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Service Learning: Nat Landis
Generally, Service Learning classes are composed of two elements: community service
work and reflection. After doing community service work in places like schools and
hospitals, participants meet during classes to discuss their experiences and reflect upon
them. Ultimately, the goal of these classes is to strengthen communities by encouraging
civic engagement in its participants. These Service Learning classes are offered
throughout the world at high schools and universities alike.
However, our Service Learning class took on a different form by including the study of
various global issues like poverty, public health, and education, along with community
service work and reflection. After working at St. John’s Soup Kitchen and Children’s
Community School, we returned to class to discuss our experiences. In addition, we
wrote journal entries to further reflect. This aspect of community service and reflection
resembles the common mold for service learning classes. However, we would also use
class time to learn about global issues like the prevalence of AIDS. We also spent some
classes watching a documentary on the Lost Boys of Sudan. While the community
service work we performed exposed us to local poverty issues, the study we did in the
classroom exposed us to global poverty issues. After learning about both local and global
poverty issues, we were free to compare and relate the two. In one of our more recent
assignments, we designed our own service program with $50,000. This assignment was a
synthesis of our personal reflections, what we learned in class, and what we learned while
performing community service.
Finally, a Service Learning class is a class with no fixed curriculum. While there are facts
to be learned about significant issues, we had no set subject material. For example, we
spent days discussing education and health care. Ultimately, our class was structured
around learning about the issues that interested us most.
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Overview of Taft Service: Julie Foote
Taft was founded in 1894 upon the principle of “non ut sibi ministretur sed ut ministret,”
meaning not be served but to serve, so a commitment to community service has always
been strongly valued. Taft students have a long tradition of fulfilling the motto through a
deep loyalty to service. Students have been known to create events, collect items, and
hold sales. Unlike many high schools, Taft does not have a community service graduation
requirement. With service held so highly it is expected that students will feel that it is
their responsibility to serve the community in return for what Taft has given them.
Students participate in clubs that as a whole give back to the community monetarily.
Each fall, as an entire community, faculty and students take one day to serving the local
community. Students serve as leaders to younger kids on campus, clean parks, visit the
elderly, paint shelters, clear garbage. Focusing the entire day on service allows students
to reintegrate the motto in their minds. Last fall students and faculty participated in over
sixty activities. Moving beyond the local community, students can apply each year for
Poole grants, which grants students the funds necessary to serve the global community
over the summer. Students are able to attend thrilling countries and participate in life
changing service adventurers to fulfill Taft’s motto.
On campus, the most active group of volunteers is the Volunteer Council, led by a board
of ten students and Mrs. Frew. Members lead and participate in events the local
community. About eighty students are involved in volunteer council activities each year.
Projects range from Breast Cancer Walks to a blood drive to cookie sales to raise money
for food pantries. The Volunteer Council involves the entire community with a “Spring
Fling” dance, donating the proceeds to charity. The students on Volunteer Council do not
view community service as an unfortunate task, but rather their obligation for being
privileged enough to attend Taft.
Taft welcomed a new Service Learning course to the curriculum this year. Designed and
taught by Ms. Smith, ten students spend three days a week in class discussing Global
Issues through a lens of service, policy and humanitarian intervention. The other class
day, the students participate in one of two volunteer activities. At Children’s Community
School the Taft students work with the younger students on their homework, sports, and
the various activities at their school. At St. John’s soup kitchen the other half of the
students help serve and clean up lunch, sort supplies, and work in the food pantry that
distributes three days worth of food to the homeless twice a week.
Encompassing all of these elements, nearly every student is involved someway in helping
the world. We value the principle on which our school was founded and as a result find it
necessary to fulfill our motto. On a whole, we are active citizens.
We hope you enjoy this compilation of the Service Learning class’s thoughts and
experience from our semester of work. We are eager to share what we have learned and
hope you find this collection informative.
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Reflections:
Louise Trueheart:
In my life I have said goodbye to more people then the average 18 year old. Whether I
