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The yearbook team's idea for the
cover was to showcase something

that was truly representative of
Middle College.  What inspired
us were the murals seen in the

Middle College classrooms,
which everyone of the Middle
College community should be

able to recognize.

The cover 



Dedication

This yearbook is
dedicated to the class of

2020. Let the pictures
here remind of your time

at Middle College! 
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Middle College

In Our Own
Words



Everything is a story. We think in stories.

Middle College is
a story. You are a
story. Your future

is a story.



Community



Bond
"My most memorable

moment so far in
Middle College would

be making friends
that I have now

because I finally feel
very comfortable in

my friend group and I
can be who I want to

be without being
judged. I have never

felt as happy or loved
in a friend group as I

do now."



"On the CSM campus, my
favorite place to hangout is the

College Center. There I get to
have lunch with my friends and
we have an amazing view of the

Bay Area."



"My favorite place to hang out on
campus is the Middle College

hallway because there are
always people."



"Meeting new
people and

making new
friends is

something that I
accomplished

and am proud of.
I've always been a

shy person and
talking to people

was a bit hard.
But some people

didn't know
anyone so it was

easier and I'm
sure I've made

long time
friends."



"One
accomplishment I

have achieved that I
am proud of was

leading the Dialogue
Through Film and

making people aware
of the effects of the
animal agriculture
industry. I have felt

so warm inside since
people have been

coming up to me and
telling me I inspired

them to make the
transition to

vegetarianism/
veganism."



"I feel like my biggest improvement has
been my grades. I have been way more

motivated & supported this year."



"I think one of
my favorite
things has
been that I
have been

able to meet
so many new

people from so
many

different
schools and

communities."





Faculty
And Staff



Jennifer Rohrbach

"My favorite part of my day in Middle College classes is being around
Mrs. Rohrbach. She is the most unique teacher I have ever had. Her

energy to teach my class is something that must makes me feel good.
Thanks, Mrs. Rohrbach." –Anonymous Junior



To the MC Seniors:
 

I couldn’t say it any better than Alicia and Pink: Don’t forget to stop, look up,
and breathe. Your path will never be straight, and that is just how you like it.
Enjoy the journey and make time for: 

 
One conversation, a simple moment
The things that change us if we notice
When we look up, sometimes
They said you would never make it
But you were built to break the mold
The only dream you should chase is your own
This goes out to the Middle College seniors
Keep on keeping at what you love
You'll find that someday soon enough
You will rise up, rise up.

 
Stop looking for the critics 'cause they're everywhere
They don't like your jeans, they don't get your hair
Exchange ourselves and we do it all the time
Why do we do that, why do we do that? Don’t.

 
I have no doubt that wherever your dreams take you, you will make a
difference.  As a class, you are funny, bold, sarcastic, witty, thoughtful, kind,
humble, intelligent, solid and strong. Please don’t ever change who you are--
you're aware, you’re perfectly flawed, and that knowledge will be the key to
your success. 
 
Fly my little ducklings, 
Mama Duck



Greg

Lance

"My most memorable moment at Middle College was at the end of
my junior year. I felt overwhelmed. I had a meeting with Mr. Lance

and my mom. In the end, it was full of tears and a new
understanding of myself. I learned in 30 minutes that it was okay

to ask for help."



Dear Class of 2020 (and 2021),
 
I’ve been thinking a lot about time lately--the way it sometimes speeds up and
sometimes slows wayyy down. In these unique times this effect appears  especially
pronounced. Our days sheltering in place run together and blur; some days drag on in
a groggy haze, while others fly by as if someone found a fast forward button that slides
the sun across the sky x4. 
 
Maybe it's more a function of age, but the years can pass this way too. I remember
when the seniors were first getting interviewed to join Middle College, nervous and
wondering what we would ask, wondering if this was the right place for them. And,
suddenly, you all are off to new places or new stages of life, and the juniors are almost
seniors. It’s not just quarantines that play with time this way. Us old folks can’t help but
look even further back and wonder at how quickly you have all grown up. In 2002,
when you were born, there were no iPhones, Harry Potter the Chamber of Secrets and
[the first] Spiderman were among the highest grossing films, gas cost an average of
$1.61 a gallon, and social media did not exist. Popular jeans were paradoxically “low
rise,” the Department of Homeland Security was created, Brittany Spears broke up
with Justin Timberlake and Halle Berry was the first black actress to win an Academy
Award. 
 
