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      FOREWORD


      When I stepped into the dining room, my father was standing there with tears in his eyes. I knew at once that these were tears

         of joy. He stepped toward me, gave me a smile, and threw his arms around me. I’ll never forget the feeling I had as the chills

         went through my body. Then my dad turned and pointed to the dining room table. Looking over, I saw the two opened letters

         sitting side by side on the table, one from Thacher School and one from Cate School.

      


      My dad had introduced me to the idea of going away to boarding school when I was in fifth grade and I had been intent on doing

         it from that point on. I knew that in such a competitive world I had to get the best education possible, and in the end I

        ’d have no choice but to leave Fresno to go to a boarding school. After every report card, my dad and I would sit down and

         talk about how I was doing and what I had to do in order to get the grades to be accepted to the schools of my choice.

      


      I didn’t even need to read the letters across the room, since I could see that the first word on both of them was “Congratulations.”

         That was all that I needed. It was like a dream. Speechless, I hugged my dad again. I will never forget the look on his face

         and the tears in his eyes when I walked in the door that day.

      


      My dad left the decision as to which school up to me. He said I had earned the right to choose. And, after we revisited Cate

         and Thacher, I picked Cate. Well, I had reached my first goal. All of the years of hard work in grammar school had paid off,

         and I was going off to boarding school.

      


      But it was not until late in the summer before freshman year that I realized how hard it was going to be to leave home. My

         dad and I had been best friends since I was a young boy, and by eighth grade, we were inseparable. We did just about everything

         together. When I was young we went to the zoo together many weekends, and when we weren’t out doing something like that,

         I would sit for hours with him in his study while he worked.

      


      Then, when I was about eleven years old, my parents got divorced. Let me tell you, divorce isn’t a fun thing for a kid to

         deal with. I found out about it one day when my dad picked me up from a friend’s house. Instead of going straight home, my

         dad passed the house and parked in an olive orchard down the road. It was then that he told me a divorce was imminent. I was

         crushed. The safe, stable world I had grown accustomed to seemed to be collapsing all around me. All that I could do was trust

         my dad when he told me that everything would turn out all right.

      


      When my dad moved out of our house, it wasn’t long before I went to live with him. It was during the years of living together

         that my dad and I became even closer. We spent every evening and almost every weekend together. I accompanied him to many

         of his business meetings and dinners, and was always included in the conversation. My dad really seemed to listen to my ideas.

         On weekends, we would go shooting together or just hop in the car and head for some adventure in the mountains. But no matter

         what it was we were doing, my dad always found some lesson in it for me. The business meetings, the drives (we called them

         adventures), they all had an objective. Even the chores that my dad made me do every day around the house had a purpose. I

         didn’t get paid for my chores because my dad had taught me that to be part of the household, it was my responsibility to

         do my fair share to keep things together. I didn’t realize it at the time, but in the years that we lived alone together,

         my dad was doing everything that he could to teach me what the world is really like.

      


      When the time came to head off to Cate School, I really didn’t know what to think or what to take or even exactly what to

         wear. My dad and I weren’t very happy about the idea of being separated. As I packed, my cat, Frazzle, seemed to sense a

         change coming and became more hysterical by the day.

      


      Although my dad did not really want to see me go, he knew that I had to go. His first concern had always been my best interest,

         and he knew that going away to school was the best thing for me. The time had come for me to take everything that he had taught

         me and put it into practice, to do a bit of growing by myself. I was only a fourteen-year-old kid from Fresno (and I was scared),

         but the challenge excited me.

      


      When my dad brought me to Cate and the time came to say good-bye, he said something that seemed strange at the time. “Jack,”

         he said, “I think that it will be better if I don’t write you for a few weeks. I want to give you time to really settle in

         and get used to being away at school.” Well, he was telling the truth. For about three weeks I did not receive any letters

         from my dad. We talked on the phone a few times, but that was it.

