
 

  

Dear Gan families,  
 
Stephanie here again, taking over Noah’s corner! Last week, I wrote to you in this space to 

invite you to an important Gan event and provide you with some context for our antiracist school 

work. Please join us at this event, via Zoom, on May 31st at 8pm.  
 
This week, we share with you narratives from three people of color who are Gan educators: 

Ashley Ross, Kendra Butler, and Neidia Ramsay-Swann. I urge you to read them with an open 

mind and open heart. When I began this journey in summer 2020 with our educators, I was 

certain I had never behaved in a way that seemed biased or racist. I have since learned that I 

was wrong. The only way we can learn, and grow is to take missteps, reflect and change. I 

share this so you too can join us and approach this work together: understanding that as 

uncomfortable as it is, it is ok if you see yourself in our educator’s narratives. That discomfort 

provides a wonderful place to start.   
 
I invite you to hear their voices:  
 
Ashley Ross: I have been a part of the Gan community for about 12 years. I started as a 

Floater, then worked my way up to an Assistant and now I'm a Lead Teacher. I spent three of 

my high school years studying child development and have been in the field ever since. I 

recently graduated from Trinity Washington University and had my own little one. I have had the 

privilege to work beside amazing teachers who have added to my skills. While many of these 

experiences have felt like a privilege, there are many moments throughout my time at the Gan 

that led to me feeling frustrated and unappreciated. Here is an example of one such experience 

which has been repeated many times.  
 
My teaching team is made up of a white teacher and two teachers of color. All three teachers 

are very visible and communicative with all of our families. After ten months of being in this 

classroom community together, one day a parent was a little late dropping off their child at 

school and so our class was already at the playground. When they arrived at the playground, 

they asked the nearest teacher if their class was outside. This teacher, who happened to be a 

person of color shared that, yes, we are outside. However, the parents continued to scan the 

playground to find the white teacher from their classroom. Once they found the white teacher, 

they signed their child in and left. All three teachers were amazed that this parent didn't seem to 

recognize the first teacher they spoke to (a teacher of color) as being a part of their child's 
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teaching team. It feels unbelievable, upsetting, and sad that after investing so much time and 

love into all of our friends, the teacher of color was not recognized as their child’s teacher.  
 
Moments like this would put a dent in anyone's ego but what keeps me going is my love for my 

many little friends.  
 
Kendra Butler: I have been a part of the Gan for three years. When I first started it at the Gan I 

felt so welcomed.  The community took me in like I have been working there for quite a while. 

The Gan community has a special place in my heart. My team of teachers are like family, and 

they treat me like I am a part of the team more than ever. My teammates have guided me with 

different skills to make me a better teacher. While working throughout these couple of years I 

have noticed racism and privilege throughout the Gan community and in the past with our 

parents as well.   
 
My teaching team has my back 100% and we take each other's interests at heart. While I don’t 

want to point fingers, we need to be aware of the racism in the school. We have a teaching 

team with two African American teachers and one white teacher. In the past, when parents have 

dropped off their children, what has saddened me is that parents would never look at us African 

American teachers to talk to us or even say “Hi”. They would always look for that one white 

teacher. It makes me sad and just feel like I do not matter. We work hard and just want to feel 

appreciated within the moment of recognition and knowing that we take great care of the kids. 
 
If only we could just accept the fact that we all work hard within this community no matter the 

color of our skin. We are all here to guide young children to be their best. I leave you all with this 

quote:  
 
"We look forward to the time when the power to love will replace the love of power. Then will our 

world know the blessings of peace."-- William Ellery Channing  
 
Neidia Ramsay-Swann: I have worked at Gan HaYeled since September of 2016. I started 

working that year as a Floater/Support Staff member. The administration took note of my work 

habits, and I was later promoted to Teacher's Assistant within a couple of months and placed on 

two different teams. Being a part of a community where the joy, love, and passion for teaching 

radiate in every art project, sing-along songs, and Band-Aids gently placed on boo-boos, made 

working at the Gan the community where I found my sense of belonging. The Gan provided me 

with the support, time, and remuneration to return to school and earn my Associate's Degree in 

Early Childhood Education.   
 
I entered a recent school year no longer as an Assistant but as a Co-Lead alongside another 

Co-Educator, which brought much excitement, diversity, and a fresh start for our team. The year 

also presented many challenges. Challenges that I find very difficult to address. Challenges that 

I only experienced outside the bubble of my neighborhood, challenges that I would never have 

thought in a million years would find their way through the doors of the community which have 

brought me so much joy. My Co-Educator and I were so excited to begin the year together and 

meet our new students. Much preparation went into having our classroom set up to welcome 



 

our new friends for an Open House. As we welcomed each family for the Open House that year, 

I noticed that I was cordially greeted but the bulk of the questions and concerns from the 

parents were only directed to my Caucasian counterpart. I didn't let the lack of interaction 

interfere with the main intention...getting to know the children. Still wanting to interact with the 

parents I walked over to a table where two parents were engaged in conversation, pulled up a 

chair, and reintroduced myself. They both looked up and said, "hello", but then went back to 

talking amongst themselves. I asked my Co-Educator to grab a seat at the table and it was not 

until then that the two parents did break their private conversation to finally interact with 

someone other than themselves. At that moment I felt invisible and hurt. As I sat trying to 

process what had just taken place, my eyes began to fill with tears at the thought that something 

as simple as the color of my skin betrayed me and robbed me of being present in that moment. 

By no fault or choice of mine I was considered a mere defect by society. This has taken the 

place I saw as home and exiled me from the community I once called family.  
 
I’d like to personally thank Ashley, Kendra, and Neidia for sharing their experiences here – 

putting their already vulnerable selves in an even more exposed light is scary. Their bravery 

demonstrates their love and dedication to our community and their investment in helping us do 

and be better.  
 
I’ll look forward to seeing you on Zoom, on May 31st at 8pm. Reminder and link will be 

sent next week.  
 
Shabbat shalom. Warmly,  
 
Stephanie  


