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Principal	Frank	Scotto	

c.2007	Bioswale	built	in

teachers'	parking	lot.	

c.2008	Pool	closed	due	to

leakage.	No	money	for

repairs.	

2010-2011	MLC	Principal

Pam	Shelly	(one-year

interim)	

2011-2015	MLC	Principal

Macarre	Traynham	

Field	Trips	and	School

Outings	

•	Forest	Park	

•	Bridge	Walk	on	all

Portland	bridges

•	Friday	Focus	

2013	Foundation	of	high

school	student	government

by	MLC	Students	

2015-2017	MLC	Principal

Pam	Joyner	

2017-present	MLC

Principal	Alexa	Pearson	

-Original	timeline	created

by	Adam	Reitzes	and

expanded	by	Chris	Paynter

The	MLC

Timeline

1966	Discussions	begin

around	creating	a	new

alternative	school.	Vision

developed	of	a	very

small,	one-room,	mixed-

ages	program	with	a

'country	school'

atmosphere.	

Program	proposed	to	be

housed	at	OMSI	(then	in

Washington	Park).	When

OMSI	proposal	did	not

proceed,	PPS	approached

with	the	idea.	PPS

accepted,	but	expanded

program	to	five	rooms.	

1968	The	Metropolitan

Learning	Center	opens

as	a	public	alternative

school,	with	150

students,	five	teachers

and	five	rooms	on	the

first	floor	of	the	Couch

School.					

1968-1976		First	MLC

Principal	is	Amasa

Gilman	(already

Principal	of	Couch

School).				

"The	MLC	is	a	human

institution	that	strives	to

accommodate	the	needs

of	individuals	and	still

function	within	the

structure	of	a	learning

system	that	has	needs

that	also	must	be	met."	

-Amasa	description	of

MLC,	1973	

1970	Egg	Drop	tradition

started.	Originally	a

project	in	Emil

Abramovic's	Inventors

Workshop	class.			

1972-2002	Project	Week

begins.	In	place	through

about	2002.	

1972-2002	Base	Station

begins.	In	place	through

2002.		Base	station	was	a

mixed-grade	home	room

environment	(K-12)

embracing	the	values

family,	security	and

belonging.	

Field	Trips	and	School

Outings	

•	Malheur	Field	Station	

•	Camp	Tamarack	

•	Sasquatch	Hunt	

•	San	Juan	Islands	

1973	Popular	play	space

for	MLC	students,	the

Captain	Brown	House

(moved	to	Couch	Park	in

1970s)	torn	down	

1973"Basic	Skills"	classes

added.	

1974-1976	Couch	School

program	closed,	some

students	merged	into	MLC.

MLC	population	rose	to

about	300.	MLC	now	takes

up	the	entire	building.				

1973-1975	Play	structure

designed	by	students	and	a

collaborating	architect.

Peaked	roof	(cupola)	made

to	mirror	William	Temple

House	across	the	street.

Structure	designed	by	kids

to	replicate	the	Captain

Brown	House.				

1974-1975	Year	Round

School	at	MLC	-	one	of

seven	PPS	schools	to	try

this	during	that	year.

MLC	population

increased	as	the	large

wait	list	was	entirely

accepted,	to	fill	five

tracks	(only	four	tracks

attended	at	one	time)

totaling	550	students.

(Population	later	dropped

down	to	~400,	then

slowly	rose	to	440.).	This

program	only	lasted	one

year.	

1976-1979	MLC	Principal

Dick	Wheatley	

1976	Kindergarten	room

added.	

1976	Parks	&	Rec	takes

of	administration	of

playground.	

1976-1979	School	day

becomes	more

structured.	Academics	in

the	morning,	electives	in

the	afternoon.				

1976	'Spider'	sculpture

installed	in	Couch	Park

(artist:	David	Cotter).	

1979-1984	MLC	Principal

"Cloudy"	(Clarence)

Beyer	

1979	New	school	library

developed	-	at	first	by

combining	two	of	three

existing	classrooms	on

the	north	side	of	the

main	floor	-	later

expanded	into	the	third

room	on	that	wall.			

1982-present	Solstice

Celebration	started	by

Margie	Holland	

1984-1991	MLC	Principal

Mike	Harris	

Field	Trips	and	School

Outings

•	Belles	Artes	in	San

Miguel	de	Allenda,	Mexico

•	Rajneeshpuram.	Wasco

County,	Oregon.	

•	Trip	to	Canada	with

Betty	and	April	

1984	Most	of	the	plywood

'fort'	siding	on	the	play

structure	is	taken	down.

The	community	fights	for

the	cupola	to	stay.	

c.1985-	present	KCLC

established	as	an	on-site

non-profit	childcare

program.	

c.1985-present	1x8

Elective	Program.

Developed	by	Ruth

Frankel.	

1991-1993	MLC	Principal

Pat	Burk	

1990s-present	Buddy

Reading	Older	students

were	paired	with	younger

students	to	help	with

reading	skills.	The	first

trial	paired		6th	graders

with	1st	and	2nd	graders.

The	practice	continues	to

this	day.	

1993-1994	MLC	Principal

Eugene	Valjean	

1994-1997	MLC	Principal

Ed	Bettencourt

c.1995	Base	Station	Ends.

The	exact	date	is

disputed,	with	some	notes

showing	it	continued

through	the	early	2000s.	

Field	Trips	and	School

Outings	

•	Students	take	a	field	trip

to	meet	Bill	Clinton	and

Al	Gore	in	Pioneer

Courthouse	Square.

•	All	School	Corn	Roast	&

Ice	Slide	

1997-2002	MLC

Principal	Pam	Shelly	

1999	MLC	adopts	ELOB

(Expeditionary	Learning/

Outward	Bound)

educational	model,	after

an	entire	year	of	teacher

and	parent	buy-in	-	85%

of	teachers	had	to

approve.	Costs	for

participation	covered	by

grant	developed	by

Principal	Shelly.	

1997-2002	MLC

Principal	Greg	Wollek	

c.2002	Auditorium

Redone.	Old	fixed-

position	seats	were	torn

out	and	the	floor	was

carpeted.	

c.2002	Project	Week	and

Base	Station	end.	

c.2000	MLC	Character

Traits—Compassion,

Courage,	Self-Discipline,

Integrity,	Respect—

developed	as	part	of

ELOB:	Expeditionary

Learning	Outward

Bound.	

c.2002	MLC	no	longer

part	of	ELOB	-	grant

money	ran	out,	and

program	was	too	costly

to	continue	formal

participation.	The	model,

values,	and	professional

development	for	teachers

continue	to	influence

MLC	for	some	time.	

2005-2006	MLC

Principal	Pam	Shelly	

2006-2010	MLC
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	A	note	from	Alexa:
It	is	an	honor	to	be	writing	the	opening
introduction	to	the	MLC	50	magazine.	I
have	been	an	educator	for	more	than
twenty	years,	and	I	can	honestly	say	MLC	is
not	like	any	other	school	I’ve	known.
Although	I	am	starting	only	my	second	year
as	principal	of	MLC,	I	am	deeply	aware	of
the	roots	that	run	through	this	program.
Before	the	planning	of	the	50th	event,	I
could	already	see	the	history	in	the	artwork
covering	the	walls,	the	stories	I	heard
whenever	I	told	anyone	I	was	the	principal
at	MLC,	and	the	mysterious	wooden	cats
that	watch	over	all	of	our	classrooms.	

Yet,	it	was	fortuitous	that	the	50th	year
anniversary	planning	coincided	with	my	first
year	of	being	principal	because	it	gave	me
the	opportunity	to	learn	even	more	about
MLC’s	rich	history.	About	midway	through
last	year,	Alisa	Welch	put	together	a
bulletin	board	outside	the	library	with	black
and	white	photographs	from	the	starting
years	of	MLC	including	photos	of	the
founders	and	a	letter	from	Amasa	Gilman,
the	first	MLC	principal.	As	I	walked	the	halls
last	year,	I	found	myself	pausing	to	gaze	at
photos	of	smiling	children	and	to	reread
Amasa’s	letter.	In	the	photos,	the	youngest
children	were	together	with	the	older
children,	while	in	our	present-day	hallways
our	current	kindergarteners	huddled	next
to	their	older	reading	buddies.	It	made	me
smile	because	the	intention	of	cross-age
learning	that	was	set	50	years	ago	by	the
founders	was	still	thriving	at	MLC	today.
	
A	few	weeks	ago,	our	staff	kicked	off	our
school	year	by	engaging	in	an	activity	led

by	one	of	our	longtime	staff	members,
Susan	Beaird.	In	MLC’s	experiential
learning	tradition,	we	did	not	simply	listen
to	a	lecture	or	watch	a	video	about	MLC’s
history.	Instead,	we	collaborated	in	teams
and	examined	artifacts	from	the	five
decades	of	MLC.	Looking	at	the
photographs,	drawings,	student	writings,
staff	letters,	yearbooks,	and	newspaper
articles,	we	drew	connections	between
each	of	the	decades	and	our	vision	of	MLC
today.	We	set	our	intentions	for	the
2018-2019	school	year	to	continue	to	build
on	what	was	started	in	1968:	honoring
student	identity	and	student	voice,
designing	cross-age	learning	opportunities,
designing	authentic	learning	through
experiences	and	projects,	utilizing
community	resources	and	the	outdoors,
and	engaging	in	service	and	social	justice.		
	
Fifty	years	ago,	Emil	Abramovic	and
Abraham	Bialostosky,	along	with
passionate	and	dedicated	teachers	and
parents	planted	the	seeds	of	what	would
eventually	blossom	into	our	current	version
of	MLC.	They	had	a	vision	of	a	school
where	students	would	learn	from	one
another	and	from	their	community.
Through	the	years,	there	have	been	many
gardeners:	children,	parents,	teachers,
support	staff,	administrators,	and
community	members.	Although	we	have
weeded	and	pruned	as	needed	to	honor
the	changing	educational	landscape	and
political	climate,	the	core	roots	of	MLC	run
deep	and	continue	to	nurture	us.	
	
Alexa	Pearson,	Ed.D.
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“It	would	seem	to	me	that	in	this	age	of
increasing	political	and	urban	unrest	we	need
young	people	who	have	had	experience	in

thinking	through	to	logical	conclusions,	who
can	be	freer	of	standardized	knowledge	and

prejudices	and	who	can	establish	values	and

goals	of	some	substance	for	themselves.	

The	Metropolitan	Learning	Center	is	in	my

estimation	an	attempt	to	set	up	this	type	of

learning	environment	for	children.”	

Teacher	Ann	Ransmeier	in	a	letter	of	support	for	the
establishment	of	MLC,	December	13,	1967
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MLC	50th	Anniversary	Magazine	created	and
edited	by:

Alisa	Welch	and	Sam	Lowry

The	MLC	50th	Anniversary	celebration	could
not	have	happened	without	the	help	of	the
following:

Lisa	Abramovic,	Carl	Abramovic,	Chris	Paynter,
Veronica	Duczek,	Brynn	Avery,	Kalin	Parsons,
Abby	Cowlishaw,	Tanya	March,	Angie	Garcia,
Kristi	Jo	Lewis,	Elise	Eden,	Amber	Brunner,
Amanda	Triplett,	David	Carmack	Lewis,	Cel
Jarvis,	and	Theresa	Kohlhoff.

Special	thanks	to:	Kathleen	Frutiger,	Bill	Tandy,
Pat	Baum,	Adam	Reitzes,	Mary	Milestone,	Alexa
Pearson,	Margarita	Wilson,	Susan	Beaird,	Ned
Hascall,	Ruth	Frankel,	Avril	Munro,	Sen.	Lew
Frederick,	Pam	Shelly,	Lee	Gordon,	Robin
Mayther,	Jack	Paulson,	Chris	Snyderbrown,	Julie
and	John	Walrod,	and	Joelle	Graff.

TO	THE	AMAZING	STUDENTS	OF	MLC	PAST
AND	PRESENT:	Without	you,	MLC	would	not
exist.	We	dedicate	this	magazine	to	you.

TO	THE	STAFF	of	MLC	PAST	AND	PRESENT:
We	thank	you	for	everything	you	do	for	our	kids
and	community.	We	love	you!	

The	MLC	50th	Anniversary	is	sponsored	by	the
MLC	PTSA,	MLCPTSA.org	and	the	MLC
Educational	Foundation,	MLCEF.org

For	more	information	about	the	ongoing	MLC
history	gathering,	please	visit	our	website:

MLCHistoryProject.org

MLC	at	50
1968-2018
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1989-90	

SELF	ESTEEM	and	an	intrinsic	LOVE	OF	LEARNING	have	been	constant	beacons	to	the

sta;f	and	students	and	community	of	MLC.	We	believe	that	the	joy	of	knowing	your	own

value	is	paramount	to	being	a	successful	student.	

We	believe	that	the	joy	of	knowledge	for	its	own	sake	develops	through	the	encouragement

of	choices	and	students	accepting	responsibility	for	their	own	education.	

Calligraphy,	taught	by
MLC	parent	Inga	Dubay,
was	a	favorite	course
among	MLC	students	for
many	years	in	the	1970s.

2018:	
Metropolitan	Learning	Center	is	a	K-12	alternative	school	in	Portland,	Oregon	that	utilizes

the	diversity	of	the	city	and	its	resources	to	provide	a	challenging	learning	environment	to
empower	students.	MLC	honors	students	'	identities,	strengths,	and	learning	styles	so
they	can	be	themselves,	find	themselves,	and	find	a	sense	of	belonging	in	our	school

community.	At	MLC	we	use	courage,	compassion,	respect,	self-discipline,	and	integrity	as
anchors	for	student	behavior	and	learning.	Through	building	relationships	with	each	other

and	our	world,	we	observe,	create,	imagine,	and	think	critically	about	how	we	can
influence	positive	change.

1969:

"People	learn	best	what	they	want	to	learn	at	the	time	when	they	want	to	learn

it.	We	believe	during	a	person's	school	years	he	will	develop	an	interest	and

become	involved	in	all	areas	of	the	standard	school	curriculum,	plus	a	whole

lot	more	if	released	to	design	his	own	learning	program."

1968:

MLC	should	serve	two	major	functions:	(1)	provide	an	environment	where	democratic

ideas	can	be	pursued	in	practice	as	well	as	in	theory,	and	(2)	provide	opportunity	for

individuals	to	realize	their	potentials	in	the	following	areas	of	thought	and	feeling--the

rational,	the	emotional,	the	aesthetic,	and	the	physical.	

The	MLC	Philosophy	Through	the	Years
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Where	did

MLC	get	its

name?	

Emil	Abramovic	came	up	with	the	name,	The
Metropolitan	Learning	Center,	because	he	wanted	the
school	to	be	a	center	where	the	students	would	learn
from	teachers,	volunteers,	other	students,	and	especially,
from	experiences	in	the	community--hence	the	many	field
trips	and	interest	classes	outside	of	the	school.

Where	did	MLC

get	its	colors

and	symbol?	

"I	was	on	the	committee	to	decide	our	school	colors
and	emblem.	I	thought,	what	could	be	more	fitting	for
a	Summerhill	sendup	than	black	and	white	and	a
symbol	that	represents	the	core	ideal	of	the	school,
the	yin	and	yang?	If	you	are	missing	the	tones	and
hues	and	some	kind	of	fuzzy	mascot,	they	just	didn't
seem	appropriate."	-Steven	Haight,	a	1969	MLC
graduate

In	2017,	MLC	high	school	students	raised	the	concern
that	the	yin	and	yang	symbol	has	both	religious	and
cultural	meanings	that	are	not	taught	at	MLC	and
therefore,	can	be	considered	cultural	appropriation.
"In	a	time	when	we	are	looking	more	closely	at
symbols	and	their	meanings,	MLC	staff	and	students
engaged	the	community	in	a	discussion	about
changing	the	symbol,"	says	principal	Alexa	Pearson.
"Although	you	will	still	see	the	yin	and	yang	symbol	on
MLC	artifacts,	the	school	is	moving	forward	with	a
new	symbol.	It	coincides	perfectly	with
commemorating	our	50th	year."

MLC	FAQs

What	was	the	B-1	Band?	

Lots	of	MLC	history	can	be	seen	by	reading	the
Facebook	feed	for	MLC	alumni.	One	tidbit:	B-1	was
the	room	number	assigned	to	Betty	Mayther's
basement	art	room	(now	the	high	school	science
room).	Betty's	daughter	Mary	Mayther-Slac
described	it	on	Facebook	as	a	metaphor:	"Be	one,
we	are	one."	Another	alumna,	Astrid	Unander,	said
"We	made	up	many	cryptic	meanings	for	what	B-1
stood	for,"	along	with	the	"mostly	percussive,	free-
for-all	entity	known	as	the	"B-1	Band."
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"AOter	learning	about	HeLa	cells,	I	became	obsessed	with	them.	As	part	of	that

obsession,	I	spent	a	lot	of	time	back	in	those	aisles	at	Powell's,	reading	about

cells.	It	was	there	that	I	discovered	Lewis	Thomas	and	"The	Lives	of	a	Cell,"	the

first	science	book	that	truly	inspired	me	and	showed	me	that	science	writing

was	an	art.	Now,	thinking	back	on	it,	I'm	wishing	I'd	designed	a	course	for

myself	called	The	Aisles	at	Powell's.	I'm	sure	my	teachers	at	MLC	would	have

gone	for	it.	In	fact,	maybe	they'd	like	to	do	such	a	thing	now...	it	turns	out

students	can	find	more	than	information	there.	They	can	also	find	themselves."

--MLC	alumna	Rebecca	Skloot,	writing	on	the	Powell's	Books	blog	in	2010.	Her

book,	“The	Immortal	Life	of	Henrietta	Lacks,”	spent	two	years	on	the	New	York

Times	Best	Seller	List.

Did
you
know?

MLC's	annual	Solstice	Celebration	was	the	brainchild
of	Marjorie	"Margie"	Einhorn	Holland	and	first	performed	in

1983.	Margie	was	an	MLC	volunteer	for	over	20	years	and	a
graduate	of	Antioch	College.

"Margie	involved	MLC	students	and	teachers	in	a	solstice
celebration	of	gospel	music,	Latin	music	and	dance,	lighting
Hanukkah	menorah	candles	and	also	a	Lucia	bride’s	crown

of	candles,	and	other	ways	in	which	people	from	different
cultures	bring	light	into	dark	winter	days,"	recalls	Margie's
husband,	MLC	teacher	Lewis	Holland.	

"She	was	a	passionate	and	compassionate	progressive	and
humanist	who	believed	that	by	respecting	diversity	we
could	better	learn	to	live	together."	

Egg	Drop	started	as	a
class	project	in	Emil's
Inventor's	Workshop
in	1970.	It's	been	an
annual	event	for	the
past	48	years!

MLC
History
and
Tidbits
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By	Alisa	Welch
	

“The	aim	of	life	is	to	find
happiness	which	means	to	find
interest.	Education	should	be
preparation	for	life.”	—A.S.	Neill,
founder	of	Summerhill	

	
MLC’s	formation	reflected	a	zeitgeist
and	great	change	in	US	culture.
Educators	in	Oregon	struggled	with
the	shift	whereby	a	one-size-fits-all
philosophy	of	curriculum	that	left
many	children	behind,	uninterested,
or	disenfranchised	was	no	longer
acceptable.	Small	experiments	with
individualized	learning	had	popped
up	in	schools	around	Portland	in	the
1960s	(particularly	at	Fernwood
Elementary	and	Cleveland	High
schools),	but	nothing	on	the	scale	of
MLC	had	yet	been	attempted.

MLC’s	nascent	days	were	in	the
mid-1960s	when	traditional	values—
especially	as	they	related	to	youth—
were	being	upended.

It	might	help	those	of	us	not	yet	born
when	MLC	was	being	incubated	to
take	a	look	at	what	was	happening	in
the	United	States	in	the	late	1960s
that	contributed	to	the	seismic	shift
in	education	ideas.

In	early	1968,	as	the	Vietnam	War
entered	its	third	year,	the	Tet
offensive	marked	a	turning	point	in
the	public’s	view	of	Vietnam	and
President	Lyndon	Johnson	surprised
the	nation	with	his	decision	not	to
seek	another	term.	Days	later,	on
April	4,	1968,	Rev.	Martin	Luther	King
Jr.	was	assassinated	in	Memphis	and
within	two	months,	Robert	Kennedy
was	shot	and	killed.	Richard	Nixon
was	elected	president	in	November
1968	and	by	the	end	of	that	year
more	than	16,000	soldiers	were	dead,
the	highest	body	count	of	the	entire
war.
	
Bad	news	followed	bad	news	but
changes	were	afoot.	Parents	of
school-aged	children	at	the	time,
themselves	products	of	the	austerity

The	MLC	Origin	Story
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this	cross-section	of	enrollment,	the
purchase	and	operation	of	three
school	buses	was	included	in	MLC’s
original	proposed	budget.	With	full-
time	drivers,	the	buses	would	also	be
used	to	take	children	on	field	trips
and	city	excursions.	During	the
summer,	the	buses	would	take	kids
on	camping	trips.	

Couch	School,	a	K-6	elementary
school	in	Northwest	Portland,	was
not	the	planners’	original	choice	for
MLC’s	site.	Initially	the	Center	was	to
occupy	two	campuses:	one	at	OMSI
(then	located	in	Washington	Park
where	the	Portland	Children’s
Museum	is	now)	and	the	other	at	the
First	Methodist	Church	on	SW
Jefferson	Street.	Students	from
Couch	School	would	have	enrolled	in
the	Center	just	like	others
representing	the	envisioned	cross-
section	from	the	tri-county	area,	with
a	total	of	150	children	in	MLC’s	first
year.