say it to an old school, another country, an old apartment, my dog, or my friends in
France, it is one of the most painful things to do. This Thursday, I said goodbye to Ronda
and Miss Barbara, the women who lead the Soup Kitchen at St. Johns Church by the
green in Waterbury. For me, it doesn’t matter if you are forced to serve or if you choose
to, but once you start, you can’t stop. We as a class made a commitment to the soup
kitchen by going every Thursday and performing annoying tasks like mopping and
making two hundred and fifty peanut butter and jelly sandwiches, to more rewarding
tasks like putting food into bags for the food bank. Despite that I dreaded the long drive,
complete with stale packed lunch and cold bus, and as much as I disliked the strained
atmosphere at St. John’s, I still felt great when I walked out of the church doors with a
good 2 ½ hours of community service on my back.
Service at St. John’s is about as unglamorous as service can get. I want to travel, to go to
Haiti or South Africa to see “real” poverty. As a Third Culture Kid I am better fitted to
serve abroad where my social skills can be put to better use. Yet 1/3 of Waterbury lives
below the poverty line. 1:3 children there doesn’t get enough food on a daily basis. These
people need my help as much as any African. Should the “level” of poverty prioritize
where I put in my hours of service? I think not. I learned a valuable lesson by serving at
St. John’s. Service isn’t always fun, but it is needed everywhere, from HIV infected
babies to mothers who are on the cusp of poverty in the wealthiest state of America, this
land of freedom.
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Natalie Landis:
“Did you hear what happened at the dance?!? I cannot believe it,” one of my friends
gushed at the lunch table, “He walked her back!” All around me, I hear my friends
discuss the latest gossip, yet for some reason, I cannot participate. My thoughts are
somewhere else. On Service Learning and the Invisible Children meeting we had today.
After attending morning meeting and speaking with an Invisible Children representative
during class time, I did not feel like I could go back to living in the Taft community.
During most Service Learning classes, I became immersed in the global issue of poverty.
I was so taken by one of my first eye-opening Service Learning class when we discussed
non-governmental organizations ad poverty alleviation that I found it difficult to return to
Taft life, to return to gossiping with friends, and to thinking about colleges. To return to
the Taft bubble. Even being in the dining hall after class was too much for me to bear. I
felt like I had to escape to something real where people concerned themselves with real
issues. More than anything, I did not want to return to the general ignorance of the Taft
community about world problems.
However, I had to learn to reconcile living in the Taft bubble with my desire to help those
in need in order to become a more productive member of the Taft community. At first,
this was not an easy task since I found the two extremes of visiting Waterbury and living
at Taft to be in unbearable conflict with one another. I felt uncomfortable in both places.
When I worked at St. John’s Soup Kitchen I felt guilty for having so many opportunities
and when I spent time at Taft I was almost disgusted by my peers’ ignorance of
Waterbury. I realized feeling guilty while at the soup kitchen was not productive since it
prevented me from engaging in helping. Guilt even stopped me from observing and
understanding those that went to the soup kitchen. Once I took the time to look around
the soup kitchen, I saw that people who came were young. While there were a few people
who were in their sixties, most who went to the soup kitchen appeared to be in their late
twenties. After studying those that came to the soup kitchen and learning firsthand how
the soup kitchen worked, I could inform my friends back at school what Waterbury was
really like. Even when I was just sitting outside in a parking I saw a homeless man
arrested by the police. Though I did not know the reason for his arrest, it was certainly an
experience I could discuss with my friends at Taft. By opening my eyes when visiting
Waterbury and discussing my experiences with my friends, I attempted to raise the
awareness of Taft students, even if I only affected a few.
While working in Waterbury and watching the Lost Boys of Sudan documentary in class,
I also discovered commonalities between people of completely different backgrounds.
Although learning facts and statistics about the prevalence of poverty is necessary to
understanding it more completely, it denies those that suffer from poverty a face.
Statistics and hard facts generally make poverty feel even farther from the Taft
community. However, upon visiting Waterbury, I saw small similarities between those I
worked with and my own family and friends. For example, while working at Children’s
Community School, a small girl who I had never seen before came up to me and sat on
my lap. She could have been my cousin Meghan. In addition, when I visited the soup
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kitchen, I saw a man singing to the Christmas music playing on the radio. This reminded
me of my mom singing to Christmas music in the car on the way back to Taft after
