year explaining how he and his students work together to disrupt and destroy  
human trafficking networks that abuse young women throughout the United States and the world. I know that 
this fall we will be riveted by the vision of environmentalist and author and professor David Orr, as he asks 
how we feel about the legacy of the most successful and well-educated citizens of America who, he argues, 
have used their undergraduate and graduate degrees to author, witness, or accept the imminent crisis of the 
natural world. And then Bryan Stevenson joined the discussion, this summer, helping us see anew a better 
way, a way of justice, mercy, and human rights. 

Early in Just Mercy, Stevenson describes the moment his education developed its purpose, its intention, its 
most profound meaning. Harvard Law School exposed a wide gap between his education and his desire to 
good work on the causes he cared about in the world. He had witnessed and experienced the virulent racism of 
Southern Delaware, and he sought to find a way to fight for justice and equality in his forthcoming legal  
career, but the quest was clouded both by coursework that seemed removed from the quest for justice and 
peers' anxious pursuit of financial and professional success and acclaim. 

Stevenson met Steve Bright on a trip to Atlanta as he began work with the Southern Prisoner Defense  
Committee. Stevenson found in Bright the mentor he desperately needed. He possessed, Stevenson writes, "a 
passion and a certainty that seemed the direct opposite of my ambivalence ... He shared nothing of the  
disconnect between what he did and what he believed that I'd seen in so many of my law professors ... It was 
deeply affirming to meet someone whose work so powerfully animated his life." 

Passion - certainty - animation - a deep connection between what one believes and what one does. 

For Bright, and for Stevenson, work became a calling, what these men were meant to do, meant to explore, 
meant to enact in their lives. This work made Stevenson more alive, alert, creative, resilient, strong, and  
faithful. It gave him strength years later when he did not believe he could receive and engage in one more call, 
carry one more case, lift one more life. 

It brought him to an understanding of his grandmother's literal and metaphorical embrace and wise,  
enlightened, affirming words: "You can't understand most of the important things from a distance, Bryan. You 
have to get close." 

Getting close meant traveling, talking, meeting, litigating, attending, rescuing, failing, and succeeding in the 
art of justice and mercy. It introduced him to men and women who taught him more about humanity and  
courage than he could teach them about the law. 

He met elders who praised his efforts, who shared their own battles and experiences and scars and  
confrontations with racism, abuse, and intimidation. 

 



Even at the midst of one of his greatest legal struggles, the release and exoneration and ultimate release of 
Walter McMillian, Stevenson found himself once again as a student, an observer of human courage and  
resilience. 

Mrs. Williams planned to attend the first day of the McMillian hearing, but to stifle and control the crowd,  
police had created an intimidating atmosphere at the entrance to the courtroom. Mrs. Williams had endured the 
attack of police nightsticks and ferocious dog attacks on the Pettus Bridge in Selma in March 1965, and the 
memory and the scars halted her that morning at the courthouse. 

The next day, Mrs. Williams returns. Stevenson writes: 

We both looked up and there stood Mrs. Williams. She was once again dressed impeccably in her scarf and 

hat. She held her handbag tight at her side and seemed to be swaying at the entrance. I could hear her  

speaking to herself, repeating over and over again: "I ain't scared of no dog, I ain't scared of no dog." Then loud 

enough for everyone to hear, she belted out, "I ain't scared of no dog." 

She moved past the dog and walked into the courtroom. Black folks who were already there inside beamed 

with joy as she passed them. She sat down near the front of the courtroom and turned to me with a broad smile 

and announced, "Attorney Stevenson, I'm here!" 

"Mrs. Williams, it's so good to see you here. Thank you for coming." 

The courtroom filled up and I started getting my papers together. They brought Walter into the courtroom, the 

signal the hearing was to begin. That's when I heard Mrs. Williams calling my name. 

"No, Attorney Stevenson, you didn't hear me. I said I'm here." She spoke very loudly and I was a little confused 

and embarrassed. I turned around and smiled at her. 

"No, Mrs. Williams. I did hear you and I'm so glad you're here...." 