      


      I really began to miss the communication, so I called and asked my dad to write me. Bang! That was all it took. The letters

         started coming. Every other day or so I received one. My friends thought it was hilarious. They thought that it was even funnier

         when they saw that some of the letters began with sentences like “Let’s talk about death,” “Let’s talk about sex,” or “Let

        ’s talk about politics.” Then some of my close friends began asking to read Dad’s letters. And I realized they were something

         very special.

      


      These letters have been the primary way that my dad and I have kept up our relationship in my four years away at Cate. I should

         have known that my dad would find a way to keep in touch and keep teaching me. Every letter that he sent me took on a new

         issue. If I was having a problem with something, my dad would write me a letter of advice on how I might deal with it. If

         I did not understand something, he would write me a letter explaining whatever it was that I could not understand. And if

         I was doing just fine, he would use his letters to encourage me to keep it up, to catch me up on current events at home, and

         to generally explain some of the many different aspects of his life to me.

      


      For the first few months, adjusting to Cate was the main topic of most of my dad’s letters. Once I had settled in, the letters

         became more teaching instruments than anything else. My dad and I talked on the phone every couple of nights, but my dad put

         the meat of what he wanted to talk to me about in letters. This probably made more sense, because sometimes I had to reread

         his letters several times over before I really understood what he was trying to explain.

      


      For me it was different. I had no problem getting everything off my mind with my dad on the phone. I just didn’t have the

         time or really the ability to put all of my thoughts onto paper. Sometimes my dad had trouble understanding this, but I really

         think he understood more than he let on. He got very frustrated at the fact that I rarely sent letters. At first he said he

         thought that I just didn’t appreciate his letters and that I wasn’t taking the time to absorb what he wrote. He couldn’t

         have been more wrong. It was because of his letters that my dad and I remained so close even after I left home. Because we

         could no longer spend as much time together as we had when I was home, it was the letters that kept us close. I treasured

         every letter as if it were a part of me.

      


      Then, halfway through my sophomore year, my dad was involved in a double-fatality accident, broadsided at an intersection

         by a drunk driver. Seeing him lying in a hospital bed all cut up and with a broken neck, I thought that I was going to lose

         the most important thing in the world to me. In fact, the first time I saw him, I actually passed out.

      


      It was only after almost losing him that I truly realized how much my dad meant to me. I took some time off from school in

         order to stay at home and take care of my dad. I did things for him that he had done for me when I was little, like bathing

         him and helping him go to the toilet. For the following year, he had trouble remembering some things. It was not until Christmas

         break of my junior year that he finally seemed to be operating as his old self.

      


      Looking back on the accident, it was a huge growing experience in our relationship. All that my dad had tried to tell me about

         mortality became fully clear. Without a doubt, my dad and I came to really appreciate life, and each other, much more after

         the accident.

      


      Now, at the end of my high-school career, it is amazing to think back at how different I am now from when I first left home.

         For almost four years, my dad’s letters have kept me on track and helped me to mature. I keep the letters from each year

         in separate shoe boxes in my room at home. They mean more to me than any material thing I have. They are the guidelines that

         have gone so far to make up the person that I am today.

      


      —Jack Broome


   

      FRESHMAN YEAR


       


      9/3/91


      Dear Jack,


      After almost fifteen years, the last four living in a man’s world with your dad, you’re now on your own. Now you get to

         use all the values and lessons that you have learned. I have every confidence in you, son, you’re a winner!

      


      I send you off to Cate with a heavy heart.… I will miss you so much. But I also send you off with the joy of a father who

         has tried his best to provide his son with a solid foundation for his life and has seen his son thrive under every challenge

         and opportunity. I know that boarding school will be no different.

      


      I love you, Jack, I’m behind you all the way. Be serious, work hard, play hard, and have fun. Make friends by being a friend.


      Love


      Dad


       


      9/26/91


      Dear Jack,


      It’s hard to believe that you’ve been at Cate for four weeks. Almost a month has gone by so quickly!! I miss you a lot; so does Frazzle. She almost had a complete breakdown the

         first 10 days you were gone!!

      


      I know you’ve been busy and adjusting to being away at school but I do hope you’ll get in the habit of calling frequently,

         even just to say “hi” and let me know that all is well. And from time to time write to share your thoughts and experiences.

