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The Versazca Dam has been 
around since the 1960’s. Ever since 1995, 

when it was featured in the James Bond movie 
GoldenEye, it has been a bungee destination. When I arrived in 

Switzerland, our new teacher group stopped to see it. I vowed to jump 
before leaving Switzerland. One Sunday, I jumped in the car with Pam, 

Todd, and Sarah. We drove to the Dam. I signed up. I took my shoes off. 
I jumped. They couldn’t believe I was actually serious enough to follow 

through with my vow. And so it was! That was one of the most exciting experiences 
of my life. 220 meters down. Some kid that was watching me actually said, “Wow, I didn’t think 
he’d do it.” Most people say I am nuts. Most people say NO WAY!  I say “I’m an AmeriCAN not 

an AmeriCAN’T.” I said that to the bungee dude. 

You are Nuts! No Way! I would never!

220 Meter
 Jump 

9 SECONDS 

I didn’t lo
ok down…

until I
 was 

dropping!



Chicken and 
a Bigger 

Engine  
Once again, Todd and I took off for 
Germany together. Sarah and the 
other women were off for a girls 
weekend, so Todd and I rented a 
speedier rental car (pictured below - 
a mini-4door) and rented rooms at a 
hotel in Stuttgart. The plan:  visit the 
Porsche and Mercedes Museums, 
meet up with Family Schwarz, and 
eat a few chickens before drinking 
copious amounts of German Beer at 
Frülingsfest (Spring Festival).  

Sarah drove Todd and I downtown 
right after school. Sixt, the rental 
company, had a MiniCooper 4 door 
ready for us via reservation. Todd 
paid for the car and I reserved the 
hotel rooms in Stuttgart. Within 

minutes, Todd and I were cruising 
North with raunchy Steel Panther 
blaring in the stereo. Everything was 
in the rearview mirror for the first few 
hours. We just relaxed and shared 
the drive up. Somewhere around the 
Austrian border, I got a phone call in 
German. The Gastzimmer (hotel) in 
Stuttgart was calling because they 
were locking up and wondering 
where we were. I had to set up a 
code with them for each of our 
rooms. Once I made up a code, 
they had a key box by the door for 
us to punch in a code and vend out 
our room keys. Pretty cool if you ask 
me. Not to mention I did the whole 
thing in German. Before we hung 
up, the guy said “have a good 
evening” in English. Funny.  

Once we got to the Autobahn, we 
didn’t have many chances to open 
up the engine. It was already dark 
and we didn’t know the road. The 
best conditions for driving an 
unfamiliar car, on unfamiliar 

roads, without a speed limit, is:  

•  a s t ra ightaway st re tch of 
autobahn 

• daylight hours 

• no rain/ dry pavement 

• few cars 

Todd boosted the engine up to 
200km/hr  but only for a few km 
before slowing down. That part of 
the trip was over very quickly. We 
rolled into the hotel around 22:00 
and just crashed.  

The first stop on Saturday was the 
Porsche museum. I called Philipp 
and arranged to meet him back at 
our hotel (near his house) later in the 
afternoon. Philipp had only two 
tickets so far. His plan was to get a 
scalped ticket once we got there. It 
sounded like fine idea, as long as 
Todd had a few chickens to eat 
before he drank beer. With this plan 
in mind, Todd and I jumped into the 
mini and headed for Porsche.

Bigger Engine? Check. Chickens? Check. 

GPS to get around? Check.



Play Toten 
Hosen!  Please 

sing Toten 
Hosen for the 

Ami!  
The museum was well worth the trip. 
We spent a solid three hours looking 
at every museum item. My favorite 
was the original Porsche. It is 
basically a horse carriage without the 
horse! 

We left the museum and punched in 
the Mercedes museum into the GPS. 
We still had some time so we figured 
it prudent to see where it is and what 
the hours of operation are. Little did 

we know, there was a 

storm brewing near our hotel. We 
knew it would take a while to get 
back to the hotel, but we had 
allowed two hours because of traffic 
on a Saturday in Stuttgart. 

We got to within 7km of the hotel 
and we ran into GPS problems. The 
traffic was a parking lot. Numerous 
streets were blocked off due to 
construction. Then, as we veered off 
in the wrong direction with traffic, we 
saw a demonstration. It was a 
political demonstration of some sort. 
Tons of people were marching. 
Partially using the GPS and coming 
in from a completely different 
direction, we somehow made it back 
to the hotel. 

I didn’t have my German chip in the 
phone se we weren’t able to call 
Philipp until we got back late to the 
hotel’s wireless. Philipp was already 
at the fest waiting for us with the 

tickets!  I called Philipp 

and he gave me instructions for train 
stops and what tent to meet him at. 
(He gave me the wrong tent name.) 

Every city in the world has a different 
t icket system: Zones, t imes, 
packages for daily or hourly or 
monthly, group rates. After a short 
struggle for tickets, Todd and I were 
on our way to meet Philipp at some 
tent. Good enough! 

If you read back to the Oktoberfest 
issue of SST, I wrote about the fact 
w e w a n d e r e d a r o u n d t h e 
Oktoberfest grounds for two full 
hours without even sipping a beer. 
The only way to get a beer was in 
the beer tents - with reservations. 