As	it	worked	out,	Couch	School
continued	its	conventional	program
on	the	second	floor	while	the
Metropolitan	Learning	Center
opened	its	doors	on	the	first	floor.
Not	surprisingly,	tensions	existed
from	the	start	with	children	upstairs
who	experienced	envy	for	the	looser
environment	downstairs,	as	well	as

of	the	WWII	era	and	the	conformity
of	1950s	America,	wanted	something
different	for	their	children.	

“It	would	seem	to	me	that	in	this	age
of	increasing	political	and	urban
unrest	we	need	young	people	who
have	had	experience	in	thinking
through	to	logical	conclusions	who
can	be	freer	of	standardized
knowledge	and	prejudices	and	who
can	establish	values	and	goals	of
some	substance	for	themselves,”
MLC	parent	and	teacher	Ann
Ransmeier	would	write	in	1967.	“The
Metropolitan	Learning	Center	is	in
my	estimation	an	attempt	to	set	up
this	type	of	learning	environment	for
children.”	

Two	Portland	teachers,	Emil
Abramovic	and	Abe	Bialostosky,
first	met	as	active	members	of	the
teacher’s	union.	The	men	spent	two
years	building	a	coalition	of	like-
minded	civic	leaders	with	the	intent
of	providing	an	“enriched
environment	for	students	where	they
[could]	individualize	their	patterns	of
learning	and	self-development.”	

The	original	MLC	proposal	envisioned
a	school	that	took	students	from	the
entire	Portland	Metro	area	including
Clackamas,	Columbia,	Multnomah,
and	Washington	counties.	To	achieve
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resentment	from	the	feeling	of	one
school	community	invading	another.
(See	page	77	for	the	Oregonian
article	about	the	controversy.)

The	summer	of	1968	found	Couch’s
principal,	Amasa	Gilman,	along	with
Emil,	Abe,	and	teachers	Ehrick
Wheeler,	Betty	Mayther	and	Sally
Svitavsky	planning	for	opening	day.
“Before	we	went	to	Washington	Park
each	day	we	shopped	for	good	wine
and	French	bread	to	complement	the
vegetables	from	Emil’s	garden,”
Betty	recalled	in	1988.	“The	talk	at
these	planning	sessions	was	truly
amazing.”

In	an	age	when	the	gold	standard	of
teaching	put	a	stern	disciplinarian	in
front	of	rows	of	seated	and	silent
children,	the	vision	for	MLC,
expressed	in	the	original	proposal,
defined	teachers’	roles	ideally:
“Teachers	will	encourage	students	to
make	individual	and	group	decisions
on	every	aspect	of	the	curriculum.
Independence,	with	a	spirit	of
cooperation	and	democracy	will
prevail	at	all	levels.”

1968	IN	PERSPECTIVE:	

“In	some	ways,	historians

say,	[In	1968]	America

nearly	lost	its	mind	and	its

soul.	In	other	ways,

historians	argue,	the	nation

reinvented	itself	and

became	a	more-tolerant,

less-constrained	place,	more

willing	to	let	people	express

their	individuality	and

challenge	authority.

Overall,	the	upheavals	of

that	year,	both	positive	and

negative,	made	it	clear	that

once	social	change	reaches

a	critical	mass,	it	can't	be

stopped.”	

Kenneth	T.	Walsh,	US	News

and	World	Report,	Dec.	31,

2017

From	left:	MLC	teachers	Gail	Brooks,	Betty
Mayther,	and	John	Morrison
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In	the	second	year	of	MLC,	Gilman,	still	the
principal,	didn’t	even	use	the	term	teacher
but	preferred	“adult	learning
coordinators,”	who	taught	classes	and
directed	the	activities	of	students	“with	the
assistance	of	employed	aides,	student
aides,	and	volunteer	aides	who	may	be
professional	peoples,	craftsmen,	business,
etc.”	Teachers	and	students	were	on	a
first-name	basis	and	Amasa	even	took	off
his	office	door	so	that	there	was	a	sense	of
openness	with	the	students.

MLC’s	democratic	school	environment,
where	a	child’s	ideas	were	taken	as
seriously	as	an	adult’s,	had	its	roots	in	the
philosophy	of	Summerhill,	a	“free	school”
founded	by	A.S.	Neill	in	Germany	in	1921
and	soon	moved	permanently	to	England.
His	idea	that	children	have	control	over
their	own	lives—and	by	extension,	their
education—resonated	with	MLC’s
founders.	They	incorporated	Summerhill’s
model	of	self-direction	by	which	students
were	free	to	learn	and	play	as	they
pleased,	and	not	necessarily	within	the
confines	of	a	traditional	classroom.	

Emil	in	particular	wanted	the	city	of
Portland,	its	people	and	businesses,	to	be
the	classroom	for	MLC	students.	Concern
for	the	future	of	American	cities	in	the
1960s	gave	rise	to	the	concept	of	“the
Schoolhouse	in	the	City”	by	which	“great
schools	contribute	to	a	thoroughly	humane
and	cosmopolitan	civilization.”	MLC’s
planners	envisioned	the	Learning	Center	as
a	local	model	of	this	type	of	school	where
the	boundaries	between	school	and
community	were	transparent:
	
"If	the	schoolhouse	is	to	produce	to	the
maximum,	it	must	also	perform	the	less
commonly-recognized	but	nonetheless	vital
function	of	leading	the	city	toward	a	better	and
higher	plane	of	living.	By	entering	into
partnership	with	community	enterprises	schools
can	help	to	create	neighborhoods."	-	Harold
Gores,	author,	The	Schoolhouse	in	the	City
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Center	is	to	dissolve	the	walls	which
normally	separate	the	educator	from
the	community.”	Emil	wrote
consistently	of	MLC	as	a	community
school	where	students	and	teachers
were	expected	to	both	utilize	and
serve	the	community.	“There	is	no
way	to	know	oneself	better	than	in
communication	and	service	to	others.
We	should	set	up	lofty	goals	for	each
of	us	and	for	MLC	itself,”	he	wrote.

Finally,	after	years	of	planning,
discussion,	and	thoughtful	care,	the
first	day	of	school	arrived	in
September,	1968.	

“In	the	beginning	of	MLC,	I
envisioned	a	place	where	people	of
all	ages	and	pursuits	could	come
together	to	behold,	experience,
enjoy	and	learn	from	one	another,”
Amasa	wrote	in	1988.	“There	were
moments,	like	divine	instants,	when
MLC	did	fulfill	my	vision.”

In	the	“Schoolhouse	in	the	City”
model,	parental	involvement	was
seen	as	crucial	to	students’	success.
As	US	Secretary	of	Education	Harold
Howe	said	in	1967:	“Too	often,
school,	to	the	ghetto	resident,	is	a
hostile	fortress	of	white	authority.
Too	often,	the	parent	has	little	faith
in	either	the	school	or	the	learning
process.	And	too	often,	the	parent
does	not	understand	his	[sic]
necessary	role	as	a	counselor,	as	a
reader	of	stories,	or	simply	as	a
person	interested	in	his	child’s	school
life.”	From	MLC’s	very	earliest	days,
parents	volunteered	extensively,
assisting	in	classrooms	and	teaching
everything	from	calligraphy	to
swimming.	

Teachers	were	expected	to	be	a	part
of	the	faculty	as	well	as	the
community.	As	noted	in	the	MLC
proposal,	“One	main	objective	of	the
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Free	to	Be:

MLC's	Founders,

Early	Teachers	

and	Staff
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The	primary	founder	of	the
Metropolitan	Learning	Center
(MLC),	Emil	Abramovic,	was	the
son	of	an	immigrant	father
from	Croatia	and	mother	from
Slovenia.	He	began	his	adult
life	as	a	factory	worker	in	Ohio
and	became	one	of	the	first
union	organizers	in	his	work
place	during	the	volatile	1930s
labor	movement.	(His	sixteen-
year-old	best	friend	was	shot
and	killed	by	a	Pinkerton	guard
during	one	of	their	labor
strikes.)	

After	serving	in	the	navy	during
WWII,	he	utilized	the	GI	bill	to
attend	college	and	after
completing	his	first	major	in
Geology,	he	earned	a	second	in
Education.

He	relocated	to	Portland	(with
his	new	wife	Helen)	and	found
a	job	at	the	now	non-existent
Highland	School	in	NE	Portland
where	he	taught	8th-grade
science.	His	next	position	was
at	Sellwood	School	where	he
specialized	in	teaching	science
and	social	studies.	During	that
time,	he	developed	an
innovative	curriculum	that
focused	on	community
engagement	and	critical
thinking;	his	goal	was	to
educate	better	future	citizens
of	society.

Emil	Abramovic
Written	by	Carl	Abramovic
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Emil	and	Helen	had	a	daughter,	Lisa,	in	1958,
and	a	son,	Carl,	in	1960.	

Emil	and	his	teacher	friend,	Abe	Bialostosky,
began	discussing	ideas	about	opening	their
own	progressive	school.	The	school	would	be
modeled	from	the	success	of	Emil’s	Sellwood
experience	and	the	Summerhill	School,	in
England.	After	attending	an	innovative
teaching	models	course	at	Portland	State
University,	and	then	spending	a	summer	at
the	University	of	Illinois	(1966)	and	another	at
the	Oregon	State	University	(1967),	Emil
developed	a	completed	proposal	for	MLC.	

Working	alongside	his	partner	Abe,	Emil	used
his	prowess	as	a	union	organizer	to	assemble
a	team	of	educators	and	administrators	to
help	bring	the	dream	of	MLC	to	fruition.	
		
After	meeting	renowned	wood	sculptor	Leroy
Setziol	on	a	summer	ship	voyage	to	Europe,
Emil	developed	a	passion	for	wood	sculpting
and	retired	from	teaching	in	the	early	1980s
to	pursue	that	interest	full	time.	
		
After	fifteen	years	as	a	hard-working	and
successful	artist,	Emil	began	writing	personal
essays	in	favor	of	the	physically	demanding
work	of	wood	sculpting.	He	completed	close
to	350	essays	over	the	following	fifteen	years.
His	writing	themes	included	memoir	stories,
personal	insights,	political	perspectives,	and
philosophy.							
		
In	January	of	2018,	at	the	age	of	ninety-nine
and	a	half,	due	to	multiple	myeloma,	Emil
gracefully	exited	the	extraordinary	life	he	had
led.

Emil	and	Helen	Abramovic	with	his
base	station	in	the	early	1970s.	Helen
was	a	reading	tutor	at	MLC	and
helped	behind	the	scenes	to	get	MLC
off	the	ground.	
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Abraham	Bialostosky	was	born	in
New	York	City	and	moved	to	Oregon
after	serving	in	the	Army	Air	Corps
during	WWII.	He	and	his	brother
bought	a	50-acre	farm	in	Damascus
where	they	both	raised	their	families.
They	went	to	Lewis	and	Clark	College
together	on	the	GI	bill	and	received
their	teaching	degrees	in	1951.	
		
Abe	was	one	of	the	original	founders
and	faculty	members	of	the
Metropolitan	Learning	Center	in
1968.	Prior	to	that,	he	taught	at
Cleveland	High	School	for	15	years
and	was	part	of	a	team-teaching
experiment	called	G-28	during	his	last
years	there.	

In	the	summer	of	1967,	he	and	Emil
Abramovic	hatched	the	idea	for	the
first	“free	or	alternative”	school	in	the
Portland	Public	School	district.	Abe’s
ideas	were	modeled	after	A.S	Neill's

Abraham	Bialostosky	
Written	by	Carol	Bialostosky

Summerhill	School,	a	co-educational
boarding	school	in	Suffolk,	England
founded	in	1921	and	considered	the
original	alternative	"free"	school.
Abe	and	Emil	spent	endless	hours
that	summer	coming	up	with	the
written	proposal	for	MLC	to	get
funding	from	the	Oregon	State	Board
of	Education.	And	it	won’t	come	as	a
surprise	that	at	the	time	this	was
where	Abe’s	brother	was	working.	
		
Abe	and	Emil	agreed	on	the
philosophy	and	concepts,	but	what
the	plan	should	look	like	and	how	to
implement	it	involved	a	lot	of	lively
discussions.	These	continued	into	the
first	years	of	MLC	and	beyond	with	all
staff	members,	parents,	children,	and
the	neighborhood	that	was	trying	to
figure	out	what	MLC	was	all	about.
Abe	taught	at	MLC	until	he	retired	in
1976.	He	passed	away	at	an	early	age
in	1982.	But	the	legacy	of	MLC	lives
on	and	is	a	testament	to	his	forward
thinking	and	ability	to	make	dreams
become	reality,	his	love	of	teaching
and	helping	children,	and	his
chutzpah.
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Betty	Mayther	
Written	by	Manny	Bernstein,	circa	1970

"Betty	is	saintly.	Her	room	is	an	amazing	beehive	of
humanity,	the	arts	and	craft	area.	Guitar	or	zither	music
fills	the	air,	while	in	the	far	right	hand	corner	two
potters	wheels	spin:	an	old	foot	machine	operated	by	a
ten-year-old	and	another	electric	one	with	a	totally
involved	seven-year-old.	As	you	stand	at	the	door	along
the	right	wall	there	are	low	tables	where	some	children
work	on	stitchery,	another	is	drawing	cartons.	In	the
middle	there	are	higher	tables	where	some	teen-agers
are	working	with	silk-screening.	
	
Betty	taught	kindergarten	in	Portland	Public	Schools
and	was	one	of	the	first	teachers	to	give	sex	information
to	kindergarteners.	Her	teen-age	daughter,	Robin	said:
'Her	room	was	always	a	fun	one	to	go	into—so	many
things	going	on—it	was	an	artistic	room.'
	
As	the	many	voices	in	her	room	looked	for	her	attention
and	assistance,	I	asked	Betty	how	she	was	able	to
handle	so	many	competing	voices	at	once,	she	said,
“Just	take	your	time	and	ignore	one	for	a	while.”
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Amasa	Gilman	was	born	in	Denver	on	March	20,
1922.	He	moved	with	his	family	to	Riddle	in
southwestern	Oregon,	where	his	father	ran	a	car
repair	garage.

After	high	school,	he	moved	to	California	to	work
with	an	aviation	company	but	soon	transferred	to
England	during	World	War	II	to	serve	as	an	airplane
mechanic	for	the	U.S.	Air	Force.	While	in	England,
Gilman	met	and	married	his	first	wife,	Dorothy,	and
had	his	first	daughter,	Loraine,	before	moving	back	to
Oregon	after	the	war.	Gilman	graduated	from
Southern	Oregon	University	(then	Southern	Oregon
College)	and	moved	from	life	as	a	mechanic	into
education,	where	he	became	determined	to	bring	a
student-driven	style	to	the	classroom.

In	1968,	Gilman	worked	with	a	number	of	teachers	to
create	and	then	become	principal	of	the	Metropolitan
Learning	Center	(MLC)	in	Northwest	Portland.	The
center	was	a	revolutionary	concept,	a	K-12	school	in
which	the	traditional	letter	grading	system	was
nowhere	to	be	found.

Gilman	literally	took	the	door	to	his	office	off	the
hinges	at	the	Metropolitan	Learning	Center,	to	create
the	kind	of	openness	between	students,	teachers	and
administrators	he	hoped	the	school	would	facilitate.
The	experience	as	the	center’s	principal	was	the
“highlight	of	his	work,”	according	to	Eva	Gilman,	his
second	wife.

“When	he	was	a	kid,	he	didn’t	have	a	happy	time	at
school,”	she	said.	“Going	to	the	principal’s	office	was
like	going	to	the	executioner’s	office.	He	wanted	no
child	to	ever	experience	that.”	

--The	Oregonian,	February	1,	2013

Amasa	Gilman

http://www.pps.k12.or.us/schools/mlc/
http://www.pps.k12.or.us/schools/mlc/
http://www.pps.k12.or.us/schools/mlc/
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Ehrick	Wheeler
Written	by	Sylvia	Jan	Wheeler		

taught	literature,	especially	Shakespeare.
He	often	read	Shakespeare	aloud	and	found
students	were	able	to	understand	so	much
when	he	read	to	them.	

MLC	was	begun	with	Emil	Abramovic.	Abe
Bialostosky	and	Ehrick	joined	him,	already
knowing	Emil.	Ehrick	loved	the	freedom	and
joy	of	being	part	of	MLC’s	groundbreaking
teaching	approach.	John	Angell,	who	also
came	to	MLC,	knew	someone	who	owned
land	in	the	San	Juans.	The	Island	program
grew	out	of	that.	We	took	Title-one	children
to	Shaw	Island	for	about	two	weeks	and
then	took	them	back	to	Portland	and
brought	new	students.	MLC	was	really	one
of	the	first	truly	innovative	schools	in	the
US.	Ehrick	enjoyed	the	many	adventures	he
was	able	to	enjoy	with	children	of	all	ages.
He	loved	teaching,	bringing	out	his	old
magic	tricks	to	entertain	shy	children	or	for
any	other	reason.	After	Ehrick	retired	from
MLC,	he	enjoyed	guiding	at	the	Portland
Arboretum.	We	both	spent	many	hours
working	there.	

He	was	a	brilliant	man,	with	a	grand	sense	of
humor,	and	a	joy	to	know	and	argue	with,
and	I	still	miss	him.

Ehrick	Spencer	Wheeler	was	born	in
Portland,	Oregon,	in	1929.	His	father	was
from	an	old	Portland	family—his	grandfather
had	come	west	to	start	a	business	on	First
Street,	at	one	time	called	Woodbury	and
Wheeler.	Ehrick	lived	on	NW	Thurman	St.
with	his	family.	He	had	a	brother	and	sister,
now	deceased	also.	From	Thurman	he	could
walk	to	the	Catlin	Gabel	Lower	School	on
Culpepper	Terrace.	He	went	eight	years	to
Catlin,	then	on	to	Lincoln	High	School,	then
to	Oregon	State	for	two	years.	He	had
planned	to	be	an	engineer	but	found	it
required	drawing,	so	he	transferred	to	Reed
College	for	his	junior	and	senior	years.	

I	met	Ehrick	in	my	freshman	year.	He	was
head	of	Freshman	orientation.	We	were
engaged	by	Thanksgiving.	When	Ehrick
graduated	we	were	married,	on	June	10,
1954.	Our	four	children	were	born	over	the
next	ten	years.	Ehrick	started	teaching	at
Couch	School	in	the	Fall	of	1954.	I	worked
at	Reed	to	get	us	through	the	summer
because	he	had	to	take	a	series	of	education
classes.	Ehrick	taught	4th	grade,	at	Couch,
for	several	years,	and	later	taught	8th	grade
at	Bridlemile	School.	After	that	Ehrick	was
stationed	at	Franklin	High	School,	where	he
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John	Angell
Written	by	Townsend	Angell

John	Deforest	Angell	was	born	in	Salt
Lake	City,	Utah,	January	24th,	1918.	He
grew	up	in	Buffalo,	New	York,	went	to
Andover	Prep	in	Massachusetts	and	later
attended	Oberlin	College	from
September	1936	to	January	1938.	He
married	my	mother,	Adelaide	Townsend,
in	Pelham,	New	York,	in	1940.	They
would	have	five	children,	three
daughters	and	two	sons.	I	am	the
youngest.	
	
After	the	birth	of	their	first	child,	the
family	moved	out	to	Oregon	where	my
grandfather	owned	some	timber	land
and	John	and	his	brother	started	the
Angell	Lumber	Company	and	never
looked	back.	They	quit	the	lumber
business	in	the	1950s	and	he	would	take
uninspiring	jobs	in	insurance	and	sales
before	returning	to	college	at	Portland
State	in	the	1960s	and	becoming	a
teacher	with	Portland	Public	Schools.
Teaching	was	the	first	work	he	really
loved.	He	taught	4th	and	6th	graders	at
Boise	Elementary	from	1965-1969	and
was	at	MLC	from	1969-1973.
	
During	this	time	of	his	life,	he	and	my
mother	were	living	in	the	Shire,	a
communal	house	with	the	Williams	and
Lea	families.	Many	other	MLC	families
gathered	there	for	meals	and	social
hours,	games	and	political	debates.	It
was	a	wonderful	and	exciting	place	to
be.	At	the	same	time	he	had	started
Camp	Cedar	Rock	on	Shaw	Island	with
the	help	of	many	MLC	and	Unitarian
families	who	made	up	the	majority	of	the
attending	campers.	This	was	an
educational	extension	to	the	outdoor
experience	that	provided	an	unusual
continuity	of	the	academic	school	year
with	a	summer	camp	experience	all	with

much	the	same	cohort.	School	and	play
and	life	were	one.
	
He	loved	travel	and	adventure	and	would
often	drive	the	family	on	long	trips	to
Mexico	to	learn	and	enjoy	the	richness	of
that	culture.	He	organized	Unitarian	trips
to	Mexico	in	rented	full-size	commercial
buses.	He	organized	a	trip	to	Mexico	for
MLC	students	with	parental	approval	on
one	of	these	buses	over	a	winter	break.
He	did	not	have	the	full	approval	from
PPS	and	the	Couch	principal,	but	he	had
already	committed	to	the	kids	and	their
families,	so	he	took	them	anyway.	That
was	too	much	for	PPS	to	bear	and	the
school	and	my	father	parted	company
and	he	retired.	After	MLC,	he	moved	to
Mexico,	living	in	Puerto	Angel	full	time
and	many	old	MLC	and	other	Portland
friends	came	to	visit	over	the	years.	
	