And so much has changed…x8 in the age of Coronavirus. Some people are calling it
"The Great Pause." How often in life have we wished there were a pause button we
could hit? Sure, sometimes we want to rewind; sometimes we want to fast forward;
sometimes we want to delete. There may be a few of you who make us wish for a mute
button. But the most powerful button, the one I long for, is a pause button.  It would
give us just a bit more time to get an assignment done, allow us to slow things down
and enjoy a  special moment a few seconds longer, allow us time to think of what to say
or to consider what really matters. Our community, our country and our world  have
hit that pause button. It’s made me realize how much I get from being around young
people like yourselves. How your energy, the boundless possibilities of your futures,
your silliness, your smiles, your worries, your openness and the diversity of your
experiences all give a richness to my life that is missing when the Zoom call ends, when
summer vacation comes and when you move on. 



We have the unique chance to consider what the “normal” we want to go back to should€
be after "The Great Pause." I hope you will all consider that. What do we want to be€
different? What has been cultivated in these times that we want to hang on to? What do€
you still want to cultivate in what remains of this unique time, however long or short it€
is? How do we keep the ability to pause, to reflect and to choose, like Sisyphus, what€
this rock means to us?

I know this year has not gone as we all expected it to when it started. The times they are€
a-changin’. Maybe this can be a good thing. Maybe the class of 2020 will have unique€
abilities and perspectives and internal pause buttons that turn out to truly be gifts,€
gifts leading us to a better future. Call it 2020 vision. A superpower, if you will.

You all have been a gift in my life  over these past two years and over these two unusual€
months, and I am excited to see what you do with your gifts in the years to come. Those€
years  will fly by faster than you think. Remember to hit pause once in a while. I hope€
that, every now and then, during one of those pauses, you will let me know how you’re€
doing.

Warmly, 
Greg  Lance





Dear Middle College Students,
 
They say our ability to accurately predict where we will be, what we will be doing in
ten years is just terrible. On the surface, this sounds scary or depressing, as if we did
a terrible job teaching you how to predict the future! But I think of it in a different
way: you have so much left to discover—about yourself, the world, other people. How
much more exciting to think with total certainty that you are going to be __________
or do __________. People often assume that Hamlet, in his famous soliloquy, “To be
or not to be, that is the question,” is debating whether he should end his life, but
others have a much more interesting interpretation: To be a __________ or not to be
a __________, To do___________ or not to do _________. Those are the questions,
and only you can answer them, and how you answer them will be the story your life
tells over time.
 
A year ago, when I saw the posting for a job at Middle College, I did not hesitate to
apply. Every day that I have come to this building, this school, these classrooms, this
community, I have felt that decision validated. I have felt my decision to come to MC
affirmed with every conversation I have had with every Middle College student I
have spoken to in the last year—for some of you seniors I met last April when I began
to hang around and drink in the MC culture. I felt my decision to leave Burlingame
for the beautiful CSM campus validated the first day I visited last spring and Mark
Bogatir welcomed me and introduced himself within minutes, as did Genni Zaidain
with whom I was talking about books before I left that first day. I knew I had made
the right decision when I attended the TED Talks last year at BHS and watched
Christian give his great talk on immigration, watched the Voter Registration group
make their impressive presentation, watched everyone encourage and support their
classmates. 
 
And now all those kids are this year’s seniors. Though I never taught any of you in
the senior class, I have always felt welcomed from the beginning and enjoyed the
conversations we have had about life, chess, your college essays, or anything else
that came to mind at the time. 
 
What we have all shared this year—teachers and students, juniors and seniors—is an
historical moment that will shape us in ways we cannot yet know. But what I do know
is that people who go through profound emotional experiences together share a
bond that lasts long beyond that moment and links them to each other in ways that
nothing else can. Your time at Middle College had already provided you with an
experience unlike any of your peers outside of Middle College. What I also know is 



that your time here and the experiences you have had prepared you for all that will
come your way, though you can’t know that yet.
 
As the news on any given day makes abundantly clear, the world needs you and
those gifts that are uniquely yours. Whether you are a senior about to graduate or a
junior returning in the fall, you are not alone as you take that next step, whatever it
is. We are all standing alongside you, as are your friends and family. I am reminded
of the ending of William Stafford’s poem, “Vocation,” when he recalls a moment he
shared with his parents before he left home:
 

Now both of my parents, the long line through the plain,
the meadowlarks, the sky, the world’s whole dream
remain, and I hear him say while I stand between the two,
helpless, both of them part of me:
“Your job is to find what the world is trying to be.”

 
So that is my last wish for you, as you depart from Middle College—that you “find out
what the world is trying to be” and, in the process, discover what part you wish to
play in it. But to do that, you will, of course, have to discover who you really are, what
your gifts really are, and how you can use them to make the contribution that only
you can make to your community, country, and the world.
 