Thanksgiving break. As I continued to visit Waterbury more, I continued to see
similarities between people who grew up with completely different backgrounds, lending
to the idea of a common humanity. After acknowledging a common humanity among all
people, I began to realize that helping others could have an impact. I realized that
community service work does not have to be a patronizing act since those in need and
those attempting to help both share humanity, and therefore, are equal. With people
helping people, not those in need, I saw hope for combating poverty. All that is needed
first is awareness of poverty and determination to put an end to it.
Ollie Mittag-Lenkheym:
When I first signed up to take Service Learning this fall I did not know what to expect. I
knew that the course entailed a focused look at both community service as well as various
NGO’s and community service enterprises coupled with some actual community service,
however, I was still unsure of what was to come. After only a few minutes into my first
class of the fall I realized that this class differed greatly from any other class that I had
taken in previous years.
Unlike math, English, or history class, service learning is a class that is built purely upon
the dedication and attentiveness of each student, it is truly a class that is based on the
ideal that you get in return what you put in. The topics that are covered are rarely
concrete and always call for each student to think “outside the box.” One discussion that I
will always remember was on the very controversial writer Peter Singer. Singer was, in a
way, a type of philosopher that constantly played the devil’s advocate. Through his
writing he forced all his readers out of their comfort zones and into an area that was both
awkward and tremendously uncomfortable. Singer’s various situations caused each of us
to think both rationally and irrationally in order to come up with a valid solution. Most
often times these discussions became extremely heated as our class was packed full of
students that have very strong, differing opinions and were not afraid from sharing them.
Each Thursday the class ventured into the heart of Waterbury in order to put what we had
learned in class the previous days into action; my first day I went to St. John’s Church,
which was the site of a long running soup kitchen. At first, I have to admit, I was a little
nervous and hesitant as I thought that I would be judged as well as heavily resented for
wearing nice clothes and having expensive shoes; however, I could not have been more
wrong. From the moment that I arrived in the courtyard of St. John’s I was welcomed
with smiling faces and waves from the majority of the people; an experience that was
truly heartwarming. Although I had a great experience that first Thursday at St. John’s, I
was given the opportunity to go to the Children’s Community School, a private school
located just a few blocks away from St. John’s Church. From the moment I walked
through the school doors and saw all of the young children smiling, laughing, and
running around I knew that I was going to have a lot of fun and become attached to the
children.
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After making our name tags the class was split up into groups of two and was assigned a
specific job. Luckily, Barry and I were assigned the very challenging, yet often times the
most rewarding job of recess. We quickly jumped to the task and assembled a reasonably
successful game of “Red Light, Green Light.” The few minutes following recess was
what made my experience at CCS worth every moment. After walking back into the
classroom from outside I was given a note from one of the very jovial looking girls
named Sierra. As I opened the note I saw a very detailed portrait and under was written
the short sentence, “Ollie, you are my true love…will you marry me?” Even though I was
ridiculed endlessly for this little encounter it was something that touched me and made
me, for the first time, feel the joy that comes through service; I also came to the
conclusion that my fellow classmates were just jealous as well.
Over the past three months I can honestly say that Service Learning has developed into
my favorite class. Each day I look forward to the riveting discussions as well as the fun
that is so present in class. Not only has Service Learning taught me a great deal about the
industry and business of community service but it also taught me that each person can
contribute to community service no matter how large or small their impact may actually
be. The joy that I received from seeing the CCS children’s faces light up each time they
saw the red bus pull into their school parking lot was truly priceless and something that
will stick with me for a very long time. Ever since taking Service Learning, I not only
find myself eager to embark upon various community service opportunities but I find that
my entire outlook upon service has changed radically, something that never would have
happened had I not elected to take the class.
Barry Clarke:
Embarking on this new adventure of community service at Taft, Service Learning has
been an amazing, intriguing, and life-changing experience – one that reinforced service in
this community, heightened my view of existing global and local issues, and created a
deeper passion for community service.
I started at the St. John's Church where I helped organize and package canned foods,
