Zach Leighton

3/28/08

Newington Public School:  In Retrospect

Hello, my name is Zach Leighton.  Just prior to my kindergarten year my family and I moved to the small town of Newington, NH, actually to be technically correct, the small Village of Newington.  It’s cool to say that I grew up in a village.  I’m glad of it, that’s for sure!  

I can remember my kindergarten class to be a giant army of five kids.  But trust me, we kept the teacher as busy as possible.  As the years went on the five of us grew closer and closer.  We picked up several other kids on the trip, and by sixth grade we had a grade size of eight.  We all received personal attention from every teacher, and I became accustom to also give it to others.  


Before we graduated we were asked to write a few of our most memorable times from NPS.  Although I seem to have misplaced my paper I remember several of them quite clearly.  My first and less honorable response was my first run in with the “bad side” of Mr. Michaels, our awesome principle.  I say bad side in quotes because for the five years that I was taught under his rule, I couldn’t seem to find one.  Anyways, it was just before snack-recess and I had gone over to the water fountain.  Leaning down I could see in my peripheral vision that someone was standing behind me.  I was sure it was one of my good friends, Chris, or Josh, or even Colby, so I stepped sideways and as gentlemen said, “ladies first.” But it wasn’t any of them.  Standing behind me was Mr. Michaels.  I stood there like a deer in the headlights.  I’ll end this story right there…


My next memory was that of the Civil War Encampment.  In sixth grade, what seemed like a good portion of the year was dedicated to learning about Civil War.  We had the class split up into sides, and each person had their own rank.  During recess we practiced marching, and during class we learned what they wore, and why they fought.  When we had become Civil War experts our class had an encampment with our parents on the school grounds.  We showed off our knowledge to the parents by reenacting (on a small scale) a single battle.  I believe we did Picketts Charge.  So we finished our rendition and our teacher Ms. Lodge asked us to do it one more time, because as she said “The parents didn’t get enough pictures,” or something like that?  Anyways, we believed her, and part way through we were surprise attacked by the parents with water balloons. A balloon splattered on me thrown by my dad, Chris’s dad, Colby’s mom, Danielle’s dad, etc. etc…  Bottom line is… that just doesn’t happen at any other elementary school.  How lucky we’re all were. 

At the end of sixth grade the eight of us graduated, with an impeccable 100% graduation rate.  From the small elementary school our class of eight moved into a comparatively larger Middle School.  In this school I knew some of the kids from sports, and I was eager to meet the rest of them.  I found myself very comfortable around other student as well as adults.  Now in high school, I continue to give personal attention to my peers and am thankful for every year that I spent in the wonderful little Newington Public School.