Frühlingsfest is different. Within two 
seconds of entry, we had a beer in 
hand. Beer is not just sold in the 
beer tents. We quickly found Philipp 
at one of the main tents - of a 
different name. He had our tickets for 
beer, seats at a table, and chicken 

f o r To d d . M u c h l i k e 
Oktoberfest, with fewer 
people, everyone sat or 
stood on long benches. 
Everyone was singing with 
the band. Everyone was 
drinking beer. Everyone was 
smiling and singing arm in 
arm.  

I tried several times - with the 
help of many surrounding 
people screaming with me - to 
request Toten Hosen. I even got 
one of the songs chanted across 
about 10 long tables. “Korn, Bier, 
Schnapps und Wein…” but the 
band never played it. Ok. This was 
still a victory - Todd made it into his 
room without facial injuries. 

Todd, it was real. Thank you Philipp 
for being our Guide. Germany, thank 
you for your beer, festivals, and great 
beer drinking People!

LOREM 
IPSUM 

DOLOR



MORITZ AND PAULINA 

Philipp and Tini’s two kids have enough energy to match an entire 

kindergarten classroom. I’m not kidding!  Here they are at Frühlingsfest in 

Stuttgart. Todd and I spent the afternoon with Philipp and the kids, while 

Tini was working on the renovation of her mother’s house. 

It was so much fun to hang out with the kids. Philipp designated me to go 

on all of the kids rides with them, but other than the bumper cars, I re-

designated Philipp as ride Meister so I could hang out with Todd and drink 

german beers. Cheers to P and T for their wonderful kids.



“which way 

do you want 

to go today? 

Let’s go this 

way!”

The Swiss love to walk 
everywhere. A little 
Wandering is made 

simple by timed trails 
and posted signs! 



Drama and 
More Drama 
claiming  our 
time in Grade 

Four  
Yes, it is common for this grade 
level, but the drama got so intense 

this year! In general, the explosion 
happened when the parents started 
to get TOO involved. Our grade level 
team loves parent involvement and 
provided open communications with 
the parents all year, but once the 
drama of the class spilled outside of 
the school day, our parents started 
stepping in to solve the issues. This 
caused more stress than solutions. 
Parents just want what is best for 
their student, but sometimes their 
solutions come at the cost of what 
is also best for another student. As 
teachers, we commit to solving 

issues with all of our students in 
mind. After we have investigated the 
issue, included appropriate admin or 
counselors, we include the parents. 
First and foremost, we get all of the 
information possible from the 
students involved. 

This year included an extra level of 
drama with several new students. I 
know that I (and my team) did our 
absolute best to ensure one thing: 
each student should leave this year 
as a “good person”. Everything else 
was just icing on the cake.



I will miss this 
class and Rita, 
who kept it so 

clean! 
This has been my classroom 
for three homeroom years. 
Rita has been keeping it 
organized and clean for the 
entire time. Rarely was 
there a morning that she 
didn’t come in with Ozzy 
in her headphones and 
a “Bon Giorno” on her 
lips. Sarah (my co-
t e a c h e r ) a n d I 
treated Rita with 
u tmost respect 
and ensured our 
students did the 
same. Rita is 
o n e o f t h e 
h a r d e s t 
w o r k i n g 
p e o p l e a t 
TA S I S , a l o n g 
with the other 
“pe rsona l e ” - 
support workers, 
m a i n t e n a n c e , 
and kitchen staff. 
Life would be 
rea l l y d i f ficu l t 
without them. 

T h i s s u m m e r, 
Rita is underwent a complete hip 
replacement. She and I are the 
same age! Hopefully, she’ll learn 
how to use the old Mac that I gave 
her before she left us. That way she 
can keep in touch. 

It’s almost time to say goodbye to 
my homeroom students: Rafael, Titi, 
Uhuru, Jackson, Matteo, Bibo, 
Annie, Maxim, Jason, Artur, Calvin, 

and Elina. They were an awesome 
class to have for homeroom!  I wish 
all of them luck in the future. They 

will be receiving their letter to 
self for graduation 

in 2024 

t h a t 
t h e y e a c h 
wrote at the end of 
this school year. 
That is my promise 
to them. I’ll just 
have to remember 

this in 2024. (It worked for my first 
three homeroom classes.) 

Oh the memories!  Sarah, Eleonora, 
and I were a teaching team for the 
past three years. We worked really 
well as a team and were the only 
team to remain together over the 
past three years. Sarah will continue 
on for the next year. Eleonora is 
headed to 5th grade and Sarah will 
be the only American section for the 

grade level. I will be teaching in 
Saudi in 4th grade or something 
else. 

The memories will most likely be 
summed up by the following list:  
Sarah, Eleonora, Rita; Michael US, 

Charlie, Lyle; Nyman, 
J o a n , a n d 

Theresa;   iPads 
and Lighthouse;    parents 
all around; eating lunch with the 
students every school day; Tuesday 
dorm duty; Wednesday meetings 
and early dismissal; car duty 
mornings but daily putting kids in 
Maseratis or Porsches; teaching in 
the Giardino classrooms (UGGH!!) 
and taking classes to music or PE 
across the street; ringing the bell; 
proseco or wine at staff meetings 
but no beer; all the drama of grade 
04; and many more. Here’s a toast 
to grade 04 at TASIS. What a great 
set of memories!

I wish you 

nothing 

but the 

best Rita!



Expensive Cars? of course! 
When Lugano puts on a car 
show, it really puts on a car 

show.

I GUESS IT’S 

TIME TO 

SAVE SOME 

CASH FOR A 

NEW 

MCLAREN



SOMETIMES 
A LUNCH 

BAG MAKES 
A GOOD SUN 
PROTECTOR