      


      I’m planning the 5th with Derek and Steph to take you out to dinner and celebrate your birthday. We’ll go out to dinner

         and whatever you would like. Sunday morning we can shop at Nordstrom’s if you like, then leave about 1:00.

      


      On Parents’ Weekend Jan and I are planning to arrive Friday morning the 18th and stay to Sunday. Bob may stop in to have dinner

         with us.… Let me know what the schedule for Parents’ Weekend is.

      


      You are due for a weekend at home either Nov. 2–3, 9–10, or 16–17. Let me know which dates you would prefer (Derek & Steph

         will be here 2–3 and 16–17) and let me know if there is anything special you would like to do.

      


      I have made airplane reservations for you to come home November 26th for Thanksgiving and return to school December 3rd. The

         reservations had to be made 30 days in advance and only cost $120 round trip.

      


      Not much news from home. I’m home all week trying to catch up on work I’ve delayed the last several weeks I’ve been going

         to Florida. Nothing very special going on. I’m anxious to hear about your outing at Catalina. Call me when you get back.

      


      Much Love


      Dad
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      10/10/91


      Dear Jack,


      I can’t tell you how good it was to see you last weekend.… You have matured in just the one month you have been away… you

         looked so happy and fit… you made me proud!!

      


      I was greatly impressed with the caliber of your schoolmates. They all seem to be bright and good-natured. I noticed the tremendous

         amount of mutual support they seem to give each other. You might pay a bit more attention yourself to this fact. (I’m not

         criticizing you, just a friendly suggestion.) I noticed most of your teammates complimenting you on your play, particularly

         when you made a point (i.e., “Jack, you’re awesome”). You might ask yourself how many times you complimented or encouraged your teammates. How many pats on the back you gave. Remember, to have a friend, you have to be a friend.

      


      I agree with your idea of not coming home for a “long weekend” before Thanksgiving… 3:00 Friday to 6:00 Sunday, with the

         eight-hour drive to get you here and return (16 hours for me) leaves little time for what[ever—ed.].… Frazzle would be mad

         as hell if she knew your decision. So pick a weekend & I’ll come down & we’ll spend the time in LA and Santa Barbara. Perhaps

         dinner with Bob can be included. So the week-end of…

      


      Oct 26–27 (maybe w/D&S)


      Nov 2–3 (w/D&S)


      Nov 9–10 (w/just me)


      Nov 16–17 (w/D&S)


      If it’s a weekend with Derek & Steph then I’ll be down to pick you up at 8:00 P.M. Friday; if it’s just me, I’ll be down at 3:30 P.M. All in all I’d prefer the 9th and 10th. Let me know what you’d like & what you would like

         to do that weekend.

      


      Not much news here that you don’t already know. Bob brought us a numbered print of his wife’s painting of the coast. He

         took it back to have it framed for us. I gave Ben an envelope for you (your plane ticket for Thanksgiving, some Tegrin, etc.)

         and he said he would bring it to you next weekend. Speaking of Ben, he said he gave you the photos of you “cowboying.” Save

         them or send them to me, I’d like to see them.

      


      I’ve enclosed two items for you to read. The article on manners is important. Please save it & return it to me.


      I love you very much and I miss you more than you know but I’m proud of what you’re doing & support you all the way.


      Dad


       


      10/15/91


      Dear Jack,


      I’ve been so worried about you adjusting to being away at school that I forgot to realize that it might be me that had to adjust.

      


      All the time we were talking about your going to boarding school my mind’s eye envisioned you coming home most weekends. I really didn’t envision a life so separated from you as it now appears

         the next four years will be. I understand your desire to stay at Cate week-ends and I think all the sports activities and

         camaraderie at Cate is wonderful. But I do miss our talks and the ability to have a profound influence on your thinking and maturing.

      


      I wanted you to have influences to broaden you and other role models to make you a better rounded person. But I do want to

         insure some impact from your sainted father.