Now go make your life a story worth telling when we all see each other again!
 
Mr. Burke



Jason Letke



Dear Class of 2020:
 
This sucks. We all know it does & the worst part is that it's not fair. You didn't deserve to
have your last year of high school end like this. The most frustrating aspect of it all is
that we have no control over the situation. Everyone wants to give you the farewell you
deserve, the one you've worked so hard for. But sadly we can't.
 
We've all vented about the situation & it's good to vent. It's good to get those emotions
out because it really is NOT FAIR & you have my permission to vent about this situation
for years to come.  
 
But one of the things that needs to come out of good venting is ACTION.  How has this
situation changed your views on education & school?  How has it changed the way you
value friendship & the need for camaraderie beyond a Zoom meeting?  How do you want
this sudden stop of normalcy to impact the way you approach your future when you
finally get to step towards the next steps of your life, whether it be at a brand new
university, or if it's back at CSM or even in the workplace...what clarity will you bring to
your approach to the next few formative years of your life?
 
Look at your next steps as an opportunity, an opportunity to improve who you are as a
student & more importantly as a human being.  Constant improvement & reflection is
what helps us grow as people.  It's part of our evolution.  If anything this situation has
forced everyone to slow down & do that reflection.  
 
It's cheesy...but true...your generation really is the future of the world.   You're going to
go on and do great things in this world, things that have a way bigger impact than
anything we can even imagine given our current reality.  But it's true...you are going to
change someone's life...it may be just one person or millions of people...but each &
everyone of you will have that kind of impact in the lives of others.
 
Lastly, I just want to say thank you.  Thank you for being you & for making my own
transition into a new environment go so smoothly.  This has been my favorite year in
education ever & I've been doing this for 20 years!  Thank you & please keep in touch.
 
Jason Letke



Terence Lien



Dear Middle College,
 
I miss you.

 
I miss the sense of community, the vibrancy, and the spirit energy. Most
importantly, I miss YOU! Your smiles, laughter, and demeanor engage and motivate
me daily. I have come to miss the daily peanut gallery commentary, eye rolls at my
(awesome) jokes, games of chess and snake, and other assorted unsanctioned
daytime activities.
 
Your perseverance and persistence continue to amaze me. These qualities have
coalesced and percolated these past months and will continue to serve you well
post-Middle College.
 
To the Middle College juniors: I am buoyed emotionally that I will see you again
soon and be able to continue our learning journeys together.
 
To my esteemed colleagues: I miss the professionalism, teamwork, and camaraderie
that we shared daily. I continue to learn from you daily and shudder to think what
will fill the void for you once I solve all of your technology problems.
 
To the Senior Class of 2020: Congratulations! I wish I could have shared some more
learning and laughs with you before you take that step into the great futures that
await you. Your accomplishments and overall awesome-ness continue to bring me
smiles and warmth. Please stay in touch.
 
I look forward to seeing you all shine and excel in life.
 
Be well. Stretch your comfort zones and limits. Help others.
 
Terence Lien 



Brittany Redgate

"The nicest thing here is seeing Ms. Redgate
smiling everyday, because her being happy to see

us and be here has made every day a little bit
better since before I was even here."



From Ms. Redgate
 

This is Water: A Commencement Speech 
by David Foster Wallace (2005)

 
There are these two young fish swimming along and they happen to meet an older
fish swimming the other way, who nods at them and says “Morning, boys. How’s the
water?” And the two young fish swim on for a bit, and then eventually one of them
looks over at the other and goes “What the hell is water?”
 
This is a standard requirement of US commencement speeches, the deployment of
didactic little parable-ish stories. The story thing turns out to be one of the better,
less bulls****y conventions of the genre, but if you’re worried that I plan to present
myself here as the wise, older fish explaining what water is to you younger fish,
please don’t be. I am not the wise old fish. The point of the fish story is merely that
the most obvious, important realities are often the ones that are hardest to see and
talk about. Stated as an English sentence, of course, this is just a banal platitude, but
the fact is that in the day to day trenches of adult existence, banal platitudes can
have a life or death importance, or so I wish to suggest to you on this dry and lovely
morning.
 
Of course the main requirement of speeches like this is that I’m supposed to talk
about your liberal arts education’s meaning, to try to explain why the degree you are
about to receive has actual human value instead of just a material payoff. 
 
