
oland: a country flourishing with lush forests, crumbling buildings, and beaten-up roads. 
ndeed, a meretricious country. 
oincidentally, you can find heaven if you know where to look. 
eeping that in mind, allow me to reveal to you a little secret: I know where to seek. 
ovices, parents, ladies and gentlemen, get ready to let the wonders of IB steal you away from reality for a moment. 


lright then: the pre-IB prepares you for the International Baccalaureate, a schooling system which can be found all over the world. 
ealous pupils who finally want their hard work to not only be appreciated, but also encouraged, should search no further. 
ssuming, of course, that you care about your future and you are interested in broadening your horizons through travelling (Prague, for example) and skill-honing projects (Youth on Air, polishing your writing talents in Bulgaria). 
ealizing your potentials, digging up new talents: there is no doubt that women of exceptional perspicacity graduate Nazareth, ones that are pertinacious and single-minded in the pursuit of their goals. 
xceptionable behavior is rare, for the girls in the pre-IB class are a fun bunch, quick to laugh, joke around and meet new people. 
olerance is one of the first things we learn, for our class, though small (only eighteen students), consists of many girls who were either born or had lived abroad: from the sweet rays of Singapore, to the busy streets of NYC- the sun is witness to our footprints etched into the earth. 
owever, the trick of achieving fulfillment in this school is to take advantage of it- trust me, it has much to offer. 
avoir vivre courses with a professional, Chopin concerts and the Senate: just the tip of the iceberg.
 
ntrigued yet? 
etter make up your mind quickly: there is little space left…    