The bailiff brought the court to order as the judge walked in. Everyone rose, as is the custom. When the judge 

took the bench and sat down, everyone else in the courtroom sat down as well...I noticed people staring at 

something behind me, and that's when I turned around and saw Mrs. Williams was still standing. The court-

room got very quiet. All eyes were on her. I tried to gesture to her that she could sit, but then she leaned her 

head back and shouted, "I'm here...." When she looked at me, I saw tears in her eyes. 

The moment is so powerful and inspirational -- it speaks to the miracle of human strength, fortitude, and  
courage. It reminds us that the most important part of an education is the opportunity it provides to stand, and 
act, and rejoice as a witness to what is most noble in the human heart. 

I do not know about you, but I am eager to be a witness for goodness, civility, justice, benevolence,  
compassion, and empathy. I am eager to be part of something much larger than myself, more enlightened than 
the current political discourse, larger than the agenda of narcissism, fear, anxiety, and paralysis. 

I not only want to see and understand the essential dignity of each living person, I want the curiosity and the 
habit of mind and heart to learn more, imagine more. 

It was powerful to read the New York Times piece on Khizr and Ghazala Khan, the parents of their son  
 



Humayun who died heroically in Iraq.The profile of the family was written by Melissa Edy, N. R. Kleinfield, 
and Richard Oppel Jr. 

I learned in the article that the family lives in Charlottesville, Virginia, and that Humayun attended the  
University of Virginia. I learned that his father Khizr was originally from Pakistan where he attended the  
largest public university in the country, The University of the Punjab in Lahore. I learned he was one of ten 
children of parents who owned a poultry farm and that Khizr met his future wife Ghazala at a Persian literature 
book reading. 

I learned that after Khizr graduated from college, he and Ghazala married, and although they dreamed of  
moving and living in the United States, they spent three years in Dubai, in the United Emirates. As his first two 
sons were born, Khizr worked for an American oil company. 

In 1980, the family moved to the United States and settled in Houston in a one-bedroom apartment costing 
$200 a month. 

Khizr then earned admission and attended Harvard Law School, graduating in 1986, the year he and his wife 
became United States citizens. 

They moved to Silver Springs, Maryland -- he found a job there reviewing mortgage documents -- his third son 
Omar was born at this time. 

Khizr continued his legal career specializing in electronic discovery. A consultant described him this way: 

There is an old world gentility about him. He has this veneer of formality. But under it, is kindness. 

His son Humayun was instrumental in protecting another Muslim student in Middle School. The boy's name 
was Amir Ali Guerami, and he was the target of bullies, who mocked his physical appearance and beat him up 
with repeated cries of "Fat Rick." Humayun always intervened, befriended Amir Ali, and helped him exercise 
and diet. 

In high school, Humayun played basketball, swam, and taught swimming to students with disabilities. 

During his military career, Humayun was stationed in Vilseck, Germany, where he met his fiance Irene Huer. 

In February of 2004, Captain Khan reported to Iraq; he was Commander of the Force Protector Team of the 

201st Formal Support Battalion, First Infantry Division, at Camp Warhorse in Diyala Province, Iraq. On his 
day off, Captain Khan insisted on checking the compound's gate for safety -- he was accompanied by one of 
the team's drivers Sergeant Crystal Selby who described him this way: 

He didn't talk to you like he was in charge of you, but like a friend. He taught you to be better, not a better 

tanker or better fueler. Better human being. 

He made sandwiches for his soldiers when there was no time to get lunch. He had such an easy sense of  

humor. 'I read where someone called him a soldier's officer, she said. To me, he was a human's human.' 

As Captain Khan arrived at the gate, he saw a taxi moving toward him, carrying two suicide bombers. Before 
the explosion occurred, Captain Kahn ordered his men to hit the ground and then "moved towards the taxi,  
 



trying to halt it." 

Today, at the Army ROTC Center at UVA, there exists a room called the Kahn room. 

After their son's death, the Khan parents moved to Charlottesville to be near their two sons and to continue the 
process of mourning. They volunteer at the ROTC Center as their way of healing and honoring their son. 

