
Thank you Ms. Holt 
 
Though I am still young--ish, I probably won't get this award again, so I better say what I want 
to say now. I don't have a big manifesto or something particularly deep to say. What I want to 
say is this: that I am grateful. Grateful to all of my colleagues and all of the students here and 
not here today that I have taught in my 16 years at North Cross School. Grateful for the joy that 
all of my friends here and in Roanoke have brought me, and above all, grateful for the lucky 
circumstance to have been in Roanoke the exact moment the world's greatest woman 
consented to marry me. I am grateful for my stepson Jimmy and my stepdaughter Juvissa. If 
the word "step" in this case means "one step removed", then I would take it out, because I do 
not feel one step removed from them. I love them as my own. And grateful for my little son, 
who has grown up at this school. If some of you can recall, I used to bring him with me 
everywhere in that little carrier. It is surreal and wonderful to see him laughing and running 
around this place now as one of the other students. 
 
I am grateful for having had the chance to teach with such wonderful teachers as Mary Semler, 
who taught with me in the fourth grade many years ago. John Nichols, with whom I have had 
the pleasure of getting to know well this year, and of course Linda Wright, who I believe may be 
the finest teacher I have ever met, who cares as much anyone can care about what they do and 
how to do it well. 
 
I am grateful for Liz Holt, who allowed me the freedom to be as creative as I wanted to be in my 
teaching. Hiking Macafee's Knob or performing the battle reenactments or teaching reading 
without the textbooks, she never said no. She has been a true mentor and a good friend. 
 
And finally, I am grateful to all of the students. I remember every single one of you. Some of the 
names are fading a bit, because there have been hundreds, but the faces, never. Some of my 
students from long ago are now in the workforce, or are in college, or are engaged or married 
and some even have young children. One, unfortunately, is no longer here. I am thankful for 
every moment that you listened to me and learned from me. If your memories of me are not the 
same, for that I am truly sorry. Thanks for listening to the stories I told, thanks for watching 
the Twilight Zones with me, and thanks for being a part of my battles. I would ask one thing of 
all of you. Be grateful as well. Be grateful for your teachers, the cafeteria folks, the custodians, 
your coaches, and administrators. We are all here for you. Take the time to say hello to your 
first grade teacher if you see her in the courtyard, walking her students to lunch. Say thank you 
to the gentleman who washes your tray and plate. Understand what a gift you have been given 
here, as I do. These sixteen years have been a gift. Thank you. 