juices, cereals, and other edible items that aided many families, however, not all the
families in need. I also helped the workers there clean the kitchen, the courtyard, and
cafeteria. I enjoyed my time there. I was fortunate enough to be able to converse with a
few of the members of the church, one who told me to be careful with what I say to
people there, such as saying happy mothers or fathers day, because it might emotionally,
physically, or spiritually scar some of these people's lives. While at St. John's, I wish that
I had more encounters like this as well as more opportunities to develop relationships
with the people who go there.
Broadening my community service horizons, the Children's Community School was an
entirely different experience. At Children's Community School, I was able to interact
with children that ranged from grades kindergarten to fifth grade. Initially, we attempted
to record the stories of the students through interviews which conveyed their ethnic
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background, siblings, and the impact Children's Community School has had on their
lives. Simply put, these kids were amazing. I felt that I truly did not have enough time to
actually get to know them well. However, on the last day, I bonded with the children
more than I ever had before on previous visits. On this particular visit, I got the
opportunity to play basketball with them, in a game where it was all of them versus me.
This game not only illustrated the fun I had with the kids, but the fun they had at the
Children's Community School made evident through their similes, giggles, and
teamwork. Although we couldn't finish the game due to an unexpected rain shower, it
was fun while it lasted, and will truly miss being with them.
In Service Learning class, we analyze, brain-storm potential ideas, and observe issues
pertinent to the world, both in Waterbury and beyond. We studied philosophers and
academics such as Peter Singer, Jamaica Kincaid, Ivan Illich, and Stanley Cohen. These
people helped me to further comprehend the full recipe of existing issues by offering their
opinions and views, thus creating lens through which I can analyze the situation
differently, and furthermore, accurately.
I have enjoyed this opportunity of being one of the ten pioneers of this class. I have
learned a significant amount of information – information that will allow me to further
commit myself to serving the community as well as understand the importance of it.
Thank you Ms. Smith for giving me this opportunity.
Julie Foote:
I have found no real way to define service. Despite taking this course about learning how
to serve, I still have yet to find a way to accurately identify what it means. I have realized
that there are too many ways to serve to put them all into a single definition. Throughout
the class I have learned the different ways. From our initial discussions about Mountains
Beyond Mountains I immediately realized that every person can contribute their personal
strengths to a greater good. I know how to maximize my strengths and minimize my
flaws to ensure that I give as much of me as possible. Giving amounts not only to
monetary donations, but physical help. Everyone can contribute something we first need
to concentrate our effort and discover how to give the most we can.
We have also come to realize that “the road to hell is paved with good intentions.”
Initially, this statement confused me, but the authors that we read made it clear that
sometimes we do more harm than good with our intentions. Jamaica Kincaid makes it
clear that being a tourist does not help a country in the ways we think. The small
economic help we bring does not surpass the negative impact we bring. Channeling our
efforts into worthwhile causes is the most important part of serving that I have learned.
Unlike most members of the class I remained faithful to St. John’s soup kitchen each
Thursday and never attended CCS. With that commitment I was able to engage myself
with the people who worked their and the people they helped. I came to know and
appreciate all they did. While the actually serving lunch seemed relatively effortless,
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upon closer examination one could see how difficult this is. Where did the food come
from? How were the mass amounts prepared in the small kitchen? What if no volunteer
was there to serve it? How do you ration the amount each person can have? As the
questions mounted in my head I came to understand how deep a commitment a place like
St. John’s has to helping others. They are only able to make a small dent in feeding the
homeless, yet without their efforts many people would not eat. Eating lunch is something
I often take for granted. It is always put in front of me, and I never doubt that it will be
there. For the people that go to the St. John’s must rely that they have received a donation
of food, that someone was there to prepare it, and that it is not all gone when they get
there.
The problems that St. John’s faces seem miniscule compared to the topics we discuss in
class. From countries plagued by civil war to the AIDS epidemic in Africa seem to need
our attention so much more than the St. John’s, but in reality we cannot solve the
problems of Africa or even the city of Waterbury on our own. That has been the most