He	was	a	great	supporter	of	passion	and
encouraged	students	to	follow	their
interests	intensely.	He	was	a	voracious
reader	and	literally	read	any	and	every
book	he	could	get	his	hands	on.	In	his	life
he	was	involved	with	the	beginnings	of
Portland	Opera,	acted	with	the	Civic
Theater,	sailed	boats	and	mastered	the
helm	of	the	58’	steamship	Oceanid,	the
camp	craft	at	Shaw.	He	took	60	kids	one
summer	on	deck	for	a	cruise	from	Shaw
to	Victoria,	BC,	and	everyone	stayed	in
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three	rooms	at	the	Empress	Hotel;
that	was	quite	a	scene.	The	hotel	staff
didn’t	bat	an	eye.	He	learned
countless	songs	on	piano	and	guitar
and	taught	many	of	my	friends	to	play;
he	had	a	powerful	rich	singing	voice,
memorized	many	Mexican	folk	songs,
learned	Spanish,	enjoyed	all	food	and
wine	and	most	of	all	people,	and
particularly	the	young	curious	and
active	kids	whom	he	taught	and
mentored.	He	thrived	on	that	youthful
energy	and	always	retained	a	sense	of
the	child	himself.
	
He	treated	everyone	he	met	with
honest	respect	and	I	don’t	think	he
truly	disliked	anyone,	except	a	few
politicians	as	required.	He	embraced	a
positive	optimism,	a	wonder	of	the
unknown,	and	a	constant	joy	of
discovery.	He	and	my	mother	always
made	our	homes	very	welcoming	to
large	numbers	of	people	and	I	believe
he	found	some	essence	of	meaning	in
every	day	of	his	life.	He	truly	loved	his
time	at	MLC;	he	was	very	comfortable
there	and	very	sad	to	go,	but	he	did
not	hold	on	to	regrets.
	
My	father	died	in	Puerto	Angel	on
September	24,	1986.	Almost	32	years
ago.	I	am	almost	the	age	now	he	was
then.	Life	goes	on.	Many	sons	speak
of	the	inspirational	impact	their
fathers	had	on	their	lives	and	I	can
definitely	attest	to	that,	but	many
others	have	told	me	through	the	years
of	the	profound	effect	he	had	on	their
lives,	how	he	exemplified	a	way	of
living	in	simple	harmony	with	what	life
has	to	offer.	I	still	think	of	him	often
and	it	always	brings	a	smile	to	my	face
and	warmth	to	my	heart.	Father,
teacher,	and	friend.
	
Townsend	Angell
August	15,	2018

Manny

Bernstein

Dr.	Emmanuel	M.	“Manny”
Bernstein,	Jr.,	was	an
honorary	MLC	originator
for	his	scholarly	attention,
between	1969	and	1971,	to
the	education	revolution	that	created	MLC.	A	U	of
O	doctoral	candidate	in	Counseling	Psychology,	he
made	MLC	his	place	of	work	conducting	field	work
on	“non-coercive	teaching.”	His	remarkable
dissertation,	A	Handbook	for	Living	and	Teaching
with	Freedom,	brings	to	the	light	his	fellow-MLC-
originators’	thoughts	and	ideas	(and	features
drawings	by	an	11-year-old	David	Chelsea).
	
Manny	was	born	in	1930	in	Baltimore,	Maryland.
He	graduated	from	Saranac	Lake	(New	York)	high
school	in	1948	and	attended	the	University	of
Pennsylvania,	SUNY	Plattsburgh,	and	Columbia
University.	He	had	jobs	as	a	psychiatric	recreation
worker,	interviewer,	caseworker,	and	researcher,
and	as	an	elementary	school	teacher	and	guidance
counselor,	before	MLC.	
	
Manny’s	daughters	Bobbie	and	Vauna	–	the	latter
died	too	young	–	were	early	MLC-ers’	fond
classmates,	his	wife	active	among	the	parents.
MLC	colleagues	who	knew	where	he	went	after
MLC	are	scarce,	but	from	his	2015	obituary	we
know	that	following	significant	pre-PhD	writings,
especially	on	Summerhill,	his	passion	for	which
pointed	him	toward	MLC,	he	continued	to	publish,
most	prominently	a	book	on	education,	The	Silent
Revolution,	and	in	the	journal	he	founded,
Alternatives	in	Animal	Experimentation.		
	
Manny	was	funny	and	droll.	As	his	obituary
described	him,	“Manny’s	purpose	in	life	was	to
relieve	the	pain	of	both	humans	and	animals…as
important	as	people.	He	especially	loved	being	at
his	camp	on	Upper	Saranac	and	feeling	the	motion
of	being	on	water...	He	loved	to	tinker	with	others
to	learn.	He	valued	conversations	with	everyone,
and	embraced	life	and	a	good	martini	with	extra
olives	and	onions.”	Manny’s	motto	was	from
Einstein:	"Logic	can	get	you	from	A	to	B.
Creativity	can	get	you	everywhere.”--Sam	Lowry



	26	

Ruth	Frankel
Ruth	Frankel	started	at	MLC	as	a
volunteer	in	the	earliest	days	of	MLC
and	established	the	electives
program	that	continues	to	this	day.
She	was	honored	in	2008	by	the
Northwest	Examiner	for	her	40	years
at	MLC.	"ln	short,	Ruth	Frankel	is
the	heartbeat	of	the	school,"	wrote
MLC	Principal	Frank	Scotto.	"Her
contributions	have	positively
touched	and	influenced	thousands
of	lives.	I	cannot	think	of		a	finer
legacy."	

Sally	Svitavsky	(later	Euster)	was
born	in	1935	in	Portage,	Wisconsin,
graduated	from	Portage	High
School,	and	attended	the	University
of	Wisconsin	at	Madison	where	she
earned	a	BS	in	Elementary
Education,	an	MA	in	Guidance	and
Counseling.	Sally	team-taught	at	the
UWM	Laboratory	School,	did	the
first	kinescopes	for	the	Purdue
Television	Project,	and	worked	as	a
school	guidance	counselor	in	Green
Bay.	By	the	time	she	was	selected	as
one	of	MLC’s	founding	teachers	in
1968,	after	teaching	kindergarten	in
Portland	for	nine	years,	Sally	had
married	and	divorced	Reed
professor	Charles	Svitavsky	and	was
raising	their	son,	David,	who
attended	MLC.	
		
Sally	worked	primarily	with	younger
kids	but	in	MLC’s	system	was	known
and	beloved	to	all,	maybe	best	for
her	regular	excursions	to	the	Lloyd
Center	ice-skating	rink.	Sadly,	she
was	the	first	of	the	MLC	founders	to
move	along,	drawn	by	the	growing
bodywork	movement.	She	became	a
massage	therapist	and	studied	with
Ida	Rolf,	Judith	Aston,	and	Moshe
Feldenkrais.	After	working	for	a
physical	therapist	for	a	number	of

Sally	Svitavsky

years	she	became	a	counselor,
opening	a	marriage	and	family
practice	and	running	seminars.
According	to	David,	“she	really
loved	this	work	and	established	an
enthusiastic	and	loyal	group	of
patients	and	students.”	
		
Sally	married	Bill	Euster	in	1976.
They	moved	to	Seattle,	then	to
Mukilteo,	WA,	in	the	early	90’s,
where	she	continued	to	lead
Feldenkrais	movement	classes	until
quite	late	in	life,	and	where	she	died
in	2008.
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Amasa	Gilman,	1968-76	
Richard	Wheatley,	1976-79	
Clarence	(Cloudy)	Beyer,	1979-84	
Mike	Harris,	1984-91	
Pat	Burke,	1991-93																	
Eugene	Valjean,	1993-94
Ed	Bettencourt,	1994-97						
Pam	Shelly,	1997-2002,	2005-06,	2010-11	
Greg	Wolleck,	2002-05	
Frank	Scotto,	2006-10	
Maccare	Traynham,	2011-15	
Pam	Joyner,	2015-17	
Alexa	Pearson,	2017-present	

MLC	Principals

Mary	Milestone
MLC's	secretary	from	1968	to	1992

Cloudy	Beyer
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The	Metropolitan	Learning	Center



	29	

MLC	from	1968	to	1979
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MLC	in	the	1980s
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MLC	in	the	1980s
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MLC	in	the	1990s	
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	MLC	in	the	2000s	
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MLCfrom

2010to2018
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MLC	TALES

These	stories,	reminiscences,	personal	revelations,	and	salty

observations	were	solicited	and	collected	for	the	occasion	of

the		Metropolitan	Learning	Center’s	50th	Anniversary

Celebration,	with	alumni,	teachers,	and	aides	

from	all	eras	contributing	to	the	hilarity!

1.	ORIGINS

	
I	was	a	member	of	the	Class	of	'68-'69—the	year
Sgt.	Pepper	came	out,	but	I'm	dating	myself	and
that's	illegal.	I	know	it	was	within	the	first	couple	of
months	that	our	school	identity	needed	to	be
defined,	with	the	vision	statement	every	institution
feels	compelled	to	thrust	forward,	addressing	the
implication	of	our	identity,	school	colors,	and	the
eidetic	presentation	of	the	Cowboy	or	Indian	we
were	striving	to	be.	I	had	just	finished	my	junior
year	as	a	Cleveland	Indian,	and	our	colors	were
blue	and	gold.	The	possibility	existed	that	MLC	was
somewhat	on	the	wild	side,	but	aspiring	Indians,
intellectual	Indians	maybe.	I	had	been	asked	by	Abe
Bialostosky	if	I	would	join	him	and	a	number	of
other	teachers	and	students	in	starting	this	new
school,	one	based	on	Summerhill,	where	the
students	had	the	onus	of	disciplining	their	own

kind;	they	say	we	are	often	hardest	on
ourselves.	I	arrived	at	MLC	a	senior,	secure	in
the	knowledge	that	I	would	graduate	in	the
top	ten	of	my	class,	seeing	as	how	there	were
only	ten	seniors	among	the	150	students.
Outside	MLC's	walls	the	Vietnam	War	had
progressed,	expanding	into	all	our	lives	and
threatening	to	suck	us	all	under.	Inside	the
school	walls,	a	small	group	of	students,	and
possibly	a	teacher	or	two,	got	together	to
contemplate	the	identity	and	who	the	school
should	emulate:	a	Cowboy,	or	an	Indian.	I
hadn't	given	it	much	thought	until	then.	The
brainstorming	began	slowly;	finding	a	unique
set	of	symbols	and	colors	would	be	hard	if	we
tried	to	pretend	we	were	a	"normal	school"
and	just	like	“them.”	During	one	of	the	lulls	in
the	conversation	I	said,	"Why	not	black	and
white	for	our	school	colors?"	(such	a	simple
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binary	choice).	"Our	school	emblem	could	be	the
yin-yang	symbol"—thus	saving	us	from	raising
and	caring	for	awkward	mascots	or	the	eventual
reconsideration	of	our	cultural	attachment	to
naming	schools	and	sports	teams	after	dead
Indians,	which	didn't	start	to	happen	in	this
country	until	only	recently.	It	has	been	forty-nine
years	and	it	seems	these	fit	our	school	and	have
remained	doing	so	without	changes.	(Steve
Haight,	started	in	the	1960s)
	
Abe	Bialostosky	and	Emil	Abramovic	were
teachers	at	Washington	High	School	or	Madison
I	don’t	know	I	was	a	little	kid	and	didn’t	really
pay	attention	to	what	the	grownups	were	doing.
Anyway,	it	was	a	very	repressive	time.	Dress
codes	were	very	strict.	Girls	would	be	sent	home
if	they	didn’t	wear	stockings	for	instance.
Teachers	wore	suits.	Students	had	to	be	quiet
and	follow	all	rules.	Behavior	problems	were
punished	severely.	At	this	school	there	was	a
special	class	room	called	G28	where	problem
students	were	sent	and	the	school	employed
different	teaching	methods	and	it	was	the	first
alternative	teaching	model	offered.	Emil	and
Abe	noticed	this.	My	mother	was	a	substitute
teacher	and	sometimes	taught	this	group	in	G28
(my	mother	went	on	to	teach	lower-school	art	at
Catlin	Gabel	for	30	years).	John	Angell	and	my
parents	knew	each	other	through	the	Unitarian
Fellowship	church.	A	large	number	of	staff	and
students’	families	in	the	early	years	were
members.	Plus	many	Catlin	students	went	to
MLC.	My	dad	Ehrick	went	to	Reed	College.	Emil
and	my	dad	knew	each	other	through	being	PPS
teachers	(I	am	sorry	this	is	a	disjointed	mess).	My
father	started	his	teaching	career	in	1952.	He
taught	grade	school	at	Couch	which	later
became	MLC.	He	taught	at	Bridlemile,	then	he
got	a	master’s	degree	and	started	teaching	high
school.	He	taught	at	Franklin.	I	don’t	know	all	of
his	teaching	posts	as	I	was	a	tiny	kid	who	didn't
pay	much	attention	beyond	my	dad	being	a
teacher.	My	father	loved	teaching.	He	loved
teaching	all	grades	and	MLC	gave	him	that.
During	the	early	years	of	MLC,	during	the
summers,	my	folks,	John	and	Addie	Angell,	Tom
and	Jan	Taylor	and	others	involved	with	MLC	ran
a	summer	camp	on	Shaw	Island	called	Cedar
Rock	Camp.	Many	MLC	students	went	to	this
camp.	Many	of	the	counselors	at	camp	were
college	students	who	worked	as	aides	in	the

school.	A	lot	of	what	I	am	telling	you	I	heard
second	hand	as	I	was	attending	a	different	school
until	my	junior	year	of	high	school	when	I	started
attending	MLC.	Plus	I	was	a	kid	with	kids’	things
on	my	mind.	(Liza	Wheeler,	started	in	the	1970s)
	
I	believe	it	was	1969	or	1970.	The	student	body
and	staff	realized	that	we	had	never	had	a	Rose
Festival	Princess	at	MLC!	Oh,	no!	Were	we
really	a	part	of	Portland?	There	were	many
nominations—two,	I	think.	It	was	decided	that
MLC	would	offer	"Granny,"	one	of	my	Ladybug
Theater	characters,	as	our	Rose	Festival	Princess.
I	donned	my	gray	wig,	glasses	without	lenses	and
my	lovely	Granny	dress,	for	the	Oregonian	was
coming	to	take	pictures.	I	wasn't	alone	in	this	bit
of	history.	My	Prime	Minister	was	Will	Spray.	Our
picture	did	appear	in	the	paper	but,	alas,	we	were
not	chosen	as	that	year's	royal	couple.	Can't
imagine	why.	I	sadly	left	MLC	in	1972	because	I
was	to	be	the	mother	of	my	first-born,	Matt
Pipes.	Along	came	my	second-born,	Erin	Pipes.	I
spent	the	rest	of	my	working	years	acting,
teaching,	and	managing	Ladybug	Theater	for
children.	Some	of	you	took	classes	at	the	"Bug"
at	the	Zoo.	Ladybug	moved	to	Oaks	Amusement
Park	where	she	sat	happily	under	the	hornbeam
trees	for	several	years.	We	even	got	to	"enjoy"
the	flood	of	‘96	there.	I	think	that	many	of	our
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props	ended	up	in	the	ocean	just	outside	of
Astoria.	I	now	like	to	garden,	read,	walk	and	eat.
(Michelle	Earley,	aide,	started	in	the	1960s)
	
Hat	Day.	This	project	embodies	what	MLC
could	be	and	was	so	often	for	me.	It	started	in
Lewis’	math	class,	I	think	during	the	spring	of
1999.	Someone	(as	I	recall	TJ	Thornton?)	was
folding	origami	paper	hats	to	pass	the	time.	A
few	of	us	joined	her.	We	folded	a	lot	of	hats.	Big
ones,	small	ones.	I	don’t	remember	now	who
hatched	the	idea	or	specifically	how	it	unfolded,
but	the	hats	became	a	school-wide	project.	We
dispatched	high	schoolers	and	black-and-white
paper	to	every	classroom	and	every	student
learned	to	make	their	own	paper	hat.	It	didn’t
stop	there	though.	We	all	ventured	outside	with
our	black	and	white	hats	and	formed	a	giant	yin-
yang	on	the	blacktop.	A	few	of	us	were
organizing	the	crowd	while	a	few	other	students
went	to	the	roof	to	take	a	picture	from	above.	It
was	magical	to	take	a	silly	idea	and	make	it
something	that	brought	the	entire	school
together	in	common	purpose,	and	create
something	that	would	endure	in	photograph
and	memory.	So	much	of	who	I	am	has	its	roots
in	interests	I	was	encouraged	to	explore	while	at
MLC.	I	am	now	a	consulting	economist
practicing	environmental	and	natural	resources
economics,	a	few	years	into	the	second	decade
of	my	career.	I	love	my	job.	MLC	taught	me	the
value	and	importance	of	telling	stories	well.
While	I	rely	on	data	to	get	the	story	right,	I
never	miss	an	opportunity	to	learn	and	honor
the	story	behind	the	data.	(Sarah	Reich,	started
in	the	1990s)
	

2.	STORIES

	
My	name	when	I	attended	MLC	was	Nick
Mahayni.	I	changed	it	to	Nick	Chase	in	2000.	At

the	end	of	one	year,	during	Metro	I	think,	the
teachers	handed	out	acknowledgments	for	civic
contributions	in	school.	I	got	an	award	for	"Best
Makeup.”	I	had	a	hard	time	finding	my	feet	at
MLC.	I	was	a	late-comer,	showing	up	midway
through	my	senior	year.	About	midway	through
the	term,	a	painfully	quiet	new	kid	showed	up.	I
remember	he	walked	up	to	me	in	the	hall	when
no	one	else	was	around.	He	stopped	and	stared
at	me	with	big,	slightly	terrified	blue	eyes.	I	had
dyed	black,	spiked	hair,	pierced	ears	and	rings
of	eyeliner	and	eye	shadow	on	my	face.	I	said,
“Hi!”	He	responded,	“It’s	just	that	sometimes
boys	like	to	wear	earrings,”	quietly,	then	stared
at	his	shoes.	I	asked	him	his	name	and	he	told
me	Oliver.	I	asked	him	how	long	he’d	been	at
MLC—it	was	his	second	day—then	I	told	him
he’d	get	used	to	it	and	he’d	be	fine.	A	week
later	he	was	running	and	screaming	through	the
halls	like	a	maniac	along	with	every	one	else	in
his	grade.	Organization	is	something	I	learned
from	Betty.	She	wanted	me	to	sub	for	her	while
she	was	gone	for	a	week.	I	had	graduated	the
spring	before,	and	I	have	no	idea	why	she
thought	it	would	be	okay	for	me	to	sub	for	her,
but	she	did,	and	no	surprise	to	me,	the	office
wouldn’t	let	her	hire	me.	So	she	went	through
the	approved	process	to	get	a	district	sub	but
wrote	in	her	lesson	planner	for	each	day	she	was
out:	“Don’t	do	anything.	Nick	will	do	it.”	That’s
all.	There	were	two	subs	that	week	and	the	first
one	was	confused,	but	let	me	run	Betty’s	classes
all	day	long.	Things	went	like	clockwork	and	the
sub	was	grateful	to	get	paid	to	observe	our
well-oiled	social	machine.	She	commented	to	me
at	the	end	of	her	two	days	that	she	was
impressed	at	how	self-organized	and	respectful
we	all	were.	The	third	day	we	had	a	new	sub.	He
thought	he	knew	better	and	wasn’t	impressed
that	Betty	had	left	an	18-year-old	punk	in
charge	of	her	classes.	He	refused	to	leave	me
in	charge	and	started	imposing	his	idea	of
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ran	into	Gail	in	the	hallway.	I	remember	it	was
right	after	lunch	and	I	was	on	my	way	to	Leah’s
Dream	Interpretation	class.	Gail	asked	me	if	I
was	excited	to	be	graduating.	There	wasn’t
anyone	around,	so	I	confided	in	her—“Gail,	I’m
terrified!	I	don’t	think	I’m	ready	to	graduate.	I
wouldn’t	be	sad	if	I	flunked	something	and
couldn’t	finish!”	Gail	smiled	at	me	quietly	and
said,	“Well,	Nick,	that	can	be	arranged	if	you
really	want	it.	If	you’re	not	ready,	we’d	be	glad
to	keep	you	around	for	a	while	longer!”	Of
course	she	was	serious.	I	braved	graduation,	but
the	permission	to	choose	for	myself	changed
the	sense	of	doom	and	horror	behind	it.	Thank
you,	Gail!	At	graduation,	Howard	gave	me	my
diploma	with	a	little	public	intro.	He	said,	“I
think	we’ve	learned	more	from	you	than	you
could	have	learned	from	us.”	I	still	have	no	idea
what	Howard	meant,	but	it’s	something	I’ve
carried	in	the	back	of	my	head	ever	since:	“What
am	I	contributing	to	this	experience,	and	to	this
community	today?”	So,	even	if	he	didn’t	mean	it
(he	did),	it	inspired	me	to	participate
conscientiously	in	every	community	I’m	part	of.
A	week	teaching	in	Betty’s	classroom	taught	me
everything	I	needed	to	know	about	community,
civic	responsibility,	and	social	improvisation—
the	latter	being	the	keystone	of	work	I’d	do	in
graduate	school	and	later	professionally	as	a
composer	and	improviser.	Today	I	am	the	only
adult	I	know	today	who	can	file	long-form	taxes
(thank	you,	Mike	M.),	and	I	founded	my	own
non-profit	in	California	without	an	attorney
(again,	thank	you	Mike!).	Colleagues	think	I'm	a
wonder,	but	really,	I	just	attended	class.	(Nick
Chase,	started	in	the	1980s)
	