So let’s talk about the single most pervasive cliché in the commencement speech
genre, which is that a liberal arts education is not so much about filling you up with
knowledge as it is about “teaching you how to think.” If you’re like me as a student,
you’ve never liked hearing this, and you tend to feel a bit insulted by the claim that
you needed anybody to teach you how to think, since the fact that you even got
admitted to a college this good seems like proof that you already know how to think.
But I’m going to posit to you that the liberal arts cliché turns out not to be insulting
at all, because the really significant education in thinking that we’re supposed to get
in a place like this isn’t really about the capacity to think, but rather about the 



choice of what to think about. If your total freedom of choice regarding what to
think about seems too obvious to waste time discussing, I’d ask you to think about
fish and water, and to bracket for just a few minutes your skepticism about the
value of the totally obvious.
 
Here’s another didactic little story. There are these two guys sitting together in a bar
in the remote Alaskan wilderness. One of the guys is religious, the other is an
atheist, and the two are arguing about the existence of God with that special
intensity that comes after about the fourth beer. And the atheist says: “Look, it’s not
like I don’t have actual reasons for not believing in God. It’s not like I haven’t ever
experimented with the whole God and prayer thing. Just last month I got caught
away from the camp in that terrible blizzard, and I was totally lost and I couldn’t see
a thing, and it was 50 below, and so I tried it: I fell to my knees in the snow and cried
out ‘Oh, God, if there is a God, I’m lost in this blizzard, and I’m gonna die if you don’t
help me.’” And now, in the bar, the religious guy looks at the atheist all puzzled.
“Well then you must believe now,” he says, “After all, here you are, alive.” The atheist
just rolls his eyes. “No, man, all that was was a couple Eskimos happened to come
wandering by and showed me the way back to camp.”
 
It’s easy to run this story through kind of a standard liberal arts analysis: the exact
same experience can mean two totally different things to two different people, given
those people’s two different belief templates and two different ways of constructing
meaning from experience. Because we prize tolerance and diversity of belief,
nowhere in our liberal arts analysis do we want to claim that one guy’s
interpretation is true and the other guy’s is false or bad. Which is fine, except we
also never end up talking about just where these individual templates and beliefs
come from. Meaning, where they come from INSIDE the two guys. As if a person’s
most basic orientation toward the world, and the meaning of his experience were
somehow just hard-wired, like height or shoe-size; or automatically absorbed from
the culture, like language. As if how we construct meaning were not actually a
matter of personal, intentional choice. Plus, there’s the whole matter of arrogance.
The nonreligious guy is so totally certain in his dismissal of the possibility that the
passing Eskimos had anything to do with his prayer for help. True, there are plenty
of religious people who seem arrogant and certain of their own interpretations, too.



They’re probably even more repulsive than atheists, at least to most of us. But
religious dogmatists’ problem is exactly the same as the story’s unbeliever: blind
certainty, a close-mindedness that amounts to an imprisonment so total that the
prisoner doesn’t even know he’s locked up.
 
The point here is that I think this is one part of what teaching me how to think is
really supposed to mean. To be just a little less arrogant. To have just a little
critical awareness about myself and my certainties. Because a huge percentage
of the stuff that I tend to be automatically certain of is, it turns out, totally
wrong and deluded. I have learned this the hard way, as I predict you graduates
will, too.
 
Here is just one example of the total wrongness of something I tend to be
automatically sure of: everything in my own immediate experience supports my
deep belief that I am the absolute centre of the universe; the realest, most vivid
and important person in existence. We rarely think about this sort of natural,
basic self-centeredness because it’s so socially repulsive. But it’s pretty much the
same for all of us. It is our default setting, hard-wired into our boards at birth.
Think about it: there is no experience you have had that you are not the absolute
centre of. The world as you experience it is there in front of YOU or behind YOU,
to the left or right of YOU, on YOUR TV or YOUR monitor. And so on. Other
people’s thoughts and feelings have to be communicated to you somehow, but
your own are so immediate, urgent, real.
 
Please don’t worry that I’m getting ready to lecture you about compassion or
other-directedness or all the so-called virtues. This is not a matter of virtue. It’s a
matter of my choosing to do the work of somehow altering or getting free of my
natural, hard-wired default setting which is to be deeply and literally self-
centered and to see and interpret everything through this lens of self. People
who can adjust their natural default setting this way are often described as
being “well-adjusted,” which I suggest to you is not an accidental term.



Given the triumphant academic setting here, an obvious question is how much
of this work of adjusting our default setting involves actual knowledge or
intellect. This question gets very tricky. Probably the most dangerous thing
about an academic education–least in my own case–is that it enables my
tendency to over-intellectualize stuff, to get lost in abstract argument inside my
head, instead of simply paying attention to what is going on right in front of me,
paying attention to what is going on inside me.
 