difficult concept to grasp: how limited we are. The solutions seem to be right in front of
us, yet still so far beyond our realm of capability.
The ten of us are informed citizens now on the issues that face our world, but we are only
ten people. While I truly believe our generation is gradually moving in the right direction,
the problems we face are daunting. I have evolved to understand that now, as an informed
young person, it is my job to educate my peers on these issues. I cannot ignore the
problems we face and assume that someone else will solve them. If everyone assumed
someone else would solve a problem, the problem would grow beyond our control.
Before class I never appreciated how important it is to take the initiative. It only takes
one person to start a movement. Knowing the problem is the first step toward serving,
and I believe that in class we have learned the problem and are ready to find our way to
help.
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Jess Chiulli:
When I first looked at my course schedule in the fall, I did not recognize a single class
that would heighten my interest or really excite me. However, it took only one class and
one night’s homework to transform Service Learning into a class that I truly looked
forward to everyday. Each night, I was able to escape the standard English reading
homework by Willa Cather and read something by an unknown journalist who had just
interviewed a woman in Sudan, a well-known philosopher who likes to tug at peoples
heartstrings, or a provocative author who thrives on pushing the status quo and pointing
out the imperfections in society. It was by doing these everyday readings that my
awareness of my own surroundings and role in society became ever more keen and full of
direction.
The summer before my junior year my two best friends and I went to a rural, desert town
in Chihuahua, Mexico. In retrospect, I don’t know what we expected three privileged
teenage girls to do, but we went with Habitat for Humanity on a directed mission to help
two families build houses for 10 days. The trip had originally appealed to us because it
was described as a build that was in a beach community where there was an ocean breeze
and free time each day. We thought it would be the perfect start to a summer after a
challenging year; to help someone while helping ourselves.
However, the first morning we woke up at 6am to be driven in the back of a rickety-old
pick up to a building site in literally the middle of nowhere. We passed more cars than
people, we did not travel on real roads, and I found enough red sand in my hair and shoes
to start my own sandbox. I was miserable. Not only was the location enough to make a
suburban girl crave civilization and signs of city, but I was also performing backbreaking
labor each day. If a house in a America needs a foundation, they can call someone like
my father who owns his own building company and he provides machines and a group of
trained workers to dig a foundation. In Mexico, the foundation was dug with a shovel that
we would use to clear our walkways of snow and the rock was chipped away by an
average garden pick and hoe. I woke up each day sore and baffled. When I returned
home, I had never been so grateful to not have to drink bottled water and to enjoy the
benefits of indoor plumbing.
On the first day of Service Learning, the class began with discussing our previous
experience in community service. I immediately felt like I was prepared for the class
because I had completed the Habitat for Humanity build. It did not matter that I hated it
and not realized that I did not have much an effect. After going around the room I took
some sort of sick pride in having a lot of community service to “list” off. It was then after
we got further into the class and did more readings that I began to reevaluate myself in
regards to service. I read about women who needed a pain killer as common as morphine
to allow them a respectable and painless death or women who were starving to death
because of no one would buy their produce because of the terrible stigma associated with
AIDS. I immediately found myself back in my seat on the first day and pondered what
type of service I could do that would actually make a difference. Perhaps instead of trying
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to be the stoic hero, I should have seen if there was a way I could raise money to donate
to Habitat for Humanity to buy them proper tools to use or to see if my father could find a
way to send a piece of equipment and build numerous foundations in one week.
I can honestly say the most enjoyable and enlightening community service I have done is
volunteering at the Children’s Community School through Service Learning. I did not
have to donate my body by digging foundations or donate money; I literally just had to
give up three hours a week in order to gain a higher appreciation and understanding of
service. When I returned home from Mexico I was only appreciative of plumbing and
water, through CCS I found a reoccurring satisfaction each time I saw a child that
recognized me from the week before and smiled at me or extended their hand to interlock
with mine. Service Learning turned into a class I looked forward to each day because it
opened my eyes to the little things I could do to make a big difference and find a constant
satisfaction in a simple, universal smile.

