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Greetings one and all!

Welcome to this brand new school year!! But dang, where did summer go? At the very least, | hope those
days provided some wonderful family memories you’ll be able to hang onto for years to come.

Anytime schools crank up again — no matter how many times you’ve been where you are — there’s always
something new. And ‘new’ often brings its share of anxiety.

Sometimes though we think, “What an ingenious idea!” But not always. On occasion it’s more like,
“What took them so long!” And yes, every so often, we think, “You’ve got to be kidding me!” In my past,
I had occasion to both experience and cause some of that angst myself.

With that in mind, I’ve often shared how our schools remind me of when our own girls were little and
playing softball. While waiting for their game, I’d kill time watching an inning or so of the little tikes
playing baseball nearby.

Everyone played in the field at the same time. And every so often, the big kid on the other team would
launch one to the outfield fence. Every player out there understood enough of the game to know that the
ball had to get back to the catcher before the big kid could run around the bases.

So every player, no matter their position, was off and running to the right field fence. Their faces
grimaced, their determination unquestioned, their mission single-minded. “I will get the ball and I will get
it to the catcher.” And that’s where the fun began.

The first to get there picked it up and began running it toward the catcher. Another of his teammates
would tackle him, certain it was his job or at least that he might be better suited for the task. No one ever
thought of throwing it because no one ever thought of it. And even if they did, there was no one left to
throw it to. While all that was happening, parents in both stands were screaming, pretty sure their message
was getting through. And occasionally, there was that kid who finally figured out he’d never be the first to
the ball nor was he even gonna touch it. And he’d just plop down wherever he was. Until the chaos
resided.

I hope it’s not exactly that chaotic. But there’s no question schools are a family with a wealth of differing
opinions. But thank God for new and different ideas — right? Where would the world be without them?

Somedays, | have seen myself as one of those players, pretty sure | alone had the best idea. But at times
it’s easier to see myself as one of the fans in the stands. Somedays, we can see ourselves as the coaches —
torn between laughing and losing hair. And somedays, we’re the kid who’s just had enough.

But no matter our role, every single person has a serious and passionate interest in what happens. Wanting
our school to be as good as it can be. And wanting our young people to be the best students they can be —
or more importantly, the best human beings they can be. God wants that too.

Make no mistake, we are better because you challenge us to be. We appreciate the trust parents show us
when you enroll your children to be on our “team.” An honor above all others. We appreciate the
sacrifices you make. Sometimes it’s your money, your vacations, maybe your retirement, certainly your
family time. All of it valuable.



Thank you for respecting that we understand education, and for challenging us to understand it better.

But if we allow ourselves - teachers and administrators, moms and dads - to be open to it, sometimes
‘new’ can take our kids where they’ve never been. New skills, new friends, new ways of viewing others,
themselves and the world around them.

As | write from this new position, please know our schools — and everyone associated with them — are in
my nightly prayers. Asking for your success, your safety, your willingness to share with those who have
less. And asking for your prayers as well.

I give thanks that’s the one belief we do all share — belief in a single Creator who hears our every word.
May He bless you, your family and your year in every way!
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