Early	MLC	curriculum	(1968-1975)	for	a	3rd,	4th,
5th,	6th,	7th	,	8th,	9th,	or	10th	grader:	—
Develop	appreciation	and	tolerance	of
coexistence	in	age-mixed	“base	stations.”	—
Acquire	life	skills	in	italic	handwriting,
calligraphy,	guitar	and	group	folk	singing	with
Inga.	—Refine	manual	and	mental	dexterity
using	potter’s	wheel	and	hand-building	with
clay,	creating	silk-screen	prints,	and	writing	in
mini-courses	including	“Wishes,	Lies	and
Dreams”	with	Betty.	—Expand	art	education
with	bookbinding	and	marbleized	paper
techniques	with	Lydia.	—Cultivate	imagination
through	creative	writing	based	on	images	and

approved	public	school	order	on	Betty’s	room.
ALL	HELL	BROKE	LOOSE.	Bedlam!	Base	Station
was	louder	and	more	chaotic	than	I’d	ever	seen
it,	but	I	sat	there	and	said	absolutely	nothing	as	I
had	been	instructed	to	do	by	the	sub.	The	poor
guy	flailed.	And	flailed.	No	one	would	listen	to
him,	no	one	cared	he	was	there	and	at	some
point	he	actually	looked	like	he	was	drowning	in
a	sea	of	screaming	kids.	The	kids	wanted	to
leave	Base	Station	a	couple	minutes	early	and
they	weren’t	letting	up.	The	poor	guy	looked
totally	beaten	and	finally	he	looked	at	me	in
despair—“What	do	I	do	??”	He	asked.	I	said,
“Let	me	take	over.”	“NICK!	We	want	to	go
upstairs	NOW,	can	we	GO	PLEASE?!”	I	said,
“Did	you	get	lunch	count	to	Ella?”	One	of	the
grade	schoolers	hollered	from	somewhere	in	the
room,	“I	did	that	ten	minutes	ago!”	I	asked	the
room,	“Did	you	get	roll	up	to	Mary?”	“Yes!”	a
voice	from	the	corner	shouted.	“Who	are	the
absences?”	A	quick	list	was	shouted	back	from
different	corners	of	the	room.	“Okay,”	I	said,
“you	can	go,	but	be	QUIET!	Thanks	guys,	see
you	tomorrow!”	The	collective	didn’t
acknowledge	the	release,	but	the	room	emptied
out	in	a	matter	of	seconds	in	a	fit	of	quiet
organization.	Standing	in	silence,	the	sub	looked
at	me	in	shock	and	exhaustion.	He	asked,	“HOW
did	you	do	that?”	I	said,	“I	didn’t	do	anything.
They	did	it.”	He	didn’t	interfere	the	rest	of	the
week	and	actually	participated	in	some	of	the
things	I	taught	for	Betty’s	classes,	like	painting
and	writing	poetry.	I	think	he	had	a	good	time
and	maybe	learned	a	few	things	about	kids	and
responsibility!	A	few	weeks	before	I	graduated	I
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thought-provoking	prompts	like,	“imagine
living	in	a	place	where	the	international
time	zone	line	cut	through	your	town”;
calculate	cause	and	effect	through	science
projects	like	egg	drop	contest;	develop
observational	ability	and	sense	of	wonder
tracking	the	transformation	of	monarch
chrysalises	into	butterflies	with	Emil.	—
Acquire	skills	in	statistics	and	mental
calculation	through	endless	rounds	of
hearts	and	spades	card	games	seated	in
sliding	classroom	closets	on	top	of	built-in
shelves.	—Learn	community	through
parent-student	evening	potlucks	in	the
cafeteria,	followed	by	hide	and	seek	in	the
dark	upstairs	halls	of	the	school	building;
craft-fairs	in	park,	giant	bathtub	banana
splits,	and	colorful	silk	parachutes	can
alternately	be	deployed	to	accomplish
same	goal.	—Develop	business	and
interpersonal	skills	by	creating	quilt
square	for	the	annual	MLC	quilt	raffle,
designing	and	selling	tickets	door-to-
door.	—Prepare	responsible	driving
practices	by	climbing	on	and	playing	in
seat	of	old	disaffected	truck	on
playground,	‘til	Fire	Marshall	cites	as	fire
hazard	and	demands	removal.	—Refine
physical	balance	by	toeing	around	outside
wall	of	school	building	at	height	of	six	feet
above	ground	on	brick	ledge	(continue
until	bored	with	activity).	—Experience
pride	of	accomplishment	and	recognition

as	published	writer	and	graphic	artist	in
annual	MLC	literary	magazine.	—Observe
that	famous	personalities	are	regular
people,	when	Pete	Seeger	visits	school
(and	scolds	little	“brats”	for	trailing	his
heels	in	awe).	—Develop	reflexes	playing
prison	ball	in	gym	and	four	square	on
playground.	—Prepare	for	public	speaking
through	drama	with	John.	—Instill	lifelong
passion	for	water	and	hardiness	against
hypothermia	spending	endless	hours	in
basement	swimming	pool.	—Foster
competence	in	budget	management,
nutritional	value,	and	culinary	techniques,
shopping	for	lunch	at	Tastee	Freeze	and
Thriftway	grocery;	first-level	cooking
lesson:	Top	Ramen	and	pomegranate	seed
extraction.	—Stimulate	curiosity	regarding
world	cultures	and	foreign	languages
through	folk	dancing	with	Bryce.	—Learn
implicitly	never	to	fall	into	societal
hierarchical	trap	of	calling	someone	of
higher	social	status	by	their
“appropriate”	title	of	“Mr.,	Mrs.,	Dr.,
Professor,”	etc.,	since	first-name	basis	is
always	preferred!	—Cultivate
independence,	sense	of	curiosity,	fearless
risk-taking,	love	of	the	outdoors	and
adventure	at	Shaw	Island	Cedar	Rock
Camp;	activities	include:	sleep	wherever
you	want,	enjoy	view	of	Puget	Sound	from
open	doorless	outhouse,	ride	in
overcrowded	hay	wagon	manned	by
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we	going?	I	don’t	know.	When	we	get
there?	I	ain’t	certain.	All	I	know	is	we	are
on	our	way”	ventures	with	John;
technique:	pack	twenty	kids	into	nine-
person	van	to	explore	new	Portland
destination,	once	or	twice	weekly;	ex:
Sandy	River	smelt	run,	Alpenrose	dairy.
—Build	personal	confidence	and	find
own	voice	through	public	performances
in	cafeteria	of	country	music	covers	on
guitar	with	Jon	and	MLC	friends.	—Enjoy
solid	community	support,	stability,
acceptance,	love,	encouragement	and
safe	place	from	which	to	springboard
into	“regular”	high	school	and	years	of
college;	do	not	worry	that	you	do	not
understand	concepts	of	structured
learning,	deadlines,	formal	writing,	how
American	government	functions,	basic
math,	science,	history;	each	student	has
rest	of	(her)	life	to	figure	those
superficial	details	out.	(I	completed	a
Ph.D.	in	French	Linguistics;	lived	and
worked	in	Mexico,	Quebec,	and	France;
hiked	the	Camino	de	Santiago	in	Spain.)
(Kelly	Sax,	started	in	the	1960s)
	
I	was	the	last	of	my	siblings	to	attend
MLC.	There	was	a	long	waiting	list	for
my	age	group,	so	for	a	year	and	a	half	I
listened	to	the	stories	my	brothers	and
sisters	brought	home.	I	found	them
difficult	to	believe.	It	sounded	like	chaos,
bedlam,	pandemonium.	How	could
learning	occur	in	such	a	place?	And	I	was
an	odd	kid	who	enjoyed	learning.	In	the
school	I	attended,	students	perpetually
ranted	about	how	much	they	hated
school,	and	there	I	swiftly	learned	to
conceal	my	love	of	learning.	But	the	day
finally	came,	and	the	initial	step	was	for
me	to	visit	for	a	day:	a	first	date,	and	a
blind	one.	That	fateful	day	began	with
the	carpool,	to	which	I	could	easily
devote	a	thousand	words,	but	the	salient
aspect	was	that	everyone	was	eagerly
looking	forward	to	school.	From	my	pre-
MLC	point	of	view,	something	was
wrong.	I	walked	through	those	doors
and	into	a	buzzing	swarm	of	long-haired,

intoxicated	driver	through	bumpy	dry
yellow	grass	fields,	listen	for	meal	bells
and	avoid	yellow	jackets	eager	for	food
and	sweet	drinks,	marvel	at	magic	of
phosphorescent	light	explosion	when
paddling	through	Puget	Sound	by	night,
explode	jellyfish	on	rock	after	dark	to
create	phosphorescent	fireworks,	spend
evenings	playing	liar’s	dice	in	main	house,
line	up	for	coveted	colored	electrician’s
tape	accomplishment	ribbons	wrapped
around	nylon	bracelets	(“polar	bear”	for
jumping	in	Puget	Sound,	“eagle’s	nest”
spotting,	etc.).	—Appreciate	rewards	of
persistence	and	patience	by	searching	for,
and	successfully	finding,	four-leaf	clovers
in	Couch	park	(activity	can	take	as	many
hours	as	necessary).	—Train	in	applied
mathematics	through	story	problem
practice	with	Judy,	helped	by	Antioch
college	aide	Gerard;	if	too	traumatic,
unrequired	activity;	revert	to	card	playing
or	folk-song	singing!	—Inculcate	tolerance
for	sharing	sleeping	space	with	many
other	people,	appreciation	of	the
performing	arts,	excitement	of	exploring
new	destinations	through	activities	such
as:	Ashland	Shakespeare	Festival	field
trip;	Mazama	Lodge	ski	retreat;	Metolius
river	camping	outing;	Cannon	Beach
overnight	(obligatory	construction	of
channeled	sand	latrines	as	instructed	in
Whole	Earth	Catalogue,	and	creation	of
color-layered	sand	candles).	—Gain
awareness	and	appreciation	for	larger
context	of	community,	through	“Where
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tie-dyed	maniacs,	playing	guitars,	flying	exotic
paper	airplanes,	and	amiably	disputing	pre-
Socratic	versus	Aristotelian	world	views.	Two
older	guys	walked	past	me	conversing	in	dits
and	dahs,	practicing	Morse	code	for	their	radio
operator	licenses.	My	sister	Susie	shoved	me
into	the	office	and	introduced	me	to	the	school
secretary,	Mary,	whom	everyone	called	Mary.
Several	years	after	graduation	I	telephoned	MLC
regarding	my	school	records.	Mary’s	familiar
voice	said,	“MLC,”	and	I	barely	got	out	“hello”
when	she	said,	“Hi,	Tim.	It’s	Mary.”	In	Ehrick’s
homeroom,	Ehrick	introduced	himself	as	Ehrick.
I	knew	hardly	any	teachers’	surnames	until
weeks	had	gone	by.	A	bell	rang	and	I	followed
the	main	current	to	Emil’s	creative	writing	class.
Emil	welcomed	me	and	asked	how	many	more
McDevitts	were	yet	to	come.	I	told	him	I	was	the
last	one.	He	seemed	relieved.	Then	he	placed	a
large	photograph	before	me	and	told	me	to
write	something	about	it.	“Something?”	I	asked,
confused.	“Sorry,”	he	said.	“I	meant,	anything.”
Swept	away	to	the	gym	where	I	was	introduced
to	Soak’m,	a	variant	of	prison-ball.	We	couldn’t
play	prison-ball,	as	there	were	no	prisoners	at
MLC.	A	ruthless	game	nevertheless.	Kids	of
both	genders	could	throw	those	balls	hard

enough	to	knock	me	off	my	feet.	And	gleefully
did	so.	I	was	given	some	pointers	on	trajectory,
which	left	me	wondering	what	trajectory	meant.
Jeffrey,	maybe	eight	at	the	time,	explained	that
trajectory	was	a	contraction	of	the	Latin	prefix,
trans:	across;	and	jacere:	throw.	I	was	failing	to
generate	sufficient	velocity,	allowing	the	ball	to
assume	a	parabolic	course,	which	was	anathema
to	the	game.	Chris	overheard	this	and
remonstrated	that	it	was	not	so	much	anathema
as	antithetical.	They	both	got	hit	while	debating
it.	Next	stop	history,	where	you	could	catch
your	breath	and	sweat	in	the	dark	while	Abe
screened	a	film	of	a	man	in	lederhosen	standing
atop	an	immense	pile	of	dead	Jews,	playing	a
concertina	and	singing	a	German	folk	song.	This
moving	image	was	juxtaposed	with	a	still	of	an
American	playing	a	fiddle	atop	a	heap	of	dead
Native	Americans.	Vociferous	discussion	on	why
one	is	a	holocaust	and	the	other	manifest
destiny.	On	to	literature.	Ehrick	and	a	dozen
kids	reading	Romeo	and	Juliet.	Even	here	there
was	no	escaping	Shakespeare.	But	now	Juliet
was	wantonly	plying	her	wares	from	the	balcony,
whilst	Romeo	sounded	more	like	the	Marquis	de
Sade	warming	up	for	a	vigorous	intermezzo.
Ehrick	protested	but	the	wheels	were	off,	sparks
flying.	By	the	time	class	was	over,	the	tragic
star-crossed	lovers	deserved	everything	they
got.	Unfortunately,	lunch	was	the	industrial
public	school	lunch.	Fortunately,	I	didn’t	have	to
eat	it.	There	was	a	course	on	mooching	and
their	classroom	was	the	cafeteria.	The	student
who	taught	the	course,	Lee,	mooched	me	out	of
everything	but	half	a	banana	and	a	carrot	stick
to	which	I	desperately	clung.	
Yes,	students	taught	courses.	I	took	an
introduction	to	biology	from	Pete	Lowry	that,
when	I	got	to	college,	turned	out	to	have	been
an	AP	course;	and	John	Lynch	valiantly	tried	to
teach	me	to	use	a	computer.	“The	problem,”	he
maintained,	“is	not	with	the	computer.”	After
lunch	came	a	field	trip.	A	planetarium	and	a
pickle	factory,	where	we	each	left	with	a
complimentary	pickle	the	size	of	a	football.
Wound	up	at	Andy	&	Bax	Surplus	where
everyone,	for	fifty	cents	a	pair,	came	back
wearing	jungle	fatigues,	with	hand-darned	bullet
holes	and	pockets	galore.	Back	at	MLC,	in	home
economics,	the	mountaineering	club	was	making
their	own	packs	and	harnesses	on	the	sewing
machines	while	a	vegan	cuisine	class	was	in
session	across	the	room.	On	the	summit	of	Mt.
St.	Helens,	my	numb	fingers	would	one	morning
scribble	in	the	climbers’	register,	“1973
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Metropolitan	Learning	Center	Expedition.”	Back
at	base	camp.	Ravenous.	Nothing	but	zucchini.
Do	not	mix	mountaineering	and	vegan	cuisine.
On	that	very	first	day,	however,	after	solid
geometry	with	Bill	Roteki	and	the	soma	cubes;
after	learning	to	play	Baroque	chess,	with	its
immobilizers,	coordinators	and	chameleons;
after	witnessing,	though	I	had	not	thought	it
possible,	a	cutthroat	game	of	four-square,	I
faced	my	final	assignment:	back	to	the	office	to
meet	the	Principal.	I	was	ushered	into	his	private
office.	He	rose	to	shake	my	hand,	the	first
person	ever	to	do	so.	I	looked	up,	way	up,	and
couldn’t	believe	my	eyes.	This	lunatic	asylum
was	run	by	Cary	Grant.	I	racked	up	the
requisite	credits	and	successfully	petitioned	for
early	graduation.	I	know,	and	knew	then,	that	I
would	have	benefited	from	another	year	at
MLC.	But	principals	were	being	rotated,	and
there	was	no	way	on	God’s	then-green	Earth
that	I	was	not	going	to	have	Amasa	Gilman’s
signature	on	my	diploma.	And	when	I	arrived
home,	I	was	gratified	to	report	that	my	brothers
and	sisters	had	not	been	exaggerating.	They
had,	as	it	turned	out,	been	uncharacteristically
reserved.	(Tim	McDevitt,	started	in	the	1970s)

Hi,	this	is	Leah.	I	taught	at	MLC	for	23	years.	It
was	a	dream	job.	I	was	always	amazed	at	how
lucky	I	felt	(how	could	a	JOB	be	so	much
FUN?!).	It	was	a	kind	of	collective	euphoria,
being	part	of	the	K-12	experiment,	that	I	think
we	all	felt—students,	faculty,	parents,
volunteers,	visitors.	We	knew	we	were
participating	in	something	unique	and	special.
Now	we	are	asked	to	submit	a	story	or
recollection	about	MLC	for	the	50th	reunion.
Oh,	people,	if	you	only	knew—that,	one,	most
of	the	stories	that	we	old-timers	share	when
we	get	together,	which	make	us	collapse	with
helpless	laughter,	could	NEVER	be	put	down
in	print;	and,	two,	to	choose	just	one	story	to
tell	is	nearly	impossible.	There	are	many
thousands	of	great	memories,	as	you	can	see
from	all	these	wonderful	contributions.	I
decided	to	try	to	capture	the	TONE	of	MLC,
rather	than	tell	a	particular	story.	Whenever	I
meet	someone	who	says	to	me,	"Oh,	MLC,	I've
heard	of	it.	What	was	it	like?"	I	tell	them	it	was
(is)	a	public	K-12	school,	it	met	all	requirements
for	HS	graduation	in	Oregon,	kids	passed	their
exams,	etc.,	BUT	there	was	freedom	and
encouragement	for	the	staff	and	students	to	be
as	innovative,	original	and	creative	as	we	chose
(I	hope	this	is	still	true	today).	Want	one	small
example?	OK,	the	.50	"Personal	Finance"	credit
required	for	graduation:	well,	the	incomparable
Pander	brothers,	Jacob	and	Arnold,	were	(and
are)	amazing	and	successful	artists,	who	lived	on
their	own	independently	(paid	their	rent,
household	and	living	expenses,	etc.).	So,	rather
than	making	them	sit	in	a	classroom	practicing
mastery	of	checkbooks	and	credit	cards,	we	met
together	once	a	week	and	they	gave	me	a
summary	of	how	they	had	earned	and	spent
their	money	that	week	(i.e.,	"survival	skills	and
independence,"	right?).	It	was	...	impressive,
and	certainly	original	;-).	So,	the	TONE:	the
magic	trick	at	MLC	was	simple:	mutual
RESPECT,	TOLERANCE,	ACCEPTANCE,	and
LOVING	APPRECIATION.	Remember	that	MLC
was	called	an	ALTERNATIVE	SCHOOL—an
alternative	to	the	traditional,	structured,
confined	school	setting.	So,	parents	and
students	CHOSE	MLC,	because	they	could	feel
acceptance	without	judgement,	let	go	of	their
anxieties	about	"fitting	in,"	and	just	be
themselves.	An	example?	(I	guess	I	am	telling
stories	after	all;	I'll	try	to	keep	it	short).	Without
naming	names,	many	of	you	will	recall	that	we
had	a	high-school	boy	who	was—in	the	current
PC	term—"on	the	spectrum."	Quite	so	[side
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bar:	we	had	many	disagreements	in	the	staff
about	whether	or	not	to	participate	in	the
district's	"Talented	and	Gifted"	program,	because
we	were	unwilling	to	single	out	kids	for	these
perks,	as	we	considered	ALL	our	students	to	be
"talented	and	gifted”!].	So,	this	boy	had	a	few
"unique	behaviors."	He	loved	to	go	into	the
auditorium	and	systematically,	one	by	one,	slam	all
the	seats	up	(or	down),	echoing	BAM!	BAM!	BAM!
Would	people	pass	through	and	try	to	stop	him
and	send	him	back	to	class?	NO!	They	(kids	and
staff)	would	cheerfully	call	out	to	him,	"Hi,	___!"
He	also	had	a	fascination	with	radios	(remember
them?),	and	he	knew	all	the	call	letters	of	the
stations	all	over	the	country.	The	classrooms	had
such	antique	radios	at	that	time	that	they	had	to
"warm	up"	before	the	sound	came	on.	Well,	our
boy	loved	to	sneak	on	tiptoe	into	each	classroom
and	turn	the	knob	on	full	blast,	then	run	out
quickly	before	the	sound	came	blasting	on,
startling	everyone.	Then,	everyone	would	burst
into	laughter,	say	"___was	here!"	and	get	back	to
work.	That	is	the	MLC	I	remember	and	love.	I	am
grateful	for	all	the	dear	special	friends	I	made
there,	who	are	still	in	my	life.	(Leah	(Fulford)	Darr,
started	in	the	1970s)
	

3.	SURVIVORS	AND

THRIVERS

	
I	transferred	to	MLC	during	a	terrible	time	in	my
life.	A	child	of	privilege	and	liberal	parents,	I	was
bullied	at	my	"normal"	high	school	for	my	self-
expression.	MLC	saved	my	life	and	gave	me	joy.
My	most	delightful	memory	is	of	a	glorious	week
in	Ashland,	seeing	the	plays	and	running	around
Lithia	Park,	sleeping	in	the	little	hidden	loft	in	the
sanctuary	of	the	church	and	Lewis'	gently
disapproving	glance	as	I	emerged.	I	look	back
now	and	realize	that	I	and	my	friend	group	at	MLC
were	probably	a	challenging	bunch,	but	we	were
held	and	not	judged	by	our	loving	community
there.	I	moved	to	Maine	for	college	and	put	down
roots.	I've	homeschooled	my	four	kids	through
high	school,	as	there	is	no	MLC-style	school
available	here.	I	would	have	been	a	terrible
"normal"	school	mom:	"Oh,	you're	too	tired	from
staying	up	all	night	to	watch	the	moon?	OK,	just
stay	home	today!"	I've	had	a	restaurant,	a	bakery,

and	worked	as	a	homebirth	midwife.	Now	I'm	an
activist	of	the	middle-aged	variety,	with	a	focus	on
guerrilla	theater	and	puppets.	(Anna	Durand,
started	in	the	1980s)
	