Kathy Demmon:
This semester has been one of the greatest during my 3-year Taft career, mainly due to
this class - Service Learning. This small class of ten, eleven including Miss Annabel,
grew together through the duration of the term, and shared many memories. From
running to grab cookies and tea to fuel us for class, to making fun of our adopted
classmate, I thoroughly enjoyed my time in this class, even if it did run into both lunch
blocks. Though I will always remember eating two lunches each day and each member of
serve learn, this class highly impacted my thought process, philosophies and life.
Often times community service is looked upon as something a person should do to make
themselves feel good, rather than caring about the person they help, or how they could
better impact this group or person. Of course the person performing the service wishes
the person in need well, but their primary intention, if not forced to do service, is to make
oneself feel good during and after the service preformed, and as though he or she has
made an impact on someone’s life.
But do the intentions someone holds in their heart going into service matter? Isn’t it good
enough that they are doing service in the first place, and the people in need are being
helped? Of course any service would contribute to help, if one’s heart is not in it, then
their work might cause more harm than good. For example, if one is doing service for this
reason and they decide to make a road for the towns people to walk on, they could be
covering land that was a place to produce food, or a place where on would have lived.
These are the tough questions we faced daily in class, and debated. Through passages
from newspapers and books, we looked deep into how each person can benefit others,
where help is needed.
Waterbury is a large city with a lot of poverty – one of the most impoverished cities in
Connecticut. Annabel chose two different locations for us to visit every Thursday: The
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Waterbury food bank, and Children’s Community School. At each, we volunteered our
time and asked the directors what we could do to help, instead of doing what we thought
was needed. The day I went to St. John’s food bank, I helped make sandwiches, and
moved around tables and chairs for an early Thanksgiving meal that was happening that
night. When I went to Children’s Community School I would often help with the
children, obtaining the chance to interact with them; however, I often had to do small
handy-work such as cleaning windows. Though both places were completely different,
they opened my eyes to the ways in which different people live, and how I could help
people live a better life, either by giving them food, or the attention they do not get at
home.
When I first started this class, I would often think, “What is my purpose here? Am I
actually helping the people I spend my time with?” It is hard to fathom that 1-hour, even
3 hours of service can help people, but a variety of contributions is what keeps
organizations running. Organizations need large contributors to help get them going, and
once that has happened, all the small contributions, either of time or money, help keep it
alive and helping people. Though you may not feel satisfied with doing one hour of work,
it is hard to realize how talking to someone, or even smiling at someone makes them feel
accepted- proving it is not how you feel after service that matters, but the ways in which
you help other people.
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Luther Masanto:
Service Learning is an unbelievable experience caused by the joining of the intelligent
minds of a prestigious environment, such as The Taft School, in Watertown, Connecticut,
with the hearts of caring and determined volunteer workers. The last element of this
phenomenon is a knowledgeable and clever teacher with a lot of initiative, usually a
comical, but informative foreign woman, in this case, named Ms. Smith. All of these
parts came together this semester to learn more about themselves and the purpose of
community and global service.
Aptly named Service Learning, the class consisted of students from all types of
backgrounds and different personalities. As a class, we began to know each other well,
eating together in the room and constantly working together in school. We also drove to a
community school nearby and soup kitchen to help out in the town of Waterbury,
Connecticut. Finding a driver however, was usually difficult.
One particular day, looking for a driver to get us there was extremely hard, and we got
off to a late start. I was a part of the soup kitchen crew, so we did as much as we could do
in as little time. My group and I made hundreds of sandwiches for the staff at the kitchen
and did some cleaning around the eating area. As we exited and waited outside for the
bus, we became worried. The person to drive us back did not seem to know what was
going on, and it took a while for him to show up. I had no problem with this, because I
knew I had one of the hardest sports practices of the year approaching, and missing some
of it did not seem like a bad idea at the time. About 40 minutes later, the driver came, but
we couldn’t fathom that it was him, because he came in a car, and for 12 people including
the teacher and driver himself, we needed a bus. We carelessly overlooked the car, until a
familiar teacher came out to pick us up. We entered the car fearing the worst.
As the timid car pulled up to the community school from the soup kitchen, the other
students faces were a sight to see, but even more priceless was the expression on Ms.
Smith’s face. She knew something could go wrong, but she wasn’t expecting everything
to go wrong. Not only were we late for practices, but we had to figure out how we were
going to fit all of the students into the car. Squeezing in, we found a way, because with
the type of class we were in, problem solving became our strong point. Driving quickly
but carefully to campus, we all made jokes and laughed at awkward positions taken to fit
into the car. Most importantly, we all made it to school safely and surprisingly made it
close to being on time to practices.
One of my favorite experiences to reflect on, this was not my only fun time during the
Service Learning class. From various moments in class, to moments in the community
service time, this class is a lasting memory in itself. We’ve had guest speakers, tackled
heart-breaking stories, and contemplated life as a whole. There is always something new
to look forward to, and I hope to visit some of the classes after ours, the first Service
Learning group at Taft.
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Children’s Community School: Ollie Mittag and Matt Herskovitz
If you were to glance at the rather plain looking brick building complete with dusty
