
For much of my childhood, I grew up within a five 

minute walk to the beach.  My mother used to joke 

that in the late fall if you stood on our deck just so, 

you could see the ocean.  As a family, we would go 

to the beach occasionally and I have fond memories 

of these times.   In high school, most of my summer 

jobs were in close proximity to the beach to support 

the mass influx of tourists who would descend upon 

o u r  s m a l l  M a i n e  t o w n . 

One of my friend’s family owned a small “mom and 

pop” convenience store about a block from the 

beach.   I would work at this store at times to help 

out and still have scars from having French Cana-

dian patrons pay me with sea soaked money stored 

in their Speedos.  One day while working the front 

register at the store, a gentleman came in asking, 

“Where is the ocean”?  I chuckled and pointed to 

the right out the large window in the side of the 

store.  He stood there gasping – looking at the 

ocean, sand, and suddenly he noticed the slight but 

sweet salt air.  His reaction of being overwhelmed 

by the marvel of the ocean made me realize that I 

took this wonder for granted.  I didn’t truly appreci-

ate the beauty and gift of the ocean being in my 

backyard for so many years.  From that day for-

ward, I appreciated the ocean more and understood 

why the tourists came to visit.  Although I have 

moved a little west and a few states south, the ocean 

is still important to me.  When I went to a South 

Carolina beach just last month, I stood on the sand 

looking east so that I could take it all in. 

This story isn’t unique.  We’ve all experienced this 

thing that psychologist call “hedonic appreciation”. 

We often take our spouses, family, and friends for 

granted.  We forget that most people don’t live 

close to an NFL team or within a short drive to the 

mountains.  Many people are impressed when they 

hear we live near the “Capital of NASCAR” yet 

most of us never give this a passing thought.  This 

same dynamic can occur with our school.  I remem-

ber looking for a school for my daughter almost 5 

years ago.  I sat in a small room in the Huntersville 

Baptist Church listening to Joy’s vision and beliefs 

knowing I wanted my daughter to be part of this 

school.  I remember being overjoyed when she was 

admitted through the lottery.  Time has gone by too 

quickly since this Open House session, and my wide

-eyed kindergartener is getting ready for 4th 

grade  which seems  imposs ib le .   

I’ve been fortunate that my awe and apprecia-

tion for CCS have never wavered over these 

last 5 years.  I work hard for CCS and every 

day, no matter what happens, I am thankful to 

Joy for making CCS a reality. I am thankful 

for my daughter’s teachers (at CCS this is the 

entire staff) for the gift she’s been given.  It 

occurred to me recently why I have these 

strong feelings and realized that most of you 

don’t have these same opportunities so I 

wanted to give you an inside glimpse.  

I get to talk to and meet lots of “Where’s the 

ocean?” people who visit CCS.  During our 

Open House sessions, thousands come to hear 

more about CCS and learn about our philoso-

phy.  Just this year, we received over 1,200 

applications and sadly, we admitted only a 

handful.  These parents, many emotional, tell 

us they want something special for their 

child.  They don’t want their children to get 

lost in classes of 30 students or in a school 

with enrollment in the thousands.  They want 

a school where art, science and music are still 

important despite the fact that they aren’t 

tested on the EOGs.   They want a school 

where their child will be part of a community 

where people will know their child’s 

name.  At the other end of the system, I get to 

talk to hundreds of teachers who are looking 

for a place to teach where they feel empow-

ered.  They want to teach something other 

than canned lessons.  They want to teach 

where they can differentiate their instruction 

and challenge the “high flyers” with some-

thing other than more worksheets.  These 

teachers want to teach at a school where they 

aren’t told to ignore the bullying by children 

who perform well on the EOG or where class-

room assistants are a fairy tale.  They want a 

place where learning is authentic, hands-on, 

and alive – certainly not rows of desks facing 

the front of the room.  We were recently told 

by an applicant that she smuggles real novels 

into her classroom as only prescribed reading 

textbooks are sanctioned.  These teachers 

come to us because they are good educators 

who know our model is what’s best for chil-

dren and learning.  Sadly, we hire only a 

handful of these great teachers. 

I don’t share this in an effort to throw stones 

at other programs or schools as they work well 

for lots of students and parents; they just don’t 

represent what I believe or want for my chil-

dren.  I think if you reflect back on your “open 

house” experience, you’ll remember that same 

feeling too.  Sometimes the ocean is closer 

than you think…..                      -Kevin 

From the   Director  

Parent-Teacher Conferences (1/2 day May 1, No Sch May 2) May 1,2 

EOG Testing ðReading & Math  

(Scienceñ5th grade May 19) 
May 13-15 

1/2 Day for StudentsñDismiss at 11:30 May 16 

5th Grade Operas!   May 21/.,23 

No School May 26 

Volunteer Lunch May 27 

Chimney Rock Trip (4th Grade) May 29 

Last Day of School!  May 30 

Important Dates  
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