As I’m sure you guys know by now, it is extremely difficult to stay alert and
attentive, instead of getting hypnotized by the constant monologue inside your
own head (may be happening right now). Twenty years after my own graduation,
I have come gradually to understand that the liberal arts cliché about teaching
you how to think is actually shorthand for a much deeper, more serious idea:
learning how to think really means learning how to exercise some control over
how and what you think. It means being conscious and aware enough to choose
what you pay attention to and to choose how you construct meaning from
experience. Because if you cannot exercise this kind of choice in adult life, you
will be totally hosed. Think of the old cliché about “the mind being an excellent
servant but a terrible master.”
 
This, like many clichés, so lame and unexciting on the surface, actually expresses
a great and terrible truth.
 
And I submit that this is what the real, no b******t value of your liberal arts
education is supposed to be about: how to keep from going through your
comfortable, prosperous, respectable adult life dead, unconscious, a slave to
your head and to your natural default setting of being uniquely, completely,
imperially alone day in and day out. That may sound like hyperbole, or abstract
nonsense. Let’s get concrete. The plain fact is that you graduating seniors do not
yet have any clue what “day in day out” really means. There happen to be whole,
large parts of adult American life that nobody talks about in commencement
speeches. One such part involves boredom, routine and petty frustration. The
parents and older folks here will know all too well what I’m talking about.



By way of example, let’s say it’s an average adult day, and you get up in the
morning, go to your challenging, white-collar, college-graduate job, and you
work hard for eight or ten hours, and at the end of the day you’re tired and
somewhat stressed and all you want is to go home and have a good supper and
maybe unwind for an hour, and then hit the sack early because, of course, you
have to get up the next day and do it all again. But then you remember there’s no
food at home. You haven’t had time to shop this week because of your
challenging job, and so now after work you have to get in your car and drive to
the supermarket. It’s the end of the work day and the traffic is apt to be: very bad.
So getting to the store takes way longer than it should, and when you finally get
there, the supermarket is very crowded, because of course it’s the time of day
when all the other people with jobs also try to squeeze in some grocery
shopping. And the store is hideously lit and infused with soul-killing muzak or
corporate pop and it’s pretty much the last place you want to be but you can’t
just get in and quickly out; you have to wander all over the huge, over-lit store’s
confusing aisles to find the stuff you want and you have to maneuver your junky
cart through all these other tired, hurried people with carts (et cetera, et cetera,
cutting stuff out because this is a long ceremony) and eventually you get all your
supper supplies, except now it turns out there aren’t enough check-out lanes
open even though it’s the end-of-the-day rush. So the checkout line is incredibly
long, which is stupid and infuriating. But you can’t take your frustration out on
the frantic lady working the register, who is overworked at a job whose daily
tedium and meaninglessness surpasses the imagination of any of us here at a
prestigious college.
 
But anyway, you finally get to the checkout line’s front, and you pay for your
food, and you get told to “Have a nice day” in a voice that is the absolute voice of
death. Then you have to take your creepy, flimsy, plastic bags of groceries in
your cart with the one crazy wheel that pulls maddeningly to the left, all the way
out through the crowded, bumpy, littery parking lot, and then you have to drive
all the way home through slow, heavy, SUV-intensive, rush-hour traffic, et
cetera, et cetera.



 

Everyone here has done this, of course. But it hasn’t yet been part of you
graduates’ actual life routine, day after week after month after year.
 
But it will be. And many more dreary, annoying, seemingly meaningless routines
besides. But that is not the point. The point is that petty, frustrating crap like
this is exactly where the work of choosing is gonna come in. Because the traffic
jams and crowded aisles and long checkout lines give me time to think, and if I
don't make a conscious decision about how to think and what to pay attention
to, I'm gonna be pissed and miserable every time I have to shop. Because my
natural default setting is the certainty that situations like this are really all
about me. About MY hungriness and MY fatigue and MY desire to just get home,
and it's going to seem for all the world like everybody else is just in my way. And
who are all these people in my way? And look at how repulsive most of them are,
and how stupid and cow-like and dead-eyed and nonhuman they seem in the
checkout line, or at how annoying and rude it is that people are talking loudly
on cell phones in the middle of the line. And look at how deeply and personally
unfair this is.
 
