PAT III
I’ve been a maverick most of my life.  As a child, I somehow loved skirting the rules.  As I grew up, I tested authority every chance I could get. I was never a good student.  I don’t know how many times my mother received letters from teachers saying, “John has ability. He just won’t apply it.”  I just made it through high school. I flunked out of college as a freshman with a .62 grade average (a D minus).  When I entered the Air Force, I constantly challenged my supervisors.  
During my four active years in the service, I took classes that were made available to the military through several universities. I was able to raise my grade average considerably.  After I was discharged from the Air Force in 1970, I returned to college and graduated in 1973.  To be honest, I didn’t take the hardest route to a diploma. I took relatively easy courses.  Earth sciences, soft math classes, personal health, and various phys-ed offerings.  The toughest class was probably German.
One such class was Tennis 101(and 102, 103, 104, ad nauseum).  Lord knows that I fattened up my credit load with tennis. I wasn’t a very talented player, but I enjoyed playing.  It was where I met one of the wonderful instructors of my education, Pat.  Pat was not only a dedicated and talented educator, she was a wonderful person.  She would embrace each student and take the time to ensure our success.  There was no clock in her classroom.  For the first time I was learning.  I wasn’t rebelling against the authority figure.  
Pat had one of the warmest smiles I ever witnessed. She looked at her students as real people and not just students. I can thank her for giving me accountability and inner-comfort. Her favorite saying was “Peace.”  And I knew she meant it.
Periodically, she would have gatherings for her students at her home that overlooked the New York harbor.  She took great pride in the fact that she wanted her home to be comfortable.  So much so, that many of us would often fall asleep in front of the fireplace.  That’s how relaxed she made us feel.
Pat and I have kept in touch for the last fifty years.  After I moved to Pittsburgh in 1974, I became a Pittsburgh Penguins fan.  Pat has continued to root for the New York Rangers.  It’s given us a friendly rivalry and an introduction to our e-mails.  We haven’t seen each other in thirty years.  But every time we chat, there seems to be little distance between us.