windows and rusted fencing surrounding the perimeter you would most likely be left with
a certain feeling of guilt and sympathy for the children that have the unfortunate luck of
attending such a place. However, upon further analysis you would see that Children’s
Community School is quite the contrary. Children’s Community School, founded in
1969, has been an establishment dedicated solely to the betterment of their students. CCS
was started nearly forty years ago with the goal of offering educational services to
children from economically, socially and environmentally disadvantaged homes, which
are in dire need of extra educational support.
Contrary to what many believe, CCS is actually a private school gathering all of its
funding from, as one teacher said, tongue in cheek, “any means possible; we cheat, steal,
borrow, and beg; really anything that gets the job done.” CCS is a school that not only
provides children with an education paramount to any received at a normal public school
but it also serves as a safe haven; delivering the children from the terrors and troubles of
the street and placing them into an environment filled with encouragement, love, and
safety.
Many might wonder why CCS is considered a private school when every student is on a
part of full scholarship. As one teacher said, “the reason that CCS is considered a private
school is not only because we receive no aid from the government or the city of
Waterbury but we also like to give the children the satisfaction and pride of saying that
they go to a private school. In a world that has been so unfair to them, knowing that they
are going to a private school gives them something to boast about. It just simply makes
them happy.”
As Matt and I learned this idea of giving the children something to be proud of was the
foundation from which CCS was built upon. Every single student enrolled at CCS is
below or around the poverty line; their lives are, at best, tough. However, being able to
wake up each morning and put on their CCS uniform, with name adorned on the left
breast, fills these children’s hearts with joy and happiness as they realize, whether it
shows or not, that they are privileged to attend such a wonderful school as CCS.
Matt and I interviewed one teacher, who requested that her name remain anonymous,
who said that “CCS is a wonderful place, full of opportunity and chance.” As time went
by and the conversation continued Matt and I truly learned about the captivating magic
that has so enthralled anyone who is lucky enough to be part of CCS. One of the main
questions in our interview was to ask what, if anything, had attracted the teachers to come
to CCS. The woman we interviewed said that she had always been in administrative
work, she had previously worked as a secretary, however, once her husband contracted
Parkinson’s disease she was forced to stay at home and tend to him. As time lagged on
and her husband failed to recover she realized that it was time for her to get a job. She
had gotten word that there was an opening at CCS and she applied with the thought of
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only staying around two years, just long enough for her to get her and her husband back
on their feet; little did she know that she would actually continue to work at CCS for the
better part of two decades.
Not only does CCS prepare students for the rigorous academic challenges that lie ahead
of each student but CCS also helps in the placement of students. Although CCS only goes
up through fifth grade, the faculty is very instrumental in deciding where each child
should go to school after their time at CCS has been completed. Although many of the
CCS alumnus matriculate to the local Waterbury public schools, there are a plethora of
cases in which CCS has been able to award a specific student a scholarship, thereby
giving them the opportunity to attend a private middle and eventually private high school.
Once the children graduate from the friendly confines of CCS they are periodically
checked up on to insure that they are staying out of trouble and continuing to forge the
path to success.
Children’s Community School is a truly wonderful place as it not only brings
underprivileged children off the streets and into the classroom but it also gives these
children that have basically nothing something to be happy about and something to look
forward to. CCS also inspires and motivates their students to want to succeed and to want
to lead successful, wealthy lives, void of any poverty or hardships. Although CCS is only
a school that runs from kindergarten through fifth grade, it is a school that provides each
one of its students the necessary tools required to sculpt a life filled with accomplishment
and self-contentment.
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St. Johns Soup Kitchen: Luther Masanto
In the heart of Waterbury, Connecticut, there is a soup kitchen by the name of St. John’s.
Some people would find it strange to call it the heart, but many who know it well
understand its importance. It is the heart of Waterbury, not because of its commonplace
splendor, dusty basement, or volunteer workers. It is the heart because of the familiarity
that people feel when they step inside, reassured that they will be able to eat today;
because of the various and abundant food items that are given to families from that dusty
basement; and because of the care taken by the workers who dedicate their hours to the
cause.
These elements make the soup kitchen a home to people all over Waterbury, and they
come daily for that same feeling of assurance and happiness. As part of a class, a few of
us went to this kitchen only once a week, and the place was always packed with people.
The kitchen is open many more days than just the Thursdays we could help out, but in
one day a week, our perspective on community service heightened to new levels.
We became more aware of the need for a simple soup kitchen in a random area of a city
in Connecticut or anywhere else for that matter. St. John’s left us with valuable
memories, some miniscule and some major, ranging from making over 300 sandwiches,
to figuring out what to pack in a food bag for a family of 4 or more. Seeing the faces of
those who came week after week, we realized the dependency of the soup kitchen, as
well as the convenience. The workers constantly told us stories of how certain days
would go, some bad, but some good, and no matter what, they were all there each time
we went. This building, often overlooked if not viewed carefully, holds a lot of
sentimental value to many Waterbury residents, and to a class of volunteers that are now
inspired to serve communities locally and around the world.
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Critical Impact Analysis : Jess Chiulli and Jo Kirby
Needs Overlap Analysis