My	MLC	Story:	At	Home	With	Righteous
Indignation.	My	parents	started	me	at	MLC	in	1987
for	third	grade.	They'd	always	loved	the	free-
thinking	attitudes	of	the	place,	and	I	needed	it	for
other	reasons.	I	was	TAG,	and	I	had	run	up	against
the	limits	of	the	textbook	curriculum	at	the
neighborhood	school	I	attended.	The	open	and
exploratory	nature	of	most	MLC	teaching	allowed
me	to	stretch	and	grow.	MLC	also	allowed	me	to
flex	my	most	important	and	obnoxious	muscle:	my
stubborn	will.	I	have	always	been	socially	awkward
with	same-age	peers.	With	anyone	in	a	position	of
real	or	perceived	authority,	I	was	hell	on	wheels.
At	MLC	there	was	no	end	to	the	battles	I	could
fight.	In	my	first	year	I	joined	little	kids	who
lectured	the	high	schoolers	smoking	in	Couch	Park
about	the	dangers	of	lung	cancer.	In	fourth	grade	I
led	half	of	my	class	on	strike	(!)	about	the	lack	of
field	trips	that	Fall.	I	was	obnoxiously	vocal	about
the	dissolution	of	base	station	in	the	late	1980s.	In
middle	school	I	argued	with	all	of	my	teachers,	all
of	the	time,	and	in	high	school	I	joined	SITE	council
just	to	make	the	importance	of	my	opinions
official.	I	even	insisted	upon	graduating	from	MLC
even	though	5/8	of	my	high	school	career	was
spent	elsewhere.	I	fought	because	I	cared,	or
because	it	felt	good	to	fight,	and	often	I	wasn't
sure	which	it	was.	I	fought	because	I	had	my	claws
in	this	place	and	I'd	be	damned	if	the	status	quo
would	shift	or	bend	just	because	the	staff	had
newfangled	ideas.	I	fought	because	there	were
so	many	things	that	were	so	important	to	me.
Worth	the	fight.	Hell,	I	started	to	feel	that
righteous	indignation	again	when	I	learned	the	yin-
yang	logo	would	be	changed.	Maybe	just	because
this	is	what	MLC	is	to	me—the	place	where	I
fought.	The	place	where	kids	can	fight	for
whatever	their	heart	believes.	Now	I	teach	fourth
and	fifth	grade	in	Portland.	I	have	two	children	of
my	own.	Every	moment	of	every	day	I	live	by	what
I	learned	at	MLC:	kids	should	have	agency,	and	we
should	honor	their	fights.	They	are	people	NOW,
not	someday.	(Maggie	Byrkit,	started	in	the
1980s)
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I	was	moved	around	a	lot	as	a	kid,	and	went	to
many	different	schools.	Consequently,	I	did	two
separate	stints	at	MLC,	at	the	end	of	the	‘60s	and
during	the	mid-‘70s.	To	be	honest,	neither	of	them
involved	much	in	the	way	of	"academic"	learning,
but	these	were	the	ONLY	times	I	really
ENJOYED	school,	and	looked	forward	to	going,
and	though	not	very	academic,	I	learned	a	lot	at
MLC,	and	my	years	there	were	very	formative.
After	a	miserable	experience	of	1st	grade,	at	7
years	old,	in	1969,	I	went	to	MLC	and	felt	as	if	I'd
been	delivered	out	of	bondage	and	into	the
Promised	Land—or	had	gone	to	heaven.	I
remember	hanging	out	in	Betty	Mayther's	room,
sculpting	clay	and	drawing	(which	was	very	homey
for	me,	because	my	dad	was	also	an	artist,	with
whom	I	worked	clay).	I	wandered	around	in	awe
and	admiration	of	all	the	goings	on	at	MLC,	and
the	sweet	culture	among	the	kids	and	teachers.
Then	came	a	grueling	sojourn	back	in	the	land	of
"normal"	schools,	where	I	was,	in	contrast,
horrified	and	disgusted	at	the	culture	of	bullying,
social	popularity	politics,	and	grouchy,	old,	semi-
sadistic	teachers.	Though	I	think	it's	accurate	to
say	I	was	one	of	the	smartest	kids	in	my	classes,	I
resented	the	way	I	was	being	treated	and	taught,
and	didn't	do	all	the	assignments,	and	didn't	get
great	grades.	During	my	5th	grade,	at	Chapman,
my	folks	took	pity	on	my	misery	and	allowed	me	to
go	on	strike	for	awhile—so	I	dropped	out	for	a	few
months.	I	managed	to	tolerate	6th	grade.	At	12,
we	moved	again,	and	1974	saw	me	delivered
again,	back	into	the	welcoming	arms	of	MLC
(where	I	remained	until	1977).	So	relieved!	Like
coming	home!	This	second	stint	at	MLC,	my
equivalent	of	7th,	8th,	and	9th	grades,	involved,	as
I	have	said,	little	in	the	way	of	"academics,"	and
yet	it	hugely	supported	me	in	blooming,	as	a
person,	as	a	social	being,	as	a	life-long	learner.	I

was	in	Susan's	home	room,	where	a	vinyl	LP	of	Cat
Stevens’	Tea	for	the	TIllerman	would	repeat,	over
and	over,	endlessly,	daily,	continuously.
Surprisingly,	it	is	still	one	of	my	favorite	albums!
For	the	second	time	ever,	I	looked	forward	to
going	to	school;	I	felt	like	I	almost	"fit	in"!	(as	a
fellow	freak,	in	a	fabulous	furry	freak	family).	I
confess,	I	smoked	a	prodigious	and	perhaps
startlingly	large	amount	of	weed	during	my	tenure
at	MLC,	but	my	brain	seems	to	have	emerged
unscathed!	I	became	a	serious	student	of:	Tai	Chi,
with	Lew;	Carlos	Casteneda's	Don	Juan	literature,
with	John;	drama,	with	the	other	John.	I	was	close
friends	with	Joey	Edelman,	Rosalio	Hernandez,
Michelle	DePass,	Joe	Armsbury,	Chris	Pugh,	Carlee
Smith,	Peter	Paget,	Shawn	Mick,	the	Grimms—who
else?	I	watched,	with	wonder,	David	Chelsea
(Celsi),	drawing,	and	Gary	Fountaine,	Chris
Mayther,	and	Feather,	making	music.	I	went
dancing,	joyously,	with	my	happy	hippie	friends,	at
Arbuckle	Flats	coffee	house,	home	of	all-ages	killer
live	music	(Upepo,	Jeff	Lorber	Fusion,	Obo	Addy
and	Okropong,	etc.).	At	15,	faced	with	the
prospect	of	a	forced	sophomore	matriculation	at
Lincoln	High	(where	I	had	already,	in	horror,	done
a	few	classes	during	freshman	year),	I	opted	for
the	lesser	of	two	evils,	and	dropped	out
altogether.	I	left	home	and	supported	myself	for	a
year	with	various	odd	jobs.	At	16,	I	had	what	I
usually	describe	as	a	"spiritual	conversion
experience,"	which	changed	my	life	completely:	I
stopped	using	weed	and	all	forms	of	drugs,	got	a
GED,	and	started	going	to	university,	with	my
(academically	speaking)	6th-grade	education.
Miraculously,	I	loved	the	college	setting,
immersed	myself	in	the	study	of	philosophy,
anthropology,	religion,	dance,	music,	and	various
passions,	and	became	a	"straight	A"	student!.
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expanding	the	next	year.	Hence	my	entering	MLC
in	its	second	year	of	existence.	Thank	you	Sarah
Church.	Betty	was	my	homeroom	coordinator
which	was	fortunate	for	me.	We	clicked.	But	soon	I
met	Rebecca	at	a	“hang	out”	house	(for	lack	of	a
better	term)	where	some	of	the	“seniors”	spent
time.	Within	weeks	we	were	together	all	of	the
time.	This	consisted	of	hours	singing	in	the
bathroom	in	the	MLC	basement	(because	of	the
great	acoustics),	staying	in	the	Rosicrucian	Society
library	seeking	out	information	about	reincarnation
and	such,	and	singing	and	drawing	the	trees	in	the
park.	It	was	an	exciting	and	heady	time	discovering
such	new	concepts	at	the	ripe	old	age	of	fifteen.
We	also	attended	services	at	the	synagogue	on
the	corner	where	the	mothers	whispered	about
our	marriageable	possibilities.	I	don’t	remember
the	Christian	churches	we	visited,	but	we	had
communion	once	at	one	of	them.	My	life	was	to	be
Spiritual.	(We	even	fantasized	about	becoming
nuns	at	some	obscure	type	of	monastery	where
our	lives	could	be	devoted	to	meditation.)	This	was
my	refuge	(the	“spiritual”)	and	soon	enough	(two
years	after	coming	to	MLC)	Abe	Bialostosky	asked
me	if	I	wanted	to	graduate	a	year	early.	I	told	him	I
did	and	so	was	free	the	following	year	to	meet	and
travel	with	my	future	husband	(who	became	a	Sufi
shaykh	about	ten	years	into	our	forty-year
marriage).	And	oh,	my	…	you	don’t	want	to	know
the	rest	(I	had	a	30-year	stint	with	polygamy),	but	I
ended	up	starting	my	new	life	on	11/11/11,
sprouting	the	wings	that	I	clipped	so	early	on.	(By
the	way,	I	JUST	learned	how	to	drive	for	the	first
time	and	so	I’m	feeling	those	wings	almost
literally.)	Okay,	I	just	received	a	very	clear	message
from	whatever	makes	the	reader	of	this
comfortable	…	perhaps	I’ll	just	say	“from	the
unseen.”	It	came	as	the	last	sentence	in	a	newsy
letter	from	my	heart-based	mother.	Something	I
don’t	ever	remember	she	ever	actually	said	to	me,
so	I	could	tell	it	was	significant.	The	sentence	was
“Always	do	the	right	thing.”	This	was	something
that	I	was	keenly	aware	of	from	an	early	age,
somehow,	and	she	never	HAD	to	say	it.	Her	trust
was	always	sufficient	for	me,	and	that	is	what
guided	me	away	from	many	more	mistakes	that	my
young	blood	would	surely	have	caused	me	to
make.	So	here	goes	“the	right	thing”…	I	had	a
truly	wonderful	time	at	MLC	and	was
dumbfounded	when	my	younger	sister	told	me	she
had	a	very	different	experience.	She	told	me	that
she	felt	intimidated	and	bullied	while	there

Went	on	to	earn	a	BA,	summa	cum	laude	(yeah,	I
had	something	to	prove	to	some	of	those	crappy
teachers	from	my	past—so	there!),	in	music	and
comparative	religion,	and	an	MA	in	counseling
psychology.	Spent	years	living	in	a	Zen	center;
worked	as	a	professional	musician,	dancer,	and
film-maker;	and	have	become	a	counselor	and
teacher	of	transformation,	leading	workshops	on
spirituality,	relationships,	and	personal	growth	all
over	the	world	for	almost	30	years	(about	60	cities,
in	15	countries	on	five	continents).	I	have	the
supreme	pleasure	and	privilege	of	helping	folks
around	the	globe	to	transform	their	lives,	and	even
though	my	time	at	MLC	wouldn't	fit	many	folks’
ideas	of	proper	"schooling,"	I	feel	that	I	was	very
much	supported	there	in	becoming	myself	and
living	out	my	true	calling.	MY	DEEP	&	HEARTFELT
THANKS	to	all	the	TEACHERS	&	STUDENTS	of
MLC!	(Taber	Shadburne,	started	in	the	1960s)
	
In	my	two	formative	years	at	MLC,	I	gained	core
values	that	later	helped	me	realize	broken	hearts
last	a	lifetime,	and	the	most	joyful	times	are
fleeting	and	precious.	I’ve	changed	careers	four
times,	raised	a	family,	and	stayed	gainfully
employed	for	50	years	(and	counting).	Mostly
happy	times	very	much	appreciated.	(Anonymous,
started	in	the	1960s)
	
The	middle	of	my	freshman	year	at	Lincoln	High
found	me	making	the	intention	not	to	just	pass
without	studying	(although	getting	As	and	Bs).	I
was	determined	to	LEARN.	So	on	this	particular
day	I	hauled	six	thick	textbooks	home.	(Can	you
tell	I	didn’t	stick	to	my	resolve?)	I	lived	up	on
Aspen	Street	(the	other	side	of	the	gully	next	to
Christie	Daggett’s	home)	in	the	Spanish	stucco
house	that	my	mother	and	stepfather	bought	only
about	a	year	and	a	half	after	my	father	and	little
sister	were	killed	in	“the	accident.”	Willamette
Heights	was	magical	for	me,	living	as	I	did	across
the	street	from	Forest	Park,	but	the	people	were
just	as	good.	Riding	with	my	books	on	the	first
front-facing	seat	on	the	Couch	Street	bus	(the	23rd
Avenue),	we	stopped	near	MLC	and	an	ethereal
wood	nymph	climbed	aboard	and	sat	near	me.
She	had	the	most	beautiful	auburn	hair	and
alabaster	skin	(and	actually	lived	in	a	dwelling	on
the	edge	of	the	forest);	a	paperback	“Macbeth”
was	neatly	tucked	into	her	pocket.	We	got	to
talking	about	my	“homework.”	She	showed	me
hers	(the	small	book	in	her	coat)	and	told	me	that	I
should	consider	applying	to	her	school	since	it	was
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attending	as	a	young	child	in	the	seventies	(or
early	eighties).	Why	is	this	pertinent	now,	you	ask?
Because	I	am	learning	to	speak	out	(yes,	you	could
say	it’s	about	time).	I	had	to	answer	my	original	call
to	do	this	when	I	realized	how	difficult	it	was
writing	this	little	piece	for	the	50th	anniversary	of
MLC’s	existence.	I	deleted	a	whole	paragraph	on
how	I	always	was	the	one	to	befriend	the
underdog	at	my	grade	school	as	a	child	all	the	way
up	until	entering	MLC	(where	I	was	never
personally	confronted	with	the	need	to	so,	by	the
way),	and	somehow	I	know	I	must	speak	out
anyway.	It	must	be	tough	to	be	young	in	the	world
these	days	with	so	many	expectations	for	being
“cool.”	So	without	judgment	I	clearly	tug	on	our
collective	coat	to	pause	and	absorb	someone
else’s	view	in	order	to	acknowledge	any	human
who	comes	into	each	of	our	individual	realms.
Especially	the	children.	That’s	all.	Thank	you	for
listening	and	for	this	moment	perhaps	pausing	to
reflect.	I	Salute	the	Divine	in	you.	(Layla	(Wende)
Eriksen,	started	in	the	1960s)
	

4.	TEACHERS

	
I	began	teaching	at	MLC	in	January	of	1973.	At
that	time	Amasa	Gilman	was	the	principal,	and	on
my	first	day	I	asked	him	what	his	best	advice	would
be.	He	said:	"Oh,	just	go	find	some	kids	and	be
with	them."	His	counsel	was	wise	and	succinct.	My
memories	of	21	years	at	MLC	are	endless	and	can
still	bring	me	to	tears	when	I	remember	precious

moments;	other	recollections	make	me	laugh
until	I	can't	breathe.	What	a	wonderful	place	it
is	with	students	and	staff	I	love	to	this	day	for
a	million	reasons.	I'm	sure	that	people	of	every
time	period	feel	the	same.	The	acceptance,
nurturing,	creativity,	joy,	magic,	wackiness,
laughter,	and	love	are	endless	here.	And	so
much	more.	How	lucky	I	was	to	be	part	of	it.
(Gail	Brooks,	started	in	the	1970s)
	
Once	every	month	or	two	someone	would	call
for	a	school	hug.	We'd	go	from	classroom	to
classroom,	gathering	all	the	students	and
teachers	around,	go	outside	and	surround	the
school	building	holding	hands	to	give	the
school	a	big	hug.	I	also	remember	Sieggy's
shop	class	where	the	youngest	students	built
a	working	sailboat	named	Baby	Cakes	with
his	help,	and	took	it	sailing	in	one	of	the	parks.
(Barbara	Stross,	started	in	the	1970s)
	
Greetings	fellow	MLCers	across	the	decades!
My	name	is	Bob	Osgood.	During	the	first	week
of	January	1973	I	flew	into	PDX,	took	the
DART	shuttle	to	the	downtown	Hilton,	called
the	school,	and	was	soon	picked	up	by	Sally
Blank	and	Sarah	Linder.	Thus	began	a
remarkable	six-month	time	as	an	aide	at	MLC
—	from	Antioch	College.	I	joined	fellow
Antiochians	Mark	Floyd,	Tom	Welch,	Eric
Levine,	John	Karr,	Melinda	Zell,	and	Beloit	aide
Jacqui	Kennedy	(no	typo)	in	the	remarkable
building	at	NW	21st	and	Glisan.	For	the	first
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three	months	I	boarded	with	a	wonderful	MLC
family,	Joe	and	Nel	Rand	and	their	terrific	kids
Lisa	and	JJ.	The	rest	of	my	time	I	semi-crashed
at	the	yellow	house	at	2354	NW	Roosevelt.	It
was	a	memorable	time.	But	as	my	dear	friend
Jeana	Edelman	put	it,	it	was	also	a	complicated
time.	I	could	write	pages	of	memories	and
impressions:	overnights	to	Mazama	Lodge	and
Suttle	Lake,	field	trips	everywhere,	helping	kids
learn	to	read,	the	Sub	Shop,	Heavy	Number
Taco,	the	QP,	the	Shire,	Short	Sands,	the	NW
Portland	of	1973.	But	it	was	the	people—the
teachers	and	especially	the	students—who
made	such	a	lasting	impression	on	me.	I	won't
even	begin	to	try	to	name	all	of	the	many	dear,
close	friends	I	made	there	with	whom	I	have
stayed	in	touch	(even	before	social	media).	Most
were	MLCers,	some	were	Couch	kids	(I	never
did	learn	what	the	difference	was),	and	others	in
other	orbits	I	also	came	to	know	and	love.	Such
thoughtful,	intriguing,	at	times	mysterious
people	and	a	testimony	to	the	potential	value
and	opportunity	found	in	a	school	like	that.	I	left
in	June	1973,	but	returned	to	Portland	in	1974
to	do	summer	at	PSU,	and	then	graduated	from
the	U	of	O	in	1976.	I	was	employed	for	an
outrageous	and	hedonistic	two	years	at	Old
Town	Pizza	in	1978	and	1979.	I	love	Portland	to
this	day,	though	it—as	with	all	of	us—has
changed	in	so	many	ways.	Since	leaving	MLC
I've	lived	in	Vermont,	Massachusetts,	New	York,
Ohio,	Indiana,	Wisconsin,	Japan,	Mexico,	and
Malaysia.	I	found	a	vocation	I	loved	as	a	college
professor	and	still	tell	anecdotes	in	my	classes
from	MLC	days,	when	appropriate	(all	names
changed	to	protect	the	guilty).	Raised	two	great
kids	with	my	spouse	Elisabeth.	Ready	to	retire
sooner	than	I	thought	I	would!	Enjoy	your
reunion	and	know	I	will	be	thinking	of	all	of	you.
All	the	best.	Peace	on	Earth.	(Bob	Osgood,
started	in	the	1970s)
	
I	started	working	at	MLC	its	first	year:	150
students,	five	teachers,	and	two	separate
schools	in	one	building.	A	crazy,	fascinating,
great	place	to	work	for	the	following	23
years!	Memories?	Sorting	out	base	stations	in
the	gym—Ziggie	telling	toilet-monster	stories—
Emil	teaching	speed	reading—John	Angell
walking	through	lunch-time	halls	playing	his
guitar,	followed	by	a	gaggle	of	youngsters—
incredible	graduation	ceremonies—Betty
Mayther	filling	a	bathtub	with	ice	cream	and

everybody	having	a	cone—and	did	we	really	all
gather	outdoors	and	shove	the	building	to	see	if
we	could	move	it	at	least	an	inch	to	the	West?—
decorating	the	hall	walls	with	murals—the	on-
going	Dodge	Ball	game—eggs	dropped	from
the	roof,	surviving	successfully	and	not	so	much
...	and	the	people,	wonderful	people,	from	really
small	to	pretty	much	grown	up!	Yup,	23	years,
and	every	one	of	them	full	of	treasured
memories!	(Mary	Milestone,	started	in	the
1960s)

