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Did it Not Seem Real? 
 
My time at Northmount has been wonderful.   I would like to add that these past 6 years here have been positive 
and life changing for me personally.  For this I will remain eternally grateful.  On several occasions, in public ad-
dresses and in print, I have expressed my heartfelt thanks to the Board, the staff, our parents and the boys for their 
character, hard work and creativity which continue to bring honour to our beloved school.  Permit me please to 
thank you all again one last time in this forum as well. 
 
In situations like this there is no language that can convey or fully encompass yearsô worth of meaning.  Those of 
us who have reached ña certain ageò will understand how that feels as I now find myself looking back over 38 
years in education.  Barry Benson was a veteran of the American Civil War that took a shot at putting into words 
what this kind of moment can be like. From where I stand it seems he got pretty close.  Board Chair Keith 
McLeanôs kind remarks at my ñFarewellò were rife with military references.  I hope that this fact, taken together 
with my own Great-grandfatherôs service during the ñwar between the states,ò in the First Vermont Cavalry, 
Company B., gives me some license here.  Darius Domina was 16 when he joined up to fight for the union.  Pri-
vate Domina wore blue, Sergeant Benson wore grey.   
 
Sergeant Barry Benson was 18 when he signed on for the Army of Northern Virginia 3 months before the war 
started.  He served in A.P. Hillôs corps right through to Leeôs surrender at Appomattox Court House.  He was 
everywhere, saw everything, and, best of all, lived to tell the tale.  I will let him speak for me across the chasm of 
more than 150 years. 
 
Quite a while after the war Benson composed his reminiscences which he hoped would be passed down among 
his descendents for a long time.  Reliving the war in words he began to wish he could relive it in fact as well.  He 
wrote ñIn time even death itself might be abolishedò.  Benson came to believe that he and his fellow soldiers, 
grey and blue, might be able to one day do just that, if not on earth then perhaps afterward in heaven.   
 
ñWho knows,ò he asked, as his narrative drew toward its close, ñthat it may be given to us after this life to meet in 
the old quarters, to play chess and drafts, to get up with the sun to answer the morning roll call, to fall in at the tap 
of the drum for drill and dress parade and again, to hastily dawn our war gear as the monotonous patter of the 
long roll summons us to battle.ò 
 
ñWho knows but again the old flags ragged and torn, snapping in the wind may face each other and flutter, pursu-
ing and pursued while the cries of victory fill a summer day, then, after the battle, the slain and the wounded will 
rise and meet together under the two flags all sound and well and there will be talking and laughter and cheers 
and all will say-did it not seem real- was it not as in the old days?ò 
 
The fine young men I have had the privilege to know as students here will grow and have families of their own.  
It will be gratifying for me, God willing, to learn of this one day as our paths once again might cross.  At that mo-
ment, I pray that we will all be, ñsound and well and there will be talking and laughter and cheers and we will say
-did it not seem real-was it not as in the old days?ò 
 
As this is the last Wednesday File for the 2015-2016 school year, I would be remiss not to part with a summer 
farewell. On behalf of Dr. Sheridan, the faculty and staff, and myself I wish you Godôs blessings for a safe and 
restful summer.  
 

 
Glenn C. Domina 
Headmaster Emeritus 
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