
Lancer Letter #464 Seasons of Life

I still remember that sultry, humid day in the summer of 1980.  Had I made the 3.5 hour 
drive from Johnstown to Edinboro in my 1972 Dodge Dart with no air conditioning and vinyl 
seats, I would have been stuck to the seat upon arrival and would not have looked very good.  
My father graciously allowed me to use his Chevrolet Caprice Classic with cloth seats and air 
conditioning for the trip so I arrived in my three piece, blued pinstripe suit, free from excessive 
perspiration.

I went into the interview to be a music teacher at General McLane High School with 
duplicate copies of my professional portfolio.  When they asked the common interview question, 
“Where do you see yourself in 5-10 years?” I was honest.  In my youthful wisdom-lacking, 
ambition, I told them politely,  I would probably be doing bigger and better things.

Despite what may have sounded like a person who may not be around too long, Don 
Douglass and Pat Crist took the gamble that the allure of General McLane may put its spell on 
me.  The gamble payed off because nearly forty years later, I’m still here.

You may have heard by now that I intend to retire when my contract expires on June 30 
of this year.  I would be lying if I said that leaving General McLane after 40 years will be easy.  
Many retirees have told me, “you’ll know when it’s time.”  So, despite some sadness, I know that 
it is time.

I’ve been reading and rereading the third chapter of Ecclesiastes.  “There is a time for 
everything and a season for every activity under heaven . . . I know that there is nothing better 
for people than to be happy and do good while they live.  That each of them may eat and drink 
and find satisfaction in their toil – that is a gift from God.”

I have found great satisfaction in my toil at General McLane.  I have delighted in the 
students I have had the privilege to teach and mentor.  While I can list many programs I have led 
or initiated, nothing has given me satisfaction like the interactions I have been blessed to have 
with students.  They have motivated, encouraged and inspired me.

The satisfaction in my toil here has also come from the adults I’ve encountered.  Many 
parents who have supported their children and the school come to mind.  The taxpayers who do 
not have children in the schools but understand the importance of what we do and support us.    
The teachers who see what they do not as jobs, but as a mission.  The great support staff who 
share in the vision by getting kids to and from school, keeping clean and maintained buildings, 
feeding children, keeping the technology going and assisting in the task of serving students in so 
many ways.  School boards who have embraced the arts, appreciated students pursuing all 
careers (not just those requiring college degrees) and always finding a way and the resources to 
put students first.  Administrators who often forgo administrative convenience so they can do 
what’s best for kids.  These have all been a gift.

I do not plan to do anything differently in the next six months.  I will do my job as if I 
plan to be here forever.  I’ve never liked the people who have retired but their bodies keep 
showing up for work – if you know what I mean – so I will not be one of them.

In case you’re wondering, my wife, Judy, is also retiring.  From the music days when she 
volunteered hundreds of hours to help, to her days in the classroom, we’ve been in it together.

And, yes, I will continue to write Lancer Letters.


