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 I remember one day when I was in my forties.  I was standing at the bathroom mirror and looked down 
at my hair brush.  I remember thinking, “That’s the same style of hair brush my dad had in his forties.”  Then I 
looked up into the mirror and thought, “That’s the same hair line my father had in his forties!”
	
 We are definitely products of our parents, both genetically and behaviorally.  Much of who we are is 
because of our parents.  I can identify personal characteristics that have come directly from my father, and some 
from my mother.
	
 Today we buried my father.  It was difficult for my mother to say good-bye to the person who was her 
best friend for 73 years.  
	
 Dad was a hopeless romantic.  Born as Vito Charles Scaletta, he was known as Charlie most of his life.  
In seventh grade math class, when Charlie saw Eva Maria Michelena at the chalkboard, he turned to his friend 
and said, “I’m going to marry that girl.”  That began a long courtship, eventually leading to their marriage five 
years later.  He was a model husband and father, always showing affection to his wife.  He taught me to respect 
women and above all, honor your wife.
	
 Today we buried my father.  As a Marine, wounded in WWII, he was given a military burial.  It was 
particularly touching when my nephew, a navy veteran, handed the flag that was draped on the coffin to my 
mother.  Dad instilled a deep sense of patriotism in all of us.
	
 People might be surprised to know that neither of my parents graduated from high school.  Like many of 
the “greatest generation,” World War II interrupted their lives.  After 10th grade, Dad enlisted in the marines.  
He wrote a letter to mom every day he was away.  He fought in the South Pacific until he was wounded with 
shrapnel from a bomb that killed three of his friends.  When he recovered and returned home, he married my 
mother and began a life together that lasted 68 years, producing 3 sons and 3 grandsons and one great grand-
daughter.  
	
 Today we buried my father.  Many people are defined by their careers but what defined Charlie for 
people attending the funeral was not what he did, but who he was.  He was a hard worker and his strong work 
ethic was passed on to his children.  
	
 Dad started his work career as a construction laborer and then school janitor.  While a janitor at the high 
school I eventually attended, I would go spend time with him during his second shift.  At my young age, it was 
always exciting to be with Dad and the greatest part was when he would let me go to those magical vending 
machines and get chocolate milk!  To me, a machine that gave chocolate milk was something like having your 
wish granted by the Wizard of Oz.
	
 Mom told me that during those years of construction and custodian, they lived paycheck to paycheck.  
“We didn’t have much, but that was OK,” she said.   Eventually Dad went to work for the Conemaugh and 
Black Lick Railroad, a short line serving the 13 miles of Bethlehem Steel plant in Johnstown.  He started at the 
bottom laying track and eventually worked his way up to being an engineer who drove the locomotives. 
	
 Today we buried my father.   So many people at the viewing talked about how they were helped by Dad 
and how his buoyant personality and constant smile lifted them whenever they saw him.
	
 When some people retire, it becomes a time of travel and relaxation.  Not so for Dad.  After he retired, 
Dad volunteered many hours each week for over 25 years.  It was like a full-time job.  He worked for the food 
bank and the St. Vincent DePaul Society.  He also worked for Victim Services, helping crime victims and doing 
puppet shows for kids on “good touch, bad touch.”  Finally, he spent years volunteering in the hospital just a 
few blocks from his home of 63 years, logging 6000 volunteer hours.  Dad was recognized a number of times 
and given awards for his public service.  He always remained humble and was considered to be “like a father” 
to many.  	

	
 Though he never finished high school, Dad was determined that his three sons would be able to attend 
college if we wanted.  So, he worked a second job as a painting contractor to save the money for that to happen.  
As a devout Catholic, he believed in parochial school and paid the tuition so I could attend for 12 years.  I can 
still hear him telling me how important it was to be educated and how school always came first.  He and my 
mother would NEVER have considered having me miss school for anything, especially vacation. 
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 Today we buried my father.  Though he would not be considered “educated” by today’s standards, he 
was a very smart man.  He lived by the Golden Rule and knew how to get the best from everyone. 
	
 His legacy has been one of humble service.  He was never judgmental and if someone needed help, it 
didn’t matter who they were, he would help.  He taught me, “You’ll get more flies with honey, rather than 
vinegar.”  Dad had a personality that was outgoing and made everyone feel at ease and important.  Everyone 
who met “Charlie” loved him like a second father.  

	
 Perhaps writing my father’s story is therapeutic for me, but there is also a point to be made about 
education.  I am the son of parents who were unable to finish high school, yet I am one of only 500 leaders of 
public school districts in the state.  My parents saw that I got a good education. They didn’t need vouchers, or 
charter schools or cyber classes.  They didn’t care if the state had standards or outcomes and they never 
questioned the effectiveness of one of my teachers.  They would have rather died than call the school to 
complain about anything.
	
 I am where I am because of my parents’ work ethic which they modeled and because of their sacrifice 
and encouragement.  It makes me wonder:  Is it education that needs reformed, or the heart and attitude of our 
entitled society?
	
 Though school was not a familiar place to him, Dad always insisted that it come first in my life, and he 
made whatever sacrifice needed to make that happen.  Because of that, I am who I am.  Thanks, Dad.
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