Or, of course, if I'm in a more socially conscious liberal arts form of my default
setting, I can spend time in the end-of-the-day traffic being disgusted about all
the huge, stupid, lane-blocking SUV's and Hummers and V-12 pickup trucks,
burning their wasteful, selfish, forty-gallon tanks of gas, and I can dwell on the
fact that the patriotic or religious bumper- stickers always seem to be on the
biggest, most disgustingly selfish vehicles, driven by the ugliest [responding
here to loud applause] (this is an example of how NOT to think, though) most
disgustingly selfish vehicles, driven by the ugliest, most inconsiderate and
aggressive drivers. And I can think about how our children's children will
despise us for wasting all the future's fuel, and probably screwing up the
climate, and how spoiled and stupid and selfish and disgusting we all are, and
how modern consumer society just sucks, and so forth and so on.
 
You get the idea.



 

If I choose to think this way in a store and on the freeway, fine. Lots of us do.
Except thinking this way tends to be so easy and automatic that it doesn't have to
be a choice. It is my natural default setting. It's the automatic way that I
experience the boring, frustrating, crowded parts of adult life when
I'm operating on the automatic, unconscious belief that I am the center of the
world, and that my immediate needs and feelings are what should determine
the world's priorities.
 
The thing is that, of course, there are totally different ways to think about these
kinds of situations. In this traffic, all these vehicles stopped and idling in my
way, it's not impossible that some of these people in SUV's have been in horrible
auto accidents in the past, and now find driving so terrifying that their therapist
has all but ordered them to get a huge, heavy SUV so they can feel safe enough to
drive. Or that the Hummer that just cut me off is maybe being driven by a father
whose little child is hurt or sick in the seat next to him, and he's trying to get this
kid to the hospital, and he's in a bigger, more legitimate hurry than I am: it is
actually I who am in HIS way.
 
Or I can choose to force myself to consider the likelihood that everyone else in
the supermarket's checkout line is just as bored and frustrated as I am, and that
some of these people probably have harder, more tedious and painful lives than
I do.
 
Again, please don't think that I'm giving you moral advice, or that I'm saying you
are supposed to think this way, or that anyone expects you to just automatically
do it. Because it's hard. It takes will and effort, and if you are like me, some days
you won't be able to do it, or you just flat out won't want to.
 
But most days, if you're aware enough to give yourself a choice, you can choose
to look differently at this fat, dead-eyed, over-made-up lady who just screamed
at her kid in the checkout line. Maybe she's not usually like this. Maybe she's
been up three straight nights holding the hand of a husband who is dying of
bone cancer. Or maybe this very lady is the low- wage clerk at the motor vehicle



 

department, who just yesterday helped your spouse resolve a horrific,
infuriating, red-tape problem through some small act of bureaucratic kindness.
Of course, none of this is likely, but it's also not impossible. It just depends what
you want to consider. If you're automatically sure that you know what reality is,
and you are operating on your default setting, then you, like me, probably won't
consider possibilities that aren't annoying and miserable. But if you really learn
how to pay attention, then you will know there are other options. It will actually
be within your power to experience a crowded, hot, slow, consumer-hell type
situation as not only meaningful, but sacred, on fire with the same force that
made the stars: love, fellowship, the mystical oneness of all things deep down.
 
Not that that mystical stuff is necessarily true. The only thing that's capital-T
True is that you get to decide how you're gonna try to see it.
 
This, I submit, is the freedom of a real education, of learning how to be well-
adjusted. You get to consciously decide what has meaning and what doesn't. You
get to decide what to worship.
 
Because here's something else that's weird but true: in the day-to day trenches of
adult life, there is actually no such thing as atheism. There is no such thing as
not worshipping. Everybody worships. The only choice we get is what to
worship. And the compelling reason for maybe choosing some sort of god or
spiritual-type thing to worship -- be it JC or Allah, be it YHWH or the Wiccan
Mother Goddess, or the Four Noble Truths, or some inviolable set of ethical
principles -- is that pretty much anything else you worship will eat you alive. If
you worship money and things, if they are where you tap real meaning in life,
then you will never have enough, never feel you have enough. It's the truth.
Worship your body and beauty and sexual allure and you will always feel ugly.
And when time and age start showing, you will die a million deaths before they
finally grieve you. On one level, we all know this stuff already. It's been codified
as myths, proverbs, clichés, epigrams, parables; the skeleton of every great story.
The whole trick is keeping the truth up front in daily consciousness.



 

Worship power, you will end up feeling weak and afraid, and you will need ever
more power over others to numb you to your own fear. Worship your intellect,
being seen as smart, you will end up feeling stupid, a fraud, always on the verge
of being found out. But the insidious thing about these forms of worship is not
that they're evil or sinful, it's that they're unconscious. They are default settings.
 
They're the kind of worship you just gradually slip into, day after day, getting
more and more selective about what you see and how you measure value
without ever being fully aware that that's what you're doing.
 