Prelude:	I	discovered	MLC	in	1968	when	two
neighbors	and	I	were	investigating	schools	for
our	children	in	NW	Portland.	(During	this	time
we	rented	a	house	in	Arlington	Heights	before
we	moved	to	Willamette	Heights.)	We	wanted
to	explore	schools	other	than	Ainsworth,	so	first
went	to	Couch	School.	We	were	told	that	a
“new”	school	was	opening	there	in
September	and	it	sounded	intriguing.	On	the
first	day	of	MLC	in	September	1968,	Rosie
Williams	and	I	showed	up	expectantly	with	our
children—Jevan,	Garth	&	Taffy	Williams	and
Christopher,	Gregory	&	Jonathan	Dubay—for	a
new	adventure	in	education.	After	finding	the
right	room	for	Christopher	(age	8),	I	was	just
about	to	leave	Gregory	&	Jonathan	(age	5)	in
Emil	Abramovic’s	capable	hands	when	he	asked
me	if	I	could	stay	awhile.	I	said,	“Yes”—and
stayed	for	13	years!	In	this	school	without	walls
and	no	captive	audiences,	I	was	honored	to	take
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part	in	the	daily	pleasure	of	education	with	so
many	amazing	people.	I	enjoyed	offering	italic
handwriting,	calligraphy,	silk	screen	printing,
recorder,	guitar,	round	singing	and	even
Norwegian!	A	memorable	thirteen	years	for	me.
I	felt	like	MLC	was	my	school	as	well.	It	was
certainly	a	healing	place	for	many	of	the
inadequacies	of	my	“regular”	school-system
experiences.	A	poignant	and	significant	event
comes	to	mind.	One	day	Betty	Mayther	told	me
that	a	student	had	remarked	to	her,	“You’re	so
vulnerable!”	Wow,	what	a	perceptive	person	to
notice	that	vulnerability.	MLC	demonstrated	this
important	life	lesson:	to	be	vulnerable	is	to	be
open.	This	was	a	new	spirit	of	education	where	a
positive	outcome	is	possible	together	with	an
awareness	of	risk	taken	freely	with	no	guarantee
of	success—a	true	experiment—leaving	rivalry
and	competition	behind.	We	all	made	MLC
happen!	Postlude:	Some	naysayers	thought	MLC
students	would	never	learn	“discipline.”
However,	a	philosophy	of	education	on	which
MLC	was	based,	proposed	by	A.S.	Neill,	founder
of	Summerhill	(a	school	in	Suffolk,	England),
stated	that	children	should	be	like	bees	flitting
from	flower	to	flower.	And	so	it	was!	It	was
the	very	best	way	to	grow	up	for	all	of	us!	Coda:
Having	been	given	the	chance	to	teach	italic
handwriting	at	MLC	and	create	materials,	those
beginning	worksheets	later	turned	into	a	series
of	eight	books	(Getty-Dubay	Italic	Handwriting
Series,	K-6	and	Instruction	Manual)	used	by
public,	private,	charter,	and	home	schools

globally.	I	am	also	co-author	of	Write	Now	(for
adults)	and	Italic	Letters	and	author	of	Getty-
Dubay	Italic	Calligraphy:	for	School	&	Home.
Christopher	is	a	medical	geneticist	at
Providence	Cancer	Research	Center	(in	spite	of
being	told	in	2nd	grade	at	Ainsworth	School	not
to	touch	anything	on	the	science	table).	Gregory
&	Jonathan	are	professional	musicians—
Jonathan	a	violinist	in	the	Oregon	Symphony,
and	Gregory	director	of	the	Community	Music
Center,	previously	principal	cellist	in	the
Honolulu	Symphony.	(Inga	Dubay,	aide,
1968-82)	

		

5.	FIRSTERS

	
Now,	fifty	years	after	the	fact,	the	boldness	of
my	parents	in	sending	me	and	my	three
brothers	to	MLC	astounds—and	especially	did
when	my	own	children	became	the	age	I	was
when	we	were	packed	off	to	school	at	this	new,
wonderful,	and	utterly	unfettered	place.	I	was
12	years	old,	nominally	in	the	seventh	grade,
when	we	were	all	ushered	into	the	Couch	School
auditorium	(MLC	was	only	a	few	rooms	of	the
larger	building	at	that	time).	I	don’t	remember
much	of	what	we	heard,	but	I	do	remember
being	told	there	were	no	classes	but	the	ones
we	ourselves	organized,	and	teachers	would	not
teach	except	for	the	classes	we	explicitly	asked
them	to	teach.	After	that,	we	went	on	an	all-
school	picnic	to	Washington	Park.	Did	my
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parents	realize	this	is	what	they	were	sending
us	into?	Prior	to	MLC	I	was	a	good	and	pliant
student.	I	did	what	I	was	told	and	got
reasonably	good	grades	in	return.	My	school	life
and	home	life	were	completely	separate—the
rules	were	completely	different,	and	our
behavior.	Four	boys	with	two	working	parents
were	nowhere	near	as	ruly	as	the	pliant	students
showing	up	to	Sellwood	School	and	Cleveland
High	School.	The	notion	once	raised	by	my
parents	of	inviting	my	adored	6th	grade	teacher
to	dinner	filled	me	with	abject	terror.	MLC
utterly	erased	that	boundary.	In	the	first	days	of
MLC	there	was	virtually	no	structure	beyond	the
physical	building	itself—not	even	books	or
furniture	at	first!	We	did	get	organized	into
“base	station”	groups—each	of	us	assigned	to
begin	the	morning	in	a	particular	teacher’s
room.	At	some	point	we	were	asked	to	keep	a
journal	of	our	activities.	Even	so,	I	don’t
remember	being	particularly	concerned	about
getting	to	school	at	a	certain	time	each
morning,	especially	in	the	second	year	when	our
family	moved	to	within	a	few	blocks	of	the
school	and	no	longer	had	a	shared	commute.
Different	students	responded	differently	to
the	unstructured	nature	of	MLC	in	its	first	few
years.	I	always	had	an	intense	interest	in	science
that	had	been	frustrated	by	regular	school.	My
response	to	the	new	environment	was	to	do
what	I	could	to	organize	science	classes.	As	Emil
Abramovic’s	room	filled	with	stuffed	birds,	live
guinea	pigs,	lenses,	and	science	kits,	hope
soared.	This	taking	of	responsibility	for	myself
and	my	education	had	an	enduring	effect	on	my
life	for	which	I	am	eternally	grateful.	Up	until
then,	I	had	been	content	to	be	told	what	to	do
and	dutifully	comply.	Many	of	the	high	school
students	were	so	utterly	turned	off	by	regular
school	that	many	of	them	used	their	time	at
MLC	to	pursue	outside	interests,	some
constructive,	many	not	so	much.	Those	were

rough	days	for	the	older	kids,	especially	boys
facing	the	draft	to	staff	the	illegitimate	Vietnam
War.	One	of	my	brothers	virtually	went	into	exile
in	Europe	and	then	Canada	to	stay	out.	I
remember	deciding	at	the	age	of	16	that	I
would	go	to	jail	rather	than	serve—kind	of	a
heavy	decision	for	a	16-year-old	in	retrospect.
There	seemed	to	be	a	pattern	with	new	arrivals	at
the	school.	There	was	a	period	about	six	months
long	when	the	new	kids	would	focus	on
foursquare	outdoors	and	playing	cards	at	the
expense	of	engaging	in	any	of	the	short	“mini
courses”	that	sprang	up.	I	called	it	“boredom
motivation.”	After	a	certain	time	of	messing
around,	most	kids	got	fired	up	to	actually	learn
something.	Some	didn’t,	and	some	of	those	chose
to	leave	the	school	entirely.	I	was	a	bit	of	an
oddball	at	the	“hippie	school”	that	emphasized
art,	music,	and	eastern	philosophies	(I	had	never
heard	of	the	school’s	yin-yang	symbol	and	never
did	know	what	it	represented).	I	wasn’t	artistically
inclined	nor	particularly	social.	Nevertheless,	it
was	perfect	for	me,	largely	due	to	two	other
students	there:	Sam	and	John	who	remain	friends
to	this	day.	Sam	and	John	were	a	year	or	so
behind	me	chronologically,	but	about	five	years
ahead	intellectually.	I	probably	learned	a	new
word	from	one	or	the	other	of	them	every	day.
Sam	and	John	were	among	a	very	few	Couch
School	students	who	joined	MLC.	They	had	a
special	plot	of	grass	on	the	north	side	of	the
school,	elevated	above	the	sidewalk	by	a	slightly
frightening	height	and	reached	by	scaling	a
narrow	ledge.	This	was	their	“think	tank”	and	we
would	go	there	to	talk	through	thoughts	and
ideas.	It	was	a	huge	honor	to	be	invited	to	go
there	with	them.	Eventually	trips	to	the	think	tank
were	complemented	by	trips	to	Portland	Radio
Supply	Company	as	the	three	of	us,	along	with
Sam’s	brother	Pete,	pursued	amateur	radio
licenses	and	the	dream	of	being	able	to	both	send
and	receive	radio	communications	across	the
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“My	favorite	MLC	memory	has	been
seeing/watching	all	the	new	murals	on	the
walls.”	—Tori	Lopez,	Student	Engagement
Coach	
		
“I	really	liked	and	will	always	remember
going	to	Solistice”	—Ruby,	age	8	½	
		
“When	Frank	Scotto	used	hedge	trimmers
to	cut	Jasmine’s	hair	at	an	all	school
gathering	so	she	could	donate	to	Locks	of
Love.”	—Julie	Walrod,	Special	Education
Teacher	
	
“My	MLC	memory	is	special	activities!	I
loved	‘em	and	they're	so	awesome	and	so
is	Mel”	—Reina,	age	9	
		
“My	MLC	memory	is	always	Winter
Solstice”	—Quinn,	age	9

Memories	from	current	MLC

students	&	staff:	

“Going	on	a	jet	boat	ride	with	my	third
grade	class”	—Lily,	age	9	
		
“One	of	my	memories	is	when	I	broke
my	arm.	I	like	all	of	the	field	trips	we	go
on.	My	favorite	field	trip	is	the	jet	boat
and	the	bridge	walk.”	—Eva,	age	9	
		
“I	really	liked	going	on	all	of	the	field
trips.	P.S.	My	favorite	was	the	bridge
walk.”	—Esme,	age	9	
		
“On	Halloween	I	liked	being	able	to
dress	up	in	costume.	I	was	a	skeleton
zombie	and	it	had	like	flesh	and	bones.	I
had	raggedy	pants	and	I	usually	never
wear	shorts.”	—Wyatt,	age	8
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planet—in	the	days	long	before	the	internet	and
cell	phones,	it	was	an	amazing	accomplishment.
MLC	for	my	children	was	a	very	different
experience—in	all	probability	a	much	safer	one,
certainly	far	more	structured	than	those	early
days.	What	was	consistent	was	parental
involvement	and	field	trips.	My	wife	was	there
on	almost	a	daily	basis,	teaching	classes	and
joining	outings.	So	many	of	the	kids	knew	her,
she	could	not	walk	into	the	building	without
some	little	one	catching	sight	of	her	and	running
full	speed	to	jump	in	her	arms	with	a	big	grin
and	shout	of	“Dar!”	Magical	times	in	a	magical
place.	Tears	of	joy	and	sorrow.	In	fifty	years	we
can	expect	some	losses.	My	own	younger
brother	was	taken	far	too	soon	just	a	year	after
leaving	MLC	and	months	before	expecting	to
rejoin	in	his	sophomore	year.	John	Angell,	Abe,
Eric,	and	just	weeks	ago	my	beloved	Emil
Abramovic.	Emil	was	especially	dear	to	me	with
his	science	room,	his	inventors’	workshop	and
brainstorming	classes.	He	began	a	garden
where	students	tended	small	plots.	I	learned
about	“manure	tea”	and,	most	importantly,	to
love	eating	vegetables.	Rest	in	peace	dear	Emil.
(Ken	Dragoon,	started	in	the	1960s)
	
I	didn’t	want	to	go	to	MLC.	I	loved	my	previous
school,	my	teachers,	my	friends;	I	was	thriving.
But	my	family	knew	the	Angells,	and	eventually
we	would	live	with	them,	along	with	the	Leas,
Laters,	Hunts,	and	a	variety	of	other	characters,
including	many	MLC	aides—but	that’s	a	story
for	another	day.	So	my	parents	enrolled	me	in
MLC	against	my	will.	I	was	starting	my	third-
grade	year	when	I	got	to	school	on	that
inaugural	day	back	in	1968.	My	younger	brother
Garth	also	entered	MLC	as	part	of	the
kindergarten	cohort.	The	early	years	of	MLC
were	pretty	wild.	We	really	were	allowed	a	self-
directed	education.	MLC	had	some	students
who,	like	me,	were	good	students	at	previous
schools;	we	also	had	had	many	who	were	at
MLC	because	they	did	not	quite	click	with	their
prior	school	environments;	to	them	MLC
represented	a	fresh	start.	I	think	we	would	do
well	to	put	1968	in	a	historical	context.	The
Vietnam	war	was	in	full	swing.	MLK	&	JFK	were
assassinated.	Star	Trek	was	in	its	first	run	on	TV
and	featured	the	shocking	first	interracial	kiss.

At	the	Olympic	Games	in	Mexico	City,
Americans	Tommie	Smith	and	John	Carlos
received	the	gold	and	bronze	medals	in	the	200-
meter	dash,	then	raised	gloved	fists	during	the
national	anthem	to	protest	violence	toward	and
poverty	among	African-Americans.	The	next
day,	the	International	Olympic	Committee
stripped	their	medals	and	sent	them	home.	The
report	of	the	Kerner	Commission,	appointed	to
examine	the	causes	of	race	riots	in	American
cities	in	previous	years,	declared	the	nation	to
be	“...	moving	toward	two	societies,	one	black,
one	white—separate	and	unequal.”	60	Minutes
debuted	on	CBS,	the	747	in	the	air.	So	the
nation	was	fairly	divided,	along	some	of	the
same	lines	we	see	today.	MLC	had	some
divisions	too.	Starting	with	the	building	still
being,	after	all,	Couch,	with	students	who	were
like	me	and	loved	their	school;	I	was	removed
from	my	school	and	placed	in	theirs,	along	with
a	whole	institution	displacing	them;	like	me	they
had	no	say	in	the	matter,	but	unlike	me,	their
parents	had	no	say	in	the	matter	either.	We
were	colonizers.	If	I	remember	correctly,	the
first	year	they	were	upstairs	and	we	were
downstairs,	and	then	over	the	years	we	just	took
over	more	and	more	of	the	school.	I’m	not	sure	I
was	aware	of	it	at	the	time,	but	I	certainly	am
now,	to	a	greater	or	lesser	degree:	they
resented	the	intrusion;	who	wouldn’t?	Now
many	of	my	best	friends	were	“Couch	kids,”
but	we	have	to	acknowledge	that	we
displaced	and/or	assimilated	them.	More	than
once,	“Couch	Kids”	was	used	disdainfully.	MLC
was	not	immune	to	racial	tensions	either,
although	from	my	white	male	perspective	and	in
historical	context,	perhaps	less	than	the	country
as	a	whole	(I’m	willing	to	contribute	whatever
wisdom	I	may	have	in	other	forums,	but	I’m	not
convinced	I’m	qualified	to	comment	further).	To
my	mind,	the	most	significant	problem	at	early
MLC	was	bullying;	perhaps	my	perspective	is
colored	by	the	fact	that	I	was	a	victim.	Generally
the	teachers	seemed	to	take	the	line,	“let	the
kids	work	it	out”;	to	a	certain	extent	this	led	to
an	atmosphere	not	unlike	The	Lord	of	the	Flies.	I
was	bullied.	First	by	members	of	one	family
who	eventually	were	asked	to	find	another
school,	and	later	by	one	kid	a	few	years	older
than	me	who	happened	to	be	related	to	one	of
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the	founders.	For	me	this	meant	I	spent	as
much	time	as	possible	in	the	pool,	the	better
part	of	two	years—and	I	took	up	judo.
Anyway,	I	don’t	want	to	paint	MLC	in	the	early
years	as	a	bad	place	for	me.	I	enjoyed	the
freedom	to	make	up	my	own	schedule,	and
because	I	was	thrust	into	a	society	that
included	many	people	who	had	completely
different	backgrounds	from	mine,	I	was	forced
to	learn	about	people	older	and	younger,	and
people	with	different	talents;	for	me,	perhaps
the	most	important	lesson	I	learned	was	that
all	people	have	talents	and	by	learning	about
them	and	respecting	their	abilities	we	can
become	better	people.	I	left	MLC	and
graduated	from	Lincoln;	many	of	us	did;	we
were	looking	for	things	that	MLC	didn’t	offer,
notably	science,	grades,	sports,	and	general
college	prep.	I	am	grateful	for	MLC	and	glad
my	parents	forced	me	to	go	there;	it	was	a
wonderful	time	and	I	have	mostly	fond
memories,	great	friends	and	a	wonderful
community.	I	truly	love	my	MLC	peeps!
Personally	even	the	bullying	helped	me	grow
and	taught	me	important	life	lessons	(beyond
swimming);	later	in	life	I	even	had	a	beer	with
my	main	tormentor	who	apologized	and
shared	some	of	the	anguish	and	pain	that	led
him	on	his	path.	I	am	proud	to	say	I	went	to
MLC,	as	I	am	glad	to	explain	to	anyone	who
asks.	People	who	did	not	attend	MLC	do	not
understand	what	it	meant	to	be	in	Base	Station
and	in	classes	with	all	ages	from	K-12,	with
children	making	their	own	schedules	pretty
much	at	will,	Friday	Field	Trips	and	longer	field
trips	–	fantastic	memories!	We	had	the	ability
to	explore	areas	of	interest,	with	teachers,
administrators,	and	a	secretary	who	truly	cared
about	us	and	for	us;	when	I	talk	to	friends	who
went	to	other	schools	they	might	have	a
memorable	teacher	or	two,	but	we	had	more—
we	had	guides	who	non-judgmentally	helped
us	find	our	way.	We	were	lucky	to	be	at	MLC	in
the	early	years;	it	was	a	wonderful,	magical
place.	It	really	was;	just	don’t	let	anyone	tell
you	it	was	perfect.	It	was	not.	(Jevan	Williams,
started	in	the	1960s)
	
As	we	lead	up	to	our	time	together	to
celebrate	50	years	of	MLC,	I'm	remembering
how	intimate	the	experience	and	community
were.	When	I	started	at	MLC	(1969),	a	LOT	of

us	lived	in	Willamette	Heights	(enough
that	many	of	us	got	to	school	every
morning	through	an	informal	carpool
system	of	parents	stopping	at	NW	32nd
and	Thurman	to	pick	up	one	or	two	of
us),	and	our	neighborhood	families	and
school	families	seemed	pretty	much	the
same.	The	memories	that	keep	coming
back	to	me	are	of	much	later,	however.
By	the	time	I	got	to	high	school,	MLC
had	formalized	some	divisions	into	sub-
groups	by	grade.	Perhaps	this	was
something	like	K-3,	4-8	and	9-12.	Each
teacher	was	assigned	to	one	of	the
groups,	and	this	structure	played	into
course	delivery,	curriculum	building,	and
advising.	I	remember	the	regular
meetings,	in	the	library,	with	just	the	high
school	teachers	and	kids	(this	was	in
addition	to	the	continued	tradition	of
Base	Station).	We'd	get	updates,	be
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reminded	of	events,	be	asked	for	our	input	on
various	matters	of	policy	and	organization,	and	of
course	get	lectured	a	little	about	places	where	we
might	be	stepping	over	the	line.	It	was	so	very
special	to	be	able	to	get	the	entire	high	school
population	(I'm	thinking	there	were	something
like	100	of	us	during	my	senior	year)	together
in	one	place	once	in	a	while.	So	much	support
we	gave	each	other	as	we	learned	a	reliance	on
community	in	addition	to	the	self-reliance	MLC
required.	Then,	maybe	more	than	stories,	I	have
images...Alvord	Desert	during	a	trip	to	Malheur.
Jon	Nelson	driving	the	bus	out	to	the	middle	and
telling	us	to	close	our	eyes	and	run	as	far	as	we
could.	And	all	of	us	doing	it.	All-ages	ping-pong
tournaments.	Going	door	to	door	all	around	town
with	a	teacher,	a	school	bus	and	a	few	friends.
Gotta	win	that	paper	drive!	Bringing	an	apple
along	on	field	trips	hoping	to	get	on	John
Angell's	bus.	Eat	down	to	the	core	and	hold	in
front	of	John	...	and	watch	the	bus	speed	away
probably	too	fast	while	he	and	everyone	else
chant,	"Apple	core!	Apple	Core!"	(What	seemed
like)	impromptu	field	trips	to	the	cable	swing	on
Skyline,	Lovejoy	Fountain,	or	Duniway	Park.
Junking	with	Judy.	Did	we	really	have	a	class	to
go	to	thrift	stores	?!?	Rehearsing	for	weeks	with
Linea	King	and	Mary	(insert	last	name—the	office
assistant	with	Mary	Milestone	who	also	taught
drama	in	the	mid-‘70s)	on	a	one-act	Tennessee
Williams	play.	We	finally	got	to	do	it	for	what	felt
like	the	whole	school.	Blew	our	lines,	but	folks
seemed	to	love	it	just	the	same.	Working	with
Bob	Fulford	and	John	Kenyanjui	to	coach	a	bunch
of	enthusiastic-but-inexperienced	6th/7th-grade
girls	into	one	of	the	city’s	grittiest	and	most
dangerous	8th/9th-grade	basketball	teams.	Cher
Kemper	surprised	us	all	with	her	ferocious	work
on	the	boards.	Endless	afternoons	of	Red	Rover,
touch	football,	and	Ultimate	Frisbee	in	the	park.
Amazing	and	touching	moments	in	Leah's
Creative	Dreaming	class.	Tuesday	afternoon	trips
to	bowl	with	Ehrick	Wheeler.	Don't	forget	to
bring	50	cents	for	shoes!	Not	even	bothering	to
pretend	we	weren't	playing	blackjack	in	Chess,
Checkers	and	Bridge	class.	Did	Lewis	know	we
were	playing	for	money?	Learning	recorder	with
Inga	Dubay	in	Room	9.	And	italics	in	Room	11!
(n.b.,	I	still	make	my	small	"e"s	with	two	strokes).
Four	square,	and	giant	four	square,	and	more

four	square	games	covering	the	entire	blacktop.
Everyone's	out	there,	for	what	seemed	like	all
afternoon.	Finding	out	that	Clyde	King	was
actually	a	pretty	nice	dude,	and	he	taught	us	how
to	make	wooden	ducks	with	metal	wings,	and
cool	acrylic	sculptures,	too.	Emil's	room:	vinegar
and	baking	soda	cork-and-test-tube	wars.	And
SUPER	SIPHONS!	I	always	wished	I	knew	how	to
work	the	HAM	radio.	Seeing	lots	of	age-
inappropriate	movies	in	school	and	at	Cinema	21
:).	Always	failing	to	understand	why	anyone	didn't
want	to	go	to	school	eight	days	a	week.	I	never
wanted	to	leave	MLC.	And	I	think	I	really	never
have	:).	(Jeff	Kosokoff,	started	in	the	1960s)
	