There are three types of Critical Impact Analysis that we have discussed in class. We
decided our experiences are most applicable to the Needs Overlap Analysis. In the Venn
diagram above each circle represents a different factor in the service we performed over
the past 3 months: the volunteers, the administration of the organizations, and the
children or the homeless.
In service it is easy for the volunteers to focus simply upon their own needs, and ignore
the truly necessary tasks that may be less glamorous. Before we had gone to Children’s
Community School, our class anticipated spending time with students, and helping out in
classrooms. However, upon our arrival, we soon realized that Children’s Community
School needed our support in different areas. Whether peeling paint off of windows,
answering phones, or painting a cabinet, our service learning class was willing to
undertake any task that was asked of us.
Similarly, at St. John’s, we were disappointed to discover that we in fact would not
interact with the homeless, as their meal times were over by the time we arrived. Being
short staffed, St. John’s put us to work mopping floors, making hundreds of sandwiches,
and filling bags with food from the food bank. The good service learning students that
17

we were, we sucked it up, took up our mops and bags of pastrami with pride, and
executed our tasks without complaint.
As we look back on the past couple months, and try to apply them to a needs overlap
analysis we discover that we did a great job, and obtained great results. Before we
ventured to Children’s Community School, Dr. Barbra came to Taft to talk to us directly
about the students that attend Children’s Community School, and both the school’s and
the students’ needs. When we finally went over there, we understood our obligations as
volunteers. Our success was due to our previous discussions about service; we knew that
it wasn’t always glamorous, and that many times the most influential contributors go
unappreciated and unnoticed. We can confidently say that our experience would not have
been as rewarding had our views on service not been shifted. Had our Thursday
afternoons been idealistic experiences, we would not have learned to appreciate the full
spectrum of community service. In the words of The Beatles: “In the end, the love you
take is equal to the love you make.”

Data: Louise Trueheart
1. In a typical month at Taft, how many hours of service did you complete?
Mean: 1.991453
Median: 2

50%
45%

Percent of Students

40%
35%
30%
25%
20%
15%
10%
5%
0%
0 hours

1-3 hours

4-7 hours

8-11 hours

12 or more

Hours per Month
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2. Should a Service course be a graduation requirement?
No: 45%
Yes: 55%

Q3

none
7%
1 csd
15%
3csd
46%

2 csd
32%

3. What category of service would you want to be a bigger part of? N=1
10

Q7

7
7
SOPHMOR
E
international
national
local

National
20% 9
3
9

International
50%

Local
30%
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Head, Heart and HANDS!!!

Thanks to everyone at Children’s Community School and St John’s
Soup Kitchen, Waterbury CT
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