
Quotation of the Week


A professor can never better distinguish himself in his work than by encouraging a clever pupil, for the true discoverers are among them, as comets amongst the stars.�Linnaeus











SO WHAT?


So, what’s the point of telling you this story? After all, most of you likely have experienced a similar situation. The point of telling this story is to drive home the concept of how much influence we can have in other people’s lives and not even know it.  I’m not talking about those people who are family members; that is a given.  I’m speaking of the students with whom we interact on a daily basis.  I am talking about our co-workers.  I am talking about being a mentor to a variety of people in our lives and not even be aware of it.  When my friends and colleagues from back home learned about Helen’s plight, I was deluged with e-mail.  There were so many people whose lives she touched who wanted me to share their gratitude and love with her. Either as a friend, mentor, colleague, advisor or confidante, she was an educator who illustrated how significant we can be in our student’s and co-workers lives.  It is so easy under the stress of it all to get grumpy and short.  A student asks the same question five times and we get irritated.  There will always be spats in the workplace, but those can be minimized too.





This experience has reminded me of a couple of things.  Firstly that we never really know what’s in the cards for any of us and the importance of making every day count.  Secondly, the impact we can have on others lives as educators, mentors and friends.  This is something that I am going to try to keep in my mind as we embark on another semester.  





A NEW YEAR


While it is almost the end of January already, for many of us this is the beginning of the 2002 semester.  The year past was a difficult one for many people.  It was a year that made many people realize that one just never really knows what the future holds for each of us.





While I try not to personalize this newsletter, I think a personal story will illustrate the theme of this week’s newsletter.  It is reminiscent of “What I Did on my Christmas Vacation”.  I had noted that I had not received a Christmas card from one of my friends that lives on the shore of the Hood Canal in Puget Sound in Washington.  She hadn’t sent me a card the previous year either, but I learned that this was due to being diagnosed with a brain tumor.  Soon after the diagnosis, the tumor that was encapsulated, was removed.  Talking with my friend over the next several months revealed some word finding problems but everything seemed to be going as it should.  It was not until January of 2002 that it became clear to everyone that things were not okay.  My friend was dying of brain cancer.





I hopped on a plane and went to visit my friend before school started back.  In my mind were images of interactions, activities and events with my friend that had accumulated over the years. She was one of these people that stand tall, both literally and figuratively.  She was close to six feet tall and exuded confidence.  In working with her for over a decade, I never saw her flustered, angry or out of control.  She never raised her voice at anyone and always had a smile for everyone.  This was real feat when you consider she was a dean at a large Canadian University.  Everyone who worked with her was bathed in this aura of confidence and integrity.  She was a mentor to me and many others.  She was a large factor in me being able to pursue an advanced education.





My friend’s husband had prepped me on the phone prior to my visit.  I had steeled myself for the visit.  Having seen many dying people, I knew what I was about to face, but it always harder when it is someone you love.  Rather than seeing a tall, strong vibrant educator, I saw someone who has been ravaged by cancer and it’s treatment.  The tumor had stolen most of her language ability, however some of her comprehension was still okay.  Her specific memory had also been taken from her, though she was able to recall people and places we had been.  She no longer has use of her legs and her hand and arm movement deteriorated just in the time I spent with her.  She went from feeding herself to being unable to do so in the space of a day.





Perhaps one of the saddest things was seeing my friend lying in the retirement house she and her husband looked so forward to building, fully realizing, and being able to lament what was happening to her.





Comments?          � HYPERLINK "mailto:trish-blair@eureka.redwoods.cc.ca.us" ��mailto:trish-blair@eureka.redwoods.cc.ca.us�
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