I	arrived	at	MLC	in	its	second	year,	following	a
mostly-harrowing	experience	at	“regular”	school.
I	was	in	5th	grade.	We	lived	in	NW	so	I	already
knew	a	ton	of	MLC	kids,	and	was	so	relieved	to
finally	join	them	at	MLC.	I	felt	I’d	come	home.
Every	day:	calligraphy,	screen	printing,	protest-
sign	making;	playing	flute,	recorder,	or	guitar
in	the	empty	auditorium.	Song	circles.	Rounds.
Inga	was	so	kind	and	patient	and	included	all	of
us	in	the	music	learning.	Wishes,	Lies	and
Dreams.	We	wrote	poetry,	stories,	plays,	songs,
letters,	comics.	Barry	Pelzner	opened	the	space
for	our	voices	to	emerge;	he	gave	credence	to
our	thoughts	and	ideas.	Betty	was	always	there
to	laugh	as	our	writing	got	more	and	more
unhinged,	creative,	stream-of-consciousness.
Performed:	plays,	skits,	concerts;	dispatched	as
clowns	to	festivals,	parties	and	fairs	(mentored	by
Molly,	an	actor).	We	were	integrated	into	shows
at	Storefront	Theatre,	playing	roles	and	reciting
lines	I	didn’t	understand	but	thrilled	to	be
included.	Played	card	games,	jacks,	climbed
buildings,	scoured	thrift	stores,	moved	in	packs
through	the	neighborhoods,	hung	out	in	the
“hole”—the	stairs	in	Couch	Park.	Explored	every
inch	of	the	Capt.	John	Brown	House;	snuck	inside
and	holed	up	underneath	when	it	was	elevated.
Stole	some	door	hardware—that	I	still	have.	Tried
to	make	ourselves	faint	in	the	auditorium.
Holding	breath	as	long	as	possible.	Held	séances
with	candles	in	small	dark	rooms.	Learned	about
psychic	healers.	One	parent	traveled	to	some
distant	country	and	had	an	organ	removed	–	she
described	the	hands	entering	through	her	skin
and	pulling	out	the	organ,	no	anesthesia.
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Hanging	in	the	halls,	in	the	theatre,	in	the	park,
the	streets;	shoplifting,	hitchhiking,	smoking	(35
cents	a	pack	at	Kentucky	Friend	Chicken).	Fried
bean	burritos	at	Tastee	Freeze.	Got	married
twice	at	Tastee	Freeze	(have	the	divorce	papers
to	prove	it!).	Soup	at	the	Beanery,	also	35	cents.
Sub	sandwiches	at	the	Sub	Shop—the	one
owned	by	the	Williams	Family	on	23rd	and	the
one	next	to	Thriftway	on	Glisan.	The	House	of
Crickets	on	21st	Avenue	(I	have	heard	the	same
man	still	lives	there).	Phantasmagoria,	on	the
eastside:	fabled	hippy	clothing	shop;	found	our
fringed	leather	jackets	there.	Sewing,	quilting,
embroidery,	knitting,	crocheting,	batik,
welding	(caught	my	pants	on	fire),	raku,
squishing	clay	in	the	bathtub	in	B1.	Jokes	I
didn’t	get.	Getting	picked	up	by	police	gave	you
status;	being	arrested	was	cool.	As	was	knowing
about	and	trying	all	sorts	of	drugs.	Sex	was	cool,
“great	for	weight	loss!”	I	was	told	by
classmates.	Worked	at	Fruit	and	Flower	Day
Nursery.	The	kids	I	fell	in	love	with	there.
Corralled	and	beat	up	in	the	girls’	bathroom
by	kids	bused	in	from	somewhere.	Reported	this
to	the	office.	Shrugs.	My	journals	chronicled	two
suicide	attempts	(adults	in	the	MLC	community).
Excitement	and	a	great	sense	of	responsibility
to	keep	the	school	open.	Some	threat	by	PPS	to
close	in	1970.	B1	Band	performs	to	a	full	Keller
Auditorium	as	part	of	a	symposium	on
alternative	education	with	Jonathan	Kozol.	John
Angell	driving	the	van;	kids,	aides	and	teachers
all	piled	up	and	sleeping	in	the	back.	We	went
to	Ashland	every	year	to	see	plays	I	didn’t
understand,	sleeping	through	them;	we	slept	in
a	church;	trips	to	Seattle,	visiting	La	Tienda	in
the	U	District;	San	Francisco	(more	plays),
visiting	a	free	school	in	Marin	County,	staying	at
a	commune,	being	on	dinner	duty	(soy	bean
burgers),	meeting	Wavy	Gravy;	Shaw	Island,
rubbing	phosphorescent	jellyfish	on	our	naked
bodies	and	running	through	camp;	tamale	pie
made	by	Jan	Taylor.	Visiting	a	Romani	camp—or
maybe	they	were	exotic	hippies—in	the	Mt.
Hood	wilderness;	a	highly	decorated	caravan
community	of	home-trucks;	we	hung	around	and
talked	with	people	there,	inside	and	outside	the
trucks.	I	am	pretty	sure	Betty	took	us	there.	The
opening	of	Lovejoy	and	Forecourt	(now	Keller)
fountains.	Protesting	Nixon’s	visit	at	the	Benson
Hotel.	Smoking	pot	on	the	Pioneer	Courthouse
lawn.	Mary	Milestone	teaching	me:	“you’d	like
to	speak	with	him,	not	to	him.”	MLC	taught	me:
to	be	at	ease	with	adults,	to	be	friends	with

kids	of	all	ages,	to	organize	and	show	up	to
protest,	to	write	about	feelings	and
experiences,	to	make	art	all	day,	to	rely	heavily
on	friends,	that	adults	are	kids	too,	that	there	is
a	wide	range	of	realities	and	perspectives,	that	I
needed	to	leave	for	high	school.	Many	of	my
MLC	friends	are	still	very	close	to	me.	Honestly,
I	am	still	understanding	the	impact	of	MLC	on
my	adolescence.	In	a	broad	sweep	I	would	say	I
was	exposed	to	a	lot	that	I	was	not
developmentally	prepared	for.	I	was	also
allowed	to	be	an	artist,	a	writer,	a	community
member	and	an	engaged	citizen.	I	am	still	a
practicing	artist,	a	writer,	a	business	owner,	and
a	mentor	to	young	people,	a	parent	and	a	good
friend.	I	still	can’t	do	math	but	have	managed
well	in	all	the	varied	areas	of	my	life	with	the
conceptual,	creative	training	and
encouragement	I	received	at	MLC	and	beyond.	I
am	an	artist,	a	writer	and	a	business	owner
(HOTLIPS	Pizza	+	Soda).	(Jeana	Edelman,
started	in	the	1960s)
	
Probably	we	were	a	funny	pair	to	have	defaulted
into	MLC’s	first	class	in	September	1968,	my
brother	Pete	and	I—children	of	a	university
family,	dad	a	professor	at	OSU,	mom	a	kind	of
arts	buckaroo	at	PSU.	We’d	been	at	“regular
Couch”	two	years,	doing	fine	in	class	and
expanding	our	social	horizons—but,	having
moved	in	1966	from	tame	white	Corvallis,	we
were	sometimes	baffled	by	the	tough	urban
kids.	My	mom	heard	only	this,	so	when,	in	the
deal	that	created	MLC,	two	students	from	each
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Couch	classroom	were	chosen	as	candidates
likely	to	fit	in—creating,	I	guess,	social	diversity
—she	said	yes	for	us,	double	quick.	Being	10
and	11	we	simply	adapted,	having	no	equipment
to	question	the	move.	It	took	about	30	years	for
me,	at	least,	to	make	any	sense	of	my	MLC
experience,	through	rolling	dialogue	with	my
late-‘60s-early-‘70s	MLC	friends	John,	Ken,	Lee,
Bill	(may	his	soul	rest	in	peace),	and	Eric,	and
Pete	and	others.	This	quest	finally	came	to	a
head	in	a	long-postponed	reconnection	with	our
main	mentor,	Emil,	around	2006.	We—I	anyway
—admitted	we	were	what	we	were,	weren’t
what	we	weren’t,	and	probably	would	have
turned	out	similarly,	with	different	emphases,
had	we	been	taught	in	a	less	nutty	educational
environment.	But	now	fresh	connections	from
the	50th	anniversary	and	new	conversations,
exposure	to	the	original	MLC	proposal,	and
rediscovery	of	Emmanuel	Moses	(Manny)
Bernstein’s	1971	UO	dissertation	A	Handbook
for	Living	and	Teaching	with	Freedom,
researched	at	MLC,	are	stirring	up	the	old
questions!	HELP!	Here’s	what’s	coming	through.
We	got	from	Emil	that	he	and	Ehrick	wanted	a
semi-structured	MLC	but	lost	out	in	democratic
(and	graceful)	fashion	to	Betty,	Sally,	Abe,	and
Amasa,	who	wanted	a	full-on	Summerhill-style
free	school	(all	six	now	gone,	and	missed).	The
proposal	shows	the	ideals	that	sold	the	program
—students	from	varied	backgrounds,	deep	use
of	community	resources,	communication
between	youths	and	adults	“making	learning
real	rather	than	contrived,”	and	above	all	“acute
awareness	of	a	need	for	individualized
curriculum,”	gained	during	a	Cleveland	High
experiment	that	saved	lives	and	brought	several
of	the	founders	together.	Current	conversations

are	revealing	how	the	ideals	did	and	didn’t
translate	into	reality,	our	school	not	merely
engaged	with	the	community	but	exploded	out
into	it,	our	curricula	not	so	much	individual	as
coterminous	with	our	lives.	And	then	there	is	M.
Moses	Bernstein’s	Handbook	which,	although	it
might	not	contain	ten	commandments,	smacks
you	with	its	simple,	central	one:	teach	with
minimum	coercion.	Aha!	This	in	particular	has
affected	my	perspective—the	documents	make
clearer	to	the	head	what	helped	preoccupy	the
soul	for	50	years:	WHY	we	150	lambs	were	led
onto	that	different	truck.	We	really	did
represent	a	small	education	revolution.	And	we
really	were	happy	little	experiments:	what
happens	when	you	give	young	children	so	much
freedom,	for	multiple	years,	to	learn	through
deep	play?	(probably	still	under-evaluated	to
this	day).	My	dad	distrusted	it.	The
uncomfortable	really	tried	to	change	it	for	50
years.	But	mostly	we	survived	it.	The	whole
lovely	mess	tended	to	give	us	strong
friendships,	compassion,	attitude	and
confidence,	and	often	to	make	us	move	through
life	with	a	kind	of	grown-up	brattiness—but
more	than	that	to	literally	internalize	that
everything	is	possible,	nothing	is	off	limits	or
particularly	intimidating,	answers	come	in	every
shape,	and	all	depends	on	the	doing.	It	is
undoubtedly	two-edged:	access	to	adults
closely	watching	for	learning	problems	might
have	been	shorted;	likewise	access	to	the	well	of
American	norms	about	sexuality	(maybe	not
such	a	bad	loss).	Yet	the	question	fairly	shouts:
how	and	why	did	so	many	MLC-ers,	ready	for
more	subject	learning,	simply	then	go	out	and
find	it?	WHY	NOT	let	kids	play	their	way	to
age	14;	might	it	not	be	the	best	way	for	them
to	be	educated?	No	coercion	=	no	constraint!
Life	is	an	MLC	field	trip.	For	me,	the	play,	back
then,	and	the	lifetime’s	searching	since,	led
through	words	and	mountains,	languages	and
loves,	and	usually	to	the	question,	what’s
actually	going	on	here?	Then	as	now	I	wish	I’d
been	less	selfish,	played	more	group	games,
known	more	different	people	better,	and	stood
up	and	folk-danced	instead	of	watching	the
circles	move.	But	thank	heaven	for	Inter-nation
Simulation,	bridge,	base	station,	Betty,	and	four
square—equalizers	all.	And	in	other	important
ways,	MLC	probably	was	a	path	of	humility	for
these	brats.	(Sam	Lowry,	started	in	the	1960s)
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When	I	reflect	on	my	time	at	MLC	(1968-1976)
and	the	impact	it	had	on	my	life,	the	thing	that
stands	out	most	to	me	is	the	gift	of	a	life-long
curiosity	and	love	of	learning.	In	my	senior	year	I
wrote	a	kind	of	self-evaluation/mission
statement	that	mentioned	the	"Philosophy	of
Music"	as	a	field	of	inquiry	I	wished	to	pursue.
These	many	years	later	I	am	a	dedicated
musician,	composer	and	teacher,	ever	interested
in	the	realms	touched	by	music:	science,
mathematics,	philosophy,	language,	cultural
studies,	history,	anthropology,	body	awareness,
nature.	The	other	thing	I	reflect	on	is	the
closeness	I	feel	with	fellow	students	from	my
time	there,	even	if	we	haven't	stayed	in	touch.	I
think	it	was	a	very	nurturing	environment,
encouraging	self-reliance	and	creativity.	In	some
ways	maybe	even	more	nurturing	than	our
own	families—or	perhaps	it	was	another	kind
of	family.	I	am	eternally	grateful	to	my	(and	so
many	others')	"second	mother,"	Betty	Mayther,
for	the	space	she	provided	for	us	all	to	Be.
Today	I’m	a	singer,	composer,	guitarist,	pianist,
and	voice	teacher.	I’ve	appeared	on	over	forty
recordings.	Working	with	David	Hykes	and	the
Harmonic	Choir,	I	was	a	pioneer	in	the	art	of
Harmonic	(Overtone)	Singing.	My	musical	path
led	to	encounters	with	John	Cage,	Bill	Frisell,
Jeff	Buckley,	Allen	Ginsberg,	Odetta,	Keith
Jarrett,	Pete	Seeger,	Pauline	Oliveros	and	many
others.	(Timothy	Hill,	started	in	the	1960s)

Creative	Drama:	During	my	first	year	at	MLC,
1968-69,	Betty	Mayther	offered	a	class	called
“Creative	Drama.”	It	was	held	in	the	auditorium.
In	this	class	small	groups	of	students	created
short	performances,	or	skits,	and	performed
them	on	the	stage	in	front	of	the	rest	of	the
class.	More	than	30	years	later	I	found	myself
teaching	college.	I	apply	what	I	learned	in
Creative	Drama	every	day	in	the	classroom.
Thank	you	Betty.	Mountaineering	Class:	Bill
Rotecki	was	an	MLC	aide	around	1971	or	72.	He
taught	a	“mountaineering”	class,	in	which	a
bunch	of	students	piled	into	one	of	MLC’s	three
color-coded	vans	(they	were	red,	green	and
blue)	each	Thursday	and,	no	matter	what	the
weather,	set	out	for	some	kind	of	outdoor
adventure.	There	were	many	destinations—I
remember	rock	climbing	on	the	Pillars	of
Hercules	in	the	Columbia	Gorge	and	hiking	in
Silver	Falls	State	Park	in	the	snow.	I	also
remember	ice-axe	self-arrest	training	on	Mt.
Hood	near	Timberline	Lodge.	After	learning	the
basic	techniques,	we	students,	equipped	with
crampons	and	ice	axes,	stood	in	a	line	facing	a
snowy	ravine.	Bill	walked	behind	the	line	and
pushed	us,	one	at	a	time,	without	warning,	into
the	ravine,	where	we	tried	to	stop	our	fall.	Years
later	what	I	learned	that	day	would	save	my
life.	I	lost	control	while	glissading	down	Mt.
Adams	and	started	free-falling	down	an	icy
slope.	I	immediately	took	the	self-arrest
position,	but	I	was	falling	so	fast	that	the	pick	of
my	ice	ax	kept	bouncing	off	the	surface	of	the
ice	instead	of	digging	in.	With	great	effort	I
eventually	dug	the	ax	in	and	slowed	to	a	stop.	I
looked	up	and	saw	that	I	had	fallen	over	a
thousand	feet.	I	looked	down	the	fall	line	and
saw	a	field	of	jagged	boulders	just	below	me.
Meeting	Lewis:	The	first	time	I	met	Lewis
Holland	I	was	working	on	the	computer	terminal
in	the	partitioned-off	computer	space	in	Room
9.	Lewis	introduced	himself	and	asked	what	I
was	doing.	I	told	him	that	I	had	written	a
computer	program	that	creates	art.	It	created	a
pleasing	pattern	by	filling	one	eighth	of	a	square
with	random	characters	then	replicating	it	seven
times	using	“kaleidoscopic	symmetry.”	Lewis
said,	“Kaleidoscopic	symmetry,	huh!”	then
began	to	laugh.	At	first,	I	was	offended	because
I	thought	Lewis	was	laughing	at	me.	But	after	a
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few	seconds	I	realized	what	Lewis	was	up	to.	He
was	laughing	at	my	pretentious	term
“kaleidoscopic	symmetry.”	His	laughter	told	me
I	was	taking	myself	and	my	work	too	seriously.
He	called	me	on	my	bullshit.	Almost	any	other
adult	would	have	responded	with	something
like,	“Kaleidoscopic	symmetry!	Wow,	you’re	so
clever!”	Lewis	taught	me	a	valuable	lesson	that
day	that	has	served	me	well	throughout	my	life.
(John	Lynch,	started	in	the	1960s)
	

6.	TESTIMONIALS

	
MLC	and	Me.	I	started	MLC	surreptitiously	in
1970;	my	two	older	siblings	Kevin	and	Susie
were	attending,	and	I	wanted	to	go	too,	after	a
brief	visit.	Somehow	my	parents	let	me	just	go
with	Kev	and	Susie	prior	to	me	being	enrolled.	It
was	a	safe	place	for	a	quiet	kid	who	regularly
got	her	ass	kicked	at	the	elementary	school	I
was	going	to.	Finally,	in	September	of	1970,	I
was	officially	enrolled.	Sally	was	my	first	base
station	teacher	and	I	loved	“teatime”	with	her
every	afternoon	prior	to	an	always	interesting
ride	home	with	the	east-side	kids’	carpool.	One
of	my	favorite	early	classes	was	“Build	a
Rucksack”	with	Bill	Rotecki.	Shortly	after	this
class	Bill	led	a	few	students	on	a	short	overnight
trip	to	Tillamook	head;	I	am	pretty	sure	I	was	the
“kid”	in	the	group,	but	it	being	MLC	this	was
not	an	issue;	Kevin	Geary,	Sam	Lowry	and	Patty
Baum	appeared	to	be	okay	with	this	kid,	and	if
they	weren’t	they	didn’t	show	it.	MLC	was	a	was
a	haven	for	field	trips	and	I	attempted	to	go	on
as	many	as	I	could.	Day	trips	or	overnighters,
these	trips	were	for	me.	There	was	a	climb	up
Mt.	Hood	and	after	that	a	few	more	mountain
climbs	and	thus	began	my	enthusiasm	for	and
love	of	all	things	out-of-doors.	I	have	no	idea
how	many	trips	I	was	actually	able	to	take
advantage	of,	but	there	were	many.	While	MLC
appeared	to	be,	from	my	10-year-old
perspective,	full	of	artists,	singers,	musicians
and	thespians,	my	nerdy	math	and	science	self
seemed	to	be	able	to	fit	in.	I	looked	up	to	Sam
and	Pete,	and	John	too,	and	so	many	others
who	seemed	to	make	science	seem	cool.	Emil’s
writing	class,	one	of	my	favorites,	regularly
spilled	out	into	the	hallway	outside	of	his
classroom	and	that	was	okay	also.	Carl	and	Lisa
both	became	close	friends	and	I	often	made
myself	at	home	in	the	Abramovic	house.	Emil

taught	a	class	on	cultural	anthropology	that
included	going	to	a	variety	of	ethnic	restaurants
in	the	Portland	area	to	sample	different	cuisines.
Could	this	have	happened	at	another	school?
Maybe,	but	I’m	not	sure.	MLC,	what	a	blast;
isn’t	that	what	education	should	be?	I	am	now
a	Hospice	nurse	in	Bend	Oregon.	(Patty
McDevitt,	started	in	the	1970s)
	
