
	

Our School.  
 
Here I sit in Milan pondering these recent tragic events.  It has been nearly 24 
hours since the Paris attacks and over 48 hours since the gruesome suicide 
bombings in Beirut.  Milan, like all of Europe, is noticeably and understandably 
tense.  Unfortunately, these tragedies are becoming more and more part of our 
reality; part of the norm.  Obviously this is extremely sad and disturbing; but we 
cannot ever let this become part of the vernacular - part of our reality.   
 
What I love about our school is that our students, in the grand scheme of things, 
are oblivious of each other’s differences.  It is quite refreshing; almost sobering.  
They don’t care who has money nor do they even consider to what God their 
roommate may pledge their allegiance. When they are brushing their teeth at 
night together, I pretty much guarantee that they could give a ‘rats ass’ about 
insignificant things like the color of skin, political affiliations, or the accent they 
may have.  At my school, we don’t give a hoot if people eat halal, kosher or are 
vegan at our school.   We just respect it.  If someone chooses to pray a few 
times a day, or if they instead would rather go for a run, so be it… if the shoe 
fits… go for it. 
 
At Brentwood we are brothers and sisters – without judgment.  We play on the 
same fields… together; we walk ‘up town’ …together.  We share our dreams with 
each other, hug each other, and, most importantly, we are there for each other 
through thick and thin – often for life.  As former student Garey Gan so aptly 
observed, we ‘open doors for each other’.  Being different at our school means 
having something important and worthy to add to the mosaic; a richness to 
contribute to the fabric that is Brentwood.  Difference is worn with pride at our 
school. 
 
I want a world like our school.  One thing I do know is that, upon graduation, 
each one of our students will inevitably release a bit of pressure off this world by 
adding one more adult that has empathy; a person that is ready to stand up to 
inequality, is disgusted by injustice and is empowered to effect change in the 
world.  A person who is quite simply gob-smacked that people can be judged, 
rather than celebrated, because they are ‘different’. 
 
It is this profound belief in our students that allows me to do what I do with 
unbridled optimism.  Because of the students that I see each day on our 
campus, I have hope.   I see a future for our world. 
 

      Clayton Johnston, Director of Admissions 