And the so-called real world will not discourage you from operating on your
default settings, because the so-called real world of men and money and power
hums merrily along in a pool of fear and anger and frustration and craving and
worship of self. Our own present culture has harnessed these forces in ways that
have yielded extraordinary wealth and comfort and personal freedom. The
freedom all to be lords of our tiny skull-sized kingdoms, alone at the center of all
creation. This kind of freedom has much to recommend it. But of course there
are all different kinds of freedom, and the kind that is most precious you will not
hear much talk about much in the great outside world of wanting and achieving
and.... The really important kind of freedom involves attention and awareness
and discipline, and being able truly to care about other people and to sacrifice
for them over and over in myriad petty, unsexy ways every day.
 
That is real freedom. That is being educated, and understanding how to think.
The alternative is unconsciousness, the default setting, the rat race, the constant
gnawing sense of having had, and lost, some infinite thing.
 
I know that this stuff probably doesn't sound fun and breezy or grandly
inspirational the way a commencement speech is supposed to sound.
What it is, as far as I can see, is the capital-T Truth, with a whole lot of rhetorical
niceties stripped away. You are, of course, free to think of it whatever you
wish. But please don't just dismiss it as just some finger- wagging Dr. Laura
 



 

sermon. None of this stuff is really about morality or religion or dogma or big
fancy questions of life after death.
 
The capital-T Truth is about life BEFORE death.
 
It is about the real value of a real education, which has almost nothing to do with
knowledge, and everything to do with simple awareness; awareness of what is so
real and essential, so hidden in plain sight all around us, all the time, that we
have to keep reminding ourselves over and over:
 
"This is water." 

"This is water."
 
It is unimaginably hard to do this, to stay conscious and alive in the adult world
day in and day out. Which means yet another grand cliché turns out to be true:
your education really IS the job of a lifetime. And it commences: now.
 
I wish you way more than luck.
 

___________
 

Congratulations to you all! Be well, stay kind, and just keep
swimming...in a Sisyphean sort of way :)

 
–Redgate



Angela zepeda





Don Scatena



When I graduated from high school, my senior quote was
something like "the scariest part about the next steps, is that
I will solely be responsible for pushing myself." Meaning
that I was the person who needed to push through adversity
and overcome obstacles. No teachers, deans, counselors, or
parents would be around to care for or guide me through
life's adventures. 
 
I needed to find my compass and point myself north. 
 
I enjoyed that challenge and the next step, just as you are
all embracing those next steps. I wish I would've had a
Middle College when I was in high school. I would've been
able to dip my feet into the waters of responsibility (like you
all). With some guidance, you have been able to test your
resilience and prepare for the next steps before you. 
 
Your generation has amazing challenges before you, and
Middle College is preparing you for those challenges as
individuals and team members. I know the experiences at
Middle College are preparing you for those responsibilities. 
 
Embrace the challenge!
 
Mr. Scatena



Fabian morales



Only you can define what success means, do not adjust your definition to meet
someone else’s definition
Be strategic in how you navigate challenging situations, work smarter not harder
When in doubt, ask questions
Be humble, genuine and authentic

Dear Class of 2020,
 
First, let me congratulate you on this milestone. Although we will not be able to
celebrate your accomplishment in the traditional manner, it is a great time to stop
and reflect on what this milestone means for you and your loved ones. I have always
embraced the words of Gabriel Garcia Marquez who once wrote: “What matters in
life is not what happens to you, but what you remember and how you remember it.”
To me, that quote has empowered me to be able to decide how I experience and
remember events in my life. I would encourage you to consider this quote as you
reflect on this year.
 
The 2019-2020 academic year proved to be a challenge in many ways, but it allowed
me the great honor to serve as your academic counselor. As your counselor, we
shared laughs, disappointments, stress and some of you even survived my eight a.m.
advisory presentations. My hope is that I was able to provide you with the support
that you needed and I was able to help you get closer to your goals. For those of you
for whom we only had brief interactions, I’m sorry, I wish I could have served you
better.
 
As you begin this new stage in your life, I suggest the following:

 
I wish you continued success and you will always be surrounded by those that you
love and support you. Congratulations Class of 2020! 
 
Until our paths cross again.
 
Mr. Morales



Laura adams



Dear Middle College Community,
 
I have struggled with what to write to you all. As your Wellness Counselor, I
feel the need to impart wisdom, inspiration, and uplifting words to buoy you
in these uncertain times. It would be foolish of me to be sunshine and
rainbows in a time that is indeed uncertain and unknown to me as well as
most everyone. What I can say is that you all inspire and amaze me on a daily
basis. 
 