They attend all events, and Mr. Khan always speaks at the commissioning ceremony: 

When the cadets took their oath, he told them, they needed to think hard about their pledge to defend the  

Constitution . . . because his son died for that document. 

The Khan Award is presented at that ceremony each year, awarded to the most outstanding scholar soldier. 

Mrs. Kahn accompanied her husband to these commissioning ceremonies: "They were hard for her. The grief 
over her son's death reached deep." 

She found solace in Charlottesville through the kindness of a woman named Carla Quenneville who heard 
Mrs. Kahn's grief and invited her to join her fabric store: "The sorrow, though persists. A new staff member 
comes on, she tells the story of her son, and she cries. She can't get through this." 

The Khans opened their home to their son's fiance for four months as she dealt with her grief. Mrs. Khan gave 
her her son's quilt at the funeral, telling her she could return it once she was married and happy again. Now, 
Ms. Anen is married with two children, living in Germany. 

The Khans mentor and parent the ROTC cadets. Like boarding school dorm parents, they host dinners at their 
house, one for freshmen, one for the seniors. 

Of course, no one knew the story of the Khans, not the Republican candidate for President, not the delegates at 
the Democratic Convention, not the millions of people who watched Mr. Khan's speech and saw his wife 
standing beside him. 

We see and we hear only what we want to see, only what confirms our perspective, our own individualistic use 
of the persons we meet each day, only what fits into our own particular lens or narrative of the world. People 
fall neatly and efficiently into categories, files, and groups. We have little interest in or inclination to ask for 
more insight, more stories, more facts, more discoveries. 

There is another way, a way of honoring others and opening up and liberating our perspectives in search of 
something authentic, accurate, respectful. This other way takes time and patience and humility and listening 
and a deliberate control of our own (David Foster Wallace's words) "default setting." This new way of reading, 
listening, and recognizing leads us to the lesson of the miraculous and sacred lives of the Khan family. 

We need to be able to teach our students to look more thoughtfully, to empathize more generously, to beware 
of the human tendency to see and hear only what confirms our first instincts and habitual beliefs. We need our 
students to see us modeling an admiration for and awe of the human spirit; they need to see how we speak, 

how we read, how we live, how we make decisions, how we analyze and recognize our blind spots. 

Last spring, I had a powerful exchange with one of Phil Walsh’s mentors, Professor Arnold Weinstein, Edna  



and Richard Salmen Distinguished Professor of Comparative Literature at Brown University. He wrote the  
following words about the art of teaching: 

At this stage in my life, I'm thinking harder than ever about what teaching really means, and one of the things 

that I have come to believe is that we--the teachers--are the conduits of culture itself, the living umbilical cord 

that conveys the life--complex, tumultuous, different from our own--of the past, even of the present. 

Weinstein reminds us here that we the teachers are the purveyors, the carriers, the witnesses of culture itself, 
the tragedies, triumphs, and struggles of the past and the present. We are old enough now, I am old enough 
now to know what we need to honor, protect, and cherish -- and what we must never, ever believe or enact or 
tease to life. We need to express reverence for goodness and intolerance for the evil that humanity at times is 
prone and called to do. 

When we think of education this way, we understand just why great teachers represent the source of hope in 
our democracy today. If we get close, if we teach with animation and intention, if we lead with the skill,  
courage, humility, and courage of Captain Khan, if we cross the barriers that make us afraid and timid and  
insecure, if we teach like we literally are running out of time, we can inspire our students to see the world and 
all its joy and potential more coherently, brightly, creatively, and responsibly. If we awaken their vision of the 
miracle, drama, and complexity of life, they in turn will stand too as witnesses of goodness, peace, and  
courage. This is all we can do and promise. 

This kind of school, this kind of philosophy can indeed be our legacy. We are already well on our way towards 
representing community and teaching and learning and leadership excellence. We can be the school that  
graduates leaders intent on service, generosity, and compassion. We can be the school that graduates the next 
generation of educational leaders in the world. We can be the school that responds to and heals the polarization 
and inertia of our time. We can be the school whose graduates honor the example of their teachers by living 
lives of integrity and grace. 