My	first	day	at	MLC	was	quite	memorable,	as	I
had	no	idea	what	to	do	or	how	things	worked.	I
chose	Ehrick	Wheeler's	base	station,	which	was
quite	lucky	because	Christie	Daggett	and	Ursula
Galaher	were	there,	both	friends	from	Riverdale.
Christie	was	very	kind	and	showed	me	around,
and	I	quickly	met	friends	and	learned	how	to
navigate	the	school,	parks,	Beanery,	Capt.	Pat's
Sub	Shop	and	other	local	haunts.	We	explored
the	NW	and	SW	neighborhoods	of	Portland
quite	freely,	a	tight	group	of	friends	and
comrades—Jeana,	Dion,	Will,	Chris	B.,	Chris	M.,
Mike	M.,	Emery,	and	others.	Some	of	the
amazing	things	I	did	there:	endless	art,	Super-8
filmmaking,	pottery	(Marlys	Mick	was	my
pottery	hero),	photography	(I	practically	lived	in
the	dark	room)	and	backpack	sewing	with	Bill
Rotecki	who	went	on	to	start	Oregon	Mtn.
Community;	trips	all	over	the	state:	Ashland,
coast.	The	Friday	ski	trips	were	very
memorable;	we	shredded	the	uncrowded
slopes;	there	were	some	great	skiers	at	MLC.
One	of	the	most	memorable	trips	we	went	on
was	to	Campbell	River,	BC,	Canada,	with	Betty
Mayther	and	Manny	Bernstein,	to	visit	an
alternative	high	school	there.	It	was	an	amazing
journey	just	getting	there,	with	Jeffrey	Godsil
shooting	Super	8	film	along	the	way.	Susan
McDevitt	and	I	were	good	friends	back	then	and
we	happened	to	get	the	same	home	stay.	It
turns	out	that	the	parents	of	the	young	man
who	was	hosting	us	were	not	home,	and	he	tried
everything	he	could	to	get	us	drunk,	to	which	I
was	not	so	inclined.	I	ended	up	calling	Betty	and
Manny	to	come	rescue	us,	which	of	course	they
did,	but	things	were	a	little	dicey	for	a	couple	of
hours.	The	next	day,	the	local	teachers	had	all
kinds	of	activities	planned	for	our	visit	to	their
school—which	did	not	seem	very	alternative
compared	to	MLC;	it	seemed	like	a	regular	HS
to	us.	They	treated	us	really	well,	and	even	had
a	nice	spread	of	food	planned,	and	we	got	to
hang	out	with	the	students	who	were	very
friendly.	All	in	all	it	was	a	great	trip,	one	I	will
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always	remember.	Besides	Jeff,	Susan	and
myself,	I	think	Craig	Mayther	was	along	with
his	guitar;	I	wish	I	had	some	photos	from	that
trip.	The	best	thing	about	MLC	was	that	the
teachers	respected	the	kids	as	free-thinking,
free-willed	individuals	capable	of	choosing
their	path	in	life;	and	then	the	great	lifelong
friendships	that	were	formed	with	peers	of	all
ages.	Thanks	MLC!	Thanks	MLC	teachers,	staff
and	students	for	the	great	memories	and	help
in	my	formation	as	a	thinking,	caring	person,
activist	and	artist	!!	Best	to	all.	(Patricia	Baum,
started	in	the	1970s)
	
I	started	MLC	in	1st	grade.	I	had	been	at	a
private	Montessori	school	before.	I	remember
having	a	lot	of	time	to	play.	My	good	friend	at
that	time	was	Carlee	Smith.	We	used	to	tag
around	her	older	sister	Ricia	and	her	friend
Bridget	and	also	Michelle	Sumner.	We	played
wolves	in	the	park	and	hung	out	in	the	girls’
restroom	below	the	office.	It	had	these
slanting	metal	covers	over	the	plumbing.	We
could	get	up	on	them	and	hang	out	in	the
window-well,	in	the	sun.	We	spent	hours	up
there.	Hung	out	on	the	stage	in	the	auditorium
—to	this	day,	there	is	nothing	I	like	better	than
being	front	and	center	stage,	lol.	Maybe	that’s
where	I	got	it.	I	don’t	know	what	happened
but	the	next	year	I	was	back	at	a	Montessori
school	again.	Having	spent	a	little	time	in
private	school	and	a	little	time	in	public	school,
I	say,	sadly,	that	the	(other)	public	school	I
went	to	was	a	joke	(really	too	bad).	Anyway,	I
landed	back	at	MLC	in	approx.	1974.	My	mom
instrumented	some	sort	of	transfer	from	the
public	school	I	was	in,	and	a	skip	up	a	grade.
Halfway	thru	8th	grade	I	became	a	freshman	at
MLC.	Like	so	many	of	us,	I	wasn’t	interested	in
academics	as	much	as	just	figuring	out	who
the	hell	I	was.	And	Thank	God	(MLC,	I	mean,
lol)	I	was	there,	because,	if	I	wasn’t	I	probably
would	have	killed	myself.	The	family	of	our
school	was	wonderful.	I	was	a	new	kid	but
didn’t	have	a	problem	fitting	in	and	having
friends—thanks	to	Demauri	Pander.	If	I	hadn’t
already	known	her	from	our	neighborhood	I
wouldnt	have	had	a	very	happy	time.	I	was
absorbed	into	the	micro-family	that	she	was
already	part	of.	I	won’t	drop	a	bunch	of	names
but	ya'll	know	who	you	are	...	big	smile!	I	am
still	friends	with	some	of	the	people	I	went	to
school	with.	Facebook	has	been	wonderful	for

reconnecting.	It	seems	we	are	still	a	family
—"leaves	strewn	in	the	wind,	all	part	of	the
same	tree."	(Sheila	(Lentz)	Phibbs,	started	in
the	1960s)
	
Moments	in	my	HS	experience—Craig	Johnson
reading	Beowulf	to	us	in	the	voice	of	Elmer
Fudd;	Bryce	Pace	telling	us,	on	the	first	day	of
the	botany	unit,	to	go	out	in	the	park	to	get	to
know	the	trees—by	hugging	them	and	feeling
their	auras;	the	peace	train;	the	Planned
Parenthood	presentation:	they	said	we	were	the
most	knowledgeable	student	group	ever—and
the	photos	of	fungus	are	still	burned	into	my
brain;	the	tiny	babies	in	the	solstice	cake;	RUR;
Gail's	government	class,	and	all	the	wide-
ranging	discussions;	Leah's	room,	the	most
peaceful	room	in	the	building;	Mary	and	Pip
being	awesome;	signing	in	to	the	"why	are	you
late"	book	with	things	like	"ravaging	the
steppes	with	Genghis	Khan";	finding	the	most
amazing	group	of	friends,	who	taught	me	so
much,	and	whom	I	admire	to	this	day.	(Jessica
Colby,	started	in	the	1980s)
	
I	went	to	MLC	from	kindergarten	through	8th
grade.	I	remember	drawing	in	Ziggy's	class,	and
listening	to	spooky	stories.	I	remember
structure	tag	on	the	old	wooden	structure	in
Couch	park.	I	remember	building	all	kinds	of
crazy	things	in	the	shop	in	the	basement.	I
remember	the	first	year	the	egg	drop	had
entries	that	were	designed	more	for	splatter
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and	distance	than	for	egg	survivability.	I
remember	swimming	a	mile	in	the	MLC	pool	in
36	minutes,	and	feeling	like	a	superhero.	I
remember	all	those	years	in	Lewis'	homeroom,
and	how	much	shit	he	put	up	with	from	me
(what	a	saint).	I	remember	playing	D&D	with
Herb	Apon,	Peter	Davis,	and	Michael	Harrison	in
the	halls	between	classes.	I	remember	project
week,	Camp	Westwind,	Camp	Tamarack,	and
trips	to	Ashland	for	the	Shakespeare	festival.	I
have	been	very	lucky	to	have	good	friends,	a
brilliant	and	funny	wife,	a	goofy	dog	named
Jane	Sausage,	adventures	all	over	the	world,
and	the	opportunity	to	work	in	a	job	I	love.
There	have	been	hard	times.	We	lost	my	Mom	in
2015.	And	we	have	been	fortunate,	with	my	Dad
coming	to	live	with	us.	Along	the	way	I	helped
start	a	little	tech	company	that	makes	safety
tools	for	firefighters,	picked	up	a	couple	of
Master's	degrees,	and	find	myself	a	couple	of
years	from	finishing	a	Ph.D.,	fingers	crossed.	(Eli
Dapolonia,	started	in	the	1970s)
	
When	I	was	a	sophomore	in	high	school	I	wrote
a	story	for	the	annual	MLC	Winter	Solstice	event
and	my	story	was	selected	to	be	performed	by
the	high	school	for	the	event.	I	even	had	the
honor	to	read	my	story	in	front	of	the	entire
school.	I'm	now	a	sophomore	at	PSU	majoring	in
Child,	Youth,	and	Family	Studies.	(Alexander
Criscuolo,	started	in	the	2010s)
	
MLC	was	what	we	kids	called	loose	and	groovy!
Also	called	the	"hippie	school,"	it	was	similar	to
the	"free	school"	my	siblings	and	I	had	attended
on	the	Reed	College	campus.	I	remember	I	liked
the	folk	dancing	class	(PE)	and	Cooking	and
Culture,	which	gave	us	our	required	Social
Studies	and	Home	Economics	credits.	Still	didn't
quite	figure	out	Algebra	but	remember	I	did
have	more	one-on-one	help	as	there	were	many
college	interns.	A	big	event	I	remember	most
was	getting	snowed	in	at	Breitenbush	Hot
Springs	during	a	field	trip—wow!	Even	though
I	was	in	7th	and	8th	grades,	somehow	I	was	able
to	receive	high	school	credit	for	some	courses
and	when	I	transferred	to	Adams	High	I	was
able	to	add	to	those	units	and	graduate	as	a
sophomore.	I	had	the	units	although	I	didn't
have	the	book	knowledge	that	a	senior	would
have.	I	was	definitely	not	a	"whiz	kid"	but	I	told
everyone	I	was	done	with	high	school	and

wanted	to	go	on	to	college.	I	ended	up	going	to
PCC,	and	after	being	told	I	needed	to	decide	on
a	program	in	order	to	keep	my	grants,	I	decided
to	learn	about	plants	through	their	Landscape
program.	It	was	a	fun	experience	and	I	learned
to	be	an	independent	and	critical	thinker,
although	looking	back	I	think	I	missed	some
basic	fundamentals	and	historical	teachings
about	the	world,	common	to	those	with	a	more
traditional	education.	As	a	young	adult	I	moved
to	California	and	married	my	husband	of,	now,
36	years—a	gardener	and	wonderful	guy	who
had	been	involved	with	running	scientific
research	stations	in	Antarctica.	He	had	a	great
little	six-year-old	son	and	later	we	had	one
daughter.	We	did	a	lot	of	camping	and
exploring	in	the	Sierra	mountains	and	on	the
coast	and	in	the	deserts.	I	had	a	varied	career	in
the	landscape	maintenance,	construction,	and
design	field	and	then	recently	retired	as	a	Park
Superintendent	after	being	involved	in	some
bond	projects	in	my	local	town.	I	really	enjoyed
working	on	the	construction	of	our	new	Senior,
Teen,	and	Community	Centers,	and	a	sports
complex.	Currently,	I	am	enjoying	my	expanded
family,	playing	with	the	four	grandkids	ages
1-1/2	to	14	years	old,	traveling	(to	Alaska	this
summer),	gardening,	kayaking,	playing	bocce,
and	getting	back	into	yoga.	(Lynn	(Foster)
Spatz,	started	in	the	1970s)
	
I	started	in	Betty’s	room.	One	of	the	funny
things	I	remember	is	that	I	didn’t	know	I	could
leave	the	room.	So	I	stayed	there	all	day	long
and	I	never	left	except	to	go	eat	lunch.	I
probably	spent	a	month	in	there	before	I
realized	I	could	leave	the	room	and	go	to	other
rooms	and	they	had	other	things	going	on	in
them	besides	art—Lol!	MLC	was	definitely	an
important	part	of	my	life.	I	learned	so	many
different	things	that	helped	shape	who	I	am
today.	(Bridget	(Snell)	Roth,	started	in	the
1960s)
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Students	from	the	original	Couch	School,
located	on	NW	17th	Avenue.	Inset:	A	view	of
the	school.
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MLC’s	Historic	Home	
By	Dr.	Tanya	March

On	Couch	School’s	opening	day	in	1915,
the	modern	24-classroom	building	was
celebrated	with	much	fanfare.	A	smallpox
outbreak	and	worries	of	fire	hazards	at
the	previous	Couch	School,	located	on
NW	17th	between	Kearney	and	Lovejoy,
doomed	the	original	1883	structure.	Not
only	was	fire	safety	a	concern	for	the
newer	school,	but	a	sanitary	vision	was
expressed	with	two	open-air	classrooms
and	an	emergency	hospital	room.	In
addition,	the	new	Couch	School	had	a
domestic	science	room,	a	manual	training
room	(shop),	a	600-seat	assembly	hall,	a
sewing	room,	and	an	open-air	play	area
on	the	roof	above	the	auditorium.
Modern	equipment	included	electric
lights,	interior	communication
telephones,	an	automatic	clock	system,
and	a	vacuum	cleaning	system.	The
construction	of	the	school	was	paid	for
by	a	1913	bond.	
	
Within	the	1915	Couch	building’s
cornerstone	are	the	names	of	all	students
who	graduated	from	the	original	1883
school	during	its	33	years	of	operation.
Many	of	these	1158	alumni	attended	the
laying	of	the	cornerstone	on	February	18,
1915.	The	mascots	of	the	new	Couch
School	were	the	Yellow	Jackets.	Starting
in	1915	the	swimming	pool	at	Couch
School	was	opened	to	the	public	twice	a
week.	A	gym	was	added	to	the	school	in
1926.	
	
Jump	ahead	to	1941:	Atkinson	School,
Portland’s	first	high	school,	occupying	an
entire	city	block	between	NW	11th	&
12th	Avenues,	Couch	and	Davis	Streets,

was	demolished.	After	WWII,	white
families	moved	out	to	the	suburbs	and
Couch	School	became	racially	diverse.	By
1968,	Northwest	Portland	was	the	heart
of	the	counterculture	and	many	of	its
grand	historic	homes	were	converted	to
co-ops.	A	small	group	of	innovative
thinkers	advocated	successfully	for	an
alternative	educational	environment,	and
in	1968	they	acquired	space	in	five	of
Couch	School’s	classrooms.	The
Metropolitan	Learning	Center	was	born.
	
In	the	1960s,	construction	of	the	Fremont
Bridge	and	I-405	destroyed	2,000
dwelling	units	that	were	within	the	Couch
School	boundaries.	Residents	moving	into
Northwest	Portland	below	24th	Avenue
sought	a	free-school	ideology	in	which
students	could	design	their	own	course
of	study	in	an	ungraded	environment.
	
By	1974	there	were	205	students	enrolled
in	the	freewheeling	alternative	school,
MLC,	which	shared	the	building	with	a
regular	Couch	school	of	160	students.
When	surveyed,	only	23	did	not	desire	to
merge	with	MLC,	philosophies	of	Couch
and	MLC	having	also	moved	closer
together.	Although	located	in	the	same
building,	the	schools	had	remained
separate.	As	barriers	between	them	were
dissipating	and	teachers	at	Couch
becoming	increasingly	liberal,	it	was	time
to	disband	the	regular	Couch	program
and	open	up	spots	for	more	than	180
students	on	the	MLC	waiting	list.
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Top	and	bottom:	Couch
students	circa	the	1950s
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Principal	Frank	Scotto	

c.2007	Bioswale	built	in

teachers'	parking	lot.	

c.2008	Pool	closed	due	to

leakage.	No	money	for

repairs.	

2010-2011	MLC	Principal

Pam	Shelly	(one-year

interim)	

2011-2015	MLC	Principal

Macarre	Traynham	

Field	Trips	and	School

Outings	

•	Forest	Park	

•	Bridge	Walk	on	all

Portland	bridges

•	Friday	Focus	

2013	Foundation	of	high

school	student	government

by	MLC	Students	

2015-2017	MLC	Principal

Pam	Joyner	

2017-present	MLC

Principal	Alexa	Pearson	

-Original	timeline	created

by	Adam	Reitzes	and

expanded	by	Chris	Paynter

The	MLC

Timeline

1966	Discussions	begin

around	creating	a	new

alternative	school.	Vision

developed	of	a	very

small,	one-room,	mixed-

ages	program	with	a

'country	school'

atmosphere.	

Program	proposed	to	be

housed	at	OMSI	(then	in

Washington	Park).	When

OMSI	proposal	did	not

proceed,	PPS	approached

with	the	idea.	PPS

accepted,	but	expanded

program	to	five	rooms.	

1968	The	Metropolitan

Learning	Center	opens

as	a	public	alternative

school,	with	150

students,	five	teachers

and	five	rooms	on	the

first	floor	of	the	Couch

School.					

1968-1976		First	MLC

Principal	is	Amasa

Gilman	(already

Principal	of	Couch

School).				

"The	MLC	is	a	human

institution	that	strives	to

accommodate	the	needs

of	individuals	and	still

function	within	the

structure	of	a	learning

system	that	has	needs

that	also	must	be	met."	

-Amasa	description	of

MLC,	1973	

1970	Egg	Drop	tradition

started.	Originally	a

project	in	Emil

Abramovic's	Inventors

Workshop	class.			

1972-2002	Project	Week

begins.	In	place	through

about	2002.	

1972-2002	Base	Station

begins.	In	place	through

2002.		Base	station	was	a

mixed-grade	home	room

environment	(K-12)

embracing	the	values

family,	security	and

belonging.	

Field	Trips	and	School

Outings	

•	Malheur	Field	Station	

•	Camp	Tamarack	

•	Sasquatch	Hunt	

•	San	Juan	Islands	

1973	Popular	play	space

for	MLC	students,	the

Captain	Brown	House

(moved	to	Couch	Park	in

1970s)	torn	down	

1973"Basic	Skills"	classes

added.	

1974-1976	Couch	School

program	closed,	some

students	merged	into	MLC.

MLC	population	rose	to

about	300.	MLC	now	takes

up	the	entire	building.				

1973-1975	Play	structure

designed	by	students	and	a

collaborating	architect.

Peaked	roof	(cupola)	made

to	mirror	William	Temple

House	across	the	street.

Structure	designed	by	kids

to	replicate	the	Captain

Brown	House.				

1974-1975	Year	Round

School	at	MLC	-	one	of

seven	PPS	schools	to	try

this	during	that	year.

MLC	population

increased	as	the	large

wait	list	was	entirely

accepted,	to	fill	five

tracks	(only	four	tracks

attended	at	one	time)

totaling	550	students.

(Population	later	dropped

down	to	~400,	then

slowly	rose	to	440.).	This

program	only	lasted	one

year.	

1976-1979	MLC	Principal

Dick	Wheatley	

1976	Kindergarten	room

added.	

1976	Parks	&	Rec	takes

of	administration	of

playground.	

1976-1979	School	day

becomes	more

structured.	Academics	in

the	morning,	electives	in

the	afternoon.				

1976	'Spider'	sculpture

installed	in	Couch	Park

(artist:	David	Cotter).	

1979-1984	MLC	Principal

"Cloudy"	(Clarence)

Beyer	

1979	New	school	library

developed	-	at	first	by

combining	two	of	three

existing	classrooms	on

the	north	side	of	the

main	floor	-	later

expanded	into	the	third

room	on	that	wall.			

1982-present	Solstice

Celebration	started	by

Margie	Holland	

1984-1991	MLC	Principal

Mike	Harris	

Field	Trips	and	School

Outings

•	Belles	Artes	in	San

Miguel	de	Allenda,	Mexico

•	Rajneeshpuram.	Wasco

County,	Oregon.	

•	Trip	to	Canada	with

Betty	and	April	

1984	Most	of	the	plywood

'fort'	siding	on	the	play

structure	is	taken	down.

The	community	fights	for

the	cupola	to	stay.	

c.1985-	present	KCLC

established	as	an	on-site

non-profit	childcare

program.	

c.1985-present	1x8

Elective	Program.

Developed	by	Ruth

Frankel.	

1991-1993	MLC	Principal

Pat	Burk	

1990s-present	Buddy

Reading	Older	students

were	paired	with	younger

students	to	help	with

reading	skills.	The	first

trial	paired		6th	graders

with	1st	and	2nd	graders.

The	practice	continues	to

this	day.	

1993-1994	MLC	Principal

Eugene	Valjean	

1994-1997	MLC	Principal

Ed	Bettencourt

c.1995	Base	Station	Ends.

The	exact	date	is

disputed,	with	some	notes

showing	it	continued

through	the	early	2000s.	

Field	Trips	and	School

Outings	

•	Students	take	a	field	trip

to	meet	Bill	Clinton	and

Al	Gore	in	Pioneer

Courthouse	Square.

•	All	School	Corn	Roast	&

Ice	Slide	

1997-2002	MLC

Principal	Pam	Shelly	

1999	MLC	adopts	ELOB

(Expeditionary	Learning/

Outward	Bound)

educational	model,	after

an	entire	year	of	teacher

and	parent	buy-in	-	85%

of	teachers	had	to

approve.	Costs	for

participation	covered	by

grant	developed	by

Principal	Shelly.	

1997-2002	MLC

Principal	Greg	Wollek	

c.2002	Auditorium

Redone.	Old	fixed-

position	seats	were	torn

out	and	the	floor	was

carpeted.	

c.2002	Project	Week	and

Base	Station	end.	

c.2000	MLC	Character

Traits—Compassion,

Courage,	Self-Discipline,

Integrity,	Respect—

developed	as	part	of

ELOB:	Expeditionary

Learning	Outward

Bound.	

c.2002	MLC	no	longer

part	of	ELOB	-	grant

money	ran	out,	and

program	was	too	costly

to	continue	formal

participation.	The	model,

values,	and	professional

development	for	teachers

continue	to	influence

MLC	for	some	time.	

2005-2006	MLC

Principal	Pam	Shelly	

2006-2010	MLC
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