As a community, you show each other what it means to be strong, empathic,
and real. You have each left a home school, including the staff, to embrace this
alternative, unique, small-family style of learning. You work hard to balance
Middle College with CSM classes, with family, with work, with friends, with
sports, with other obligations and activities that are meaningful to you. It’s
amazing to see you working so hard, persevering, coping, and learning. I have
the unique opportunity to be able to meet with all of you in some fashion,
getting to know you and supporting you--whether it’s one time in a tough
moment, monthly in the classroom, or weekly in my office. I see each of you
continuing to try new things, step out of your comfort zones, and be open to
new experiences--which is never easy--and yet, you still do.
 
The end of this school year may not look like any has before, or how you
imagined it to be, and I won’t pretend that this is in any way “okay.” I wish for
you, classes of 2020 and 2021, that it could be more. As a staff, we are here for
you, knowing that “here” is from a distance physically but not in our minds
and hearts. We are always your community and your family, and we
congratulate and celebrate you and your awesomeness, now and always.
 
With love, 
 
Ms. Adams



Dear Graduates of the Middle College Program:
 
When I think of the over two thousand students graduating this year from
San Mateo Union High School District schools, I have varying degrees of
worry about how they will handle these most unsettled and unusual
times. In your case, I think you got this! You have already shown you have
three important characteristics other students may not have.
 
First, by making the decision to go to Middle College, you have already
shown that you can deal with change. The successful transition from a
comprehensive high school campus to Middle College is not easy and
requires a level of adaptability many district students do not have. 
Second, you have developed a voice and a sense of agency. You took the
initiative to change paths. You either have a sense of what you need or,
something almost as good -- people who know and love you who help you
get what you need when you need it. Finally, you are already down the
path to college success. In the past few months the world has utterly
changed. But what hasn't changed is that education is a coin of the realm. 
And you have more of it than most at your point in life.
 
I join the teachers, staff, and those who love and care about you in
congratulating you on your high school graduation. On you go with
crucial characteristics that will serve you very well indeed!
 
Kevin Skelly
Superintendent 
San Mateo Union High School District



We include here the text of Superintendent Skelly's commencement speech
 
Class of 2020, Esteemed Staff Members, Supportive Family and other members of
the Class of 2020 Fan Club:
 
My name is Kevin Skelly and I am the superintendent of the San Mateo Union
High School District
 
Most of us have heard at some point in our lives the song "Amazing Grace." It was
written in the 1700s by John Newton, an Anglican member of the clergy who had
been deeply involved in the slave trade. He eventually saw the terrible evil of his
ways and became a strident abolitionist. The refrain of the song is: 

Amazing Grace, how sweet the sound
That saved a wretch like me
I once was lost, but now am found
Was blind but now I see

 
I think the most important line here is “I once was lost, but now I’m found.”  For
most of us, if we can even remember it, being lost and then found was an
experience as a toddler with our parents during a shopping excursion or at a busy
public event. And unlike Reverend Newton, we may not have been as utterly lost
or as rapturously found. 
 
I have been thinking about the connection between Class of 2020 and this idea of
lost and found quite a bit during this most strange and unsettled time. Like your
family and those school staff who have been on this journey with you through
high school, I mourn for your losses -- your senior year celebrations, your
graduation, spring sports, awards, proms, performing arts, other school activities,
and simply time with your friends. Endings are so important!  I had the chance to
live in Latin America where farewells, or Despedidas, were some of the biggest
celebrations one could enjoy. We all yearn to celebrate the ending of your
journeys with fervor and joy. You deserve it. And we will -- just not now.



So that brings me to the FOUND part of my comments. I wonder what you have found
or what you will find in these times. Is it a greater connection to those with whom you
have sheltered in place?  Have you gained an appreciation for your unique skills or
found your passions?  Might these momentous times be ones you look back on and see
that the trajectory of your life took a turn for the good?  Those who love you hope for
these things, and so much more.
 
Further, is there some connection between losing and finding?  Are there things that
you have lost since March 13 that have allowed you to find something else?  Often my
life losses were  painful and debilitating, but from them I found new energy, creativity,
and rebirth. With the benefit of hindsight, I see that it was only by losing something I
held dear that I found something even more precious.  
 
Congratulations to the Class of 2020. We wish all the very best to you as you go forth.
And we look forward to finding ways to celebrate in person your most wonderful
achievements soon.

Pictured above: Superintendent Kevin Skelly addressing the Middle
College graduating class of 2019 at CSM and enjoying the ceremony
with members of the Middle College faculty.
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Welcome to Mr. Burke's New Classroom!
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The 2020 presidential candidates
are Donald Trump and Joe Biden.
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