
 

 

January 21, 2022 

I’ve always been a hopeful person. It is harder these days but I'm pretty stubborn about my 

optimism! I’ve managed to cling to it these past two years, sometimes just barely.   

It was this time last year that our applications opened for the 2021-2022 school year 

(January 26, to be precise). The future of our preschool became a bit clearer – we would 

emerge from Pathways, our alternative programming last year, to reopen the Gan. One 

year later, we managed to skirt Covid for much of the fall and have now emerged from what 

seems to be the worst of the (current) spike: Last week, nearly a third of our students were 

in quarantine and today there are fewer than a handful. We have already seen as many 

applications for next year as we received for this year and are excited to welcome new 

families into our Gan community.  

I know this month has been hard – for all of us. I know that you have all needed more 

childcare than we have provided, including the unprecedented (and hopefully unreplicated!) 

upcoming Mental Health Days. I know that our students and families need more 

consistency. And, I know that we will get through this – we are getting through this. The 

spring will be brighter; there is much joy yet to be had in our year together at the Gan.   

I watched with an overflowing heart earlier this week as one of our students returned after a 

lengthy quarantine. She found her teacher in the parking lot, they locked eyes, and both ran 

towards each other. There have been many such moments recently – each day this week 

has felt like a family reunion, a reason to celebrate. We are here, together. This reunion, 

and the emotions around it, came to mind while reading Amanda Gorman’s op-ed 

yesterday:  

     

  

Our nation is still haunted by disease, inequality and environmental crises. But 

though our fears may be the same, we are not. If nothing else, this must be known: 

Even as we’ve grieved, we’ve grown; even fatigued we’ve found that this hill we climb 

is one we must mount together. We are battered, but bolder; worn, but wiser.  

  

     

I dropped off Solomon, our four-year-old son, with his teachers on January 10 after he had 

been away from school since December 17. I was worried about his transition back, 

especially with half his class home in quarantine. He wasn’t worried. His eyes lit up as he 

approached his picnic table in the parking lot – there, shining at him from under the table, 

was a purple “gem” (bead) that he quickly picked up. “Daddy! I left this gem here last time I 

was at school!” It must have fallen from the table on the last day of school before break and 
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lodged itself in a crevice on the ground. He hugged it closely, a smile spread across his 

face. It’s been in his backpack ever since.  

Amidst a hard month – admittedly, the hardest month I’ve known as a professional – I hope 

we can all find our own purple gem, our own reunion, our own reason to stay hopeful and 

optimistic. 

 

Shabbat shalom, 

Noah   

 

 

 