      


      So if it can’t always be there in person then it will have to be by mail. I’ll just have to put into letters what we would

         have talked about were we together each night. So count on receiving some letters of substance from time to time. And I hope

         you will really read them and answer them.

      


      Years ago, I used to go to the trade show each year in Chicago while I was president of Alpine Equipment Co. The first year

         the chap in the booth opposite ours had his young son (10–11 years old) with him. The boy was fidgety and bored, but he listened

         while his dad explained things to him. The next year the boy was more mature, had grown 3–4 inches and watched all that went

         on attentively. The next year the boy had glasses, had grown another 2–3 inches, and his dad had him passing out literature

         in the aisle. The last year I was there the boy was selling under the watchful eye of his dad. His dad was teaching him all

         he knew and preparing him for his life ahead. I was always impressed with that and swore I would be as good a dad to my son.

      


      So plan to get some letters, Jack. I’m no Lord Chesterfield but I’ll try.


      And were something to ever happen to me, I’ll never regret on my deathbed that there were so many things I wanted to tell

         you but was going to wait until “later” when we “had more time” and it was “more convenient.”

      


      Dad
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      10/20/91


      Dear Jack,


      As I left you yesterday, you said, “This is supposed to be sad.” Wrong! You’re strong, you’re happy, you have entered a new stage in your life, with new friends, new challenges, new inspirations,

         and that’s great. That’s what’s right for a young man of fifteen. That’s why I encouraged you to go to boarding school.

      


      And that’s why I’m honored to pay your way. You’ve earned your place at Cate and it’s yours. And that makes me happy. Sure, I miss you. And sure, I enjoy your company and wish you were here. And sure, I’d love to spend a week with you or stay as close as Andy’s mother does. But that would defeat the purpose of your being at Cate. So when we say

         “good-bye,” I’m happy… for you, for what you’ve earned, for where you are, for what you’re becoming, and for my feelings

         of pride for my son.

      


      I got a kick out of your answering my question, in the car, before I had gotten three words out of my mouth. Yes, Jack, we

         are close. Two weeks ago, you said, “It seems like I just saw you an hour ago.” (It had been a month.) That’s what happens

         when two people are as close as we are.… And that makes me proud.

      


      Boy, it’s a good thing I left early. The “grapevine” was one big traffic jam from Magic Mountain to Gorman, with people going

         to see “the umbrellas.”

         

            *

         

          After Gorman it got a little better down to the bottom of the hill, but not much. You can’t believe the number of people

         who were there, sitting under umbrellas, taking pictures, wandering around, etc. And what made it worse was all the cars that

         had to stop due to overheating. Anyway, it was a mess… and a friend of mine came in three hours later from LA and she said

         it was much worse.

      


      Bad news… Mark Barsotti broke his leg in Friday night’s game. Fresno was ranked 21 in the nation and Barsotti was up for

         the Heisman Trophy. He will be out for six weeks and a redshirt freshman will take over!! I don’t know how it will affect his nomination for the Heisman, but it can’t help. He broke it on a scramble

         when the team was ahead 28–7. (Dumb!!!!)

      


      I’ll do your wash this week and send it down with your mother when I pick Derek & Stephanie up Friday afternoon.


      I called Andreas & told him that he really ought to get his parents to take him for a visit to Cate but if he couldn’t I

        ’d bring him with me when I come to Cate next time. I hope that’s OK.

      


      I’ve enclosed a little piece for you to read. The honor part doesn’t apply to you, you’re honorable, but the part about

         “everybody does it” might be something to think about. The point being, march to the beat of your own drummer. Do what you know is right, not what everybody else does.

      


      Try to get along with Henry. He is self-centered and spoiled, but consider your source, count your blessings (you have been

         raised with different values), and try to get along with him. Maybe, though he would never admit it, you can teach him a thing

         or two and he will appreciate it.

      


      That’s about it for now. (60 Minutes is about to start.)… Read Wm. Prince’s little book on Curtis Wolsey Cate and tell me what you think. And find out for me

         what Cate’s connection with Thacher School was?? And can you believe Mr. Daniel not recognizing you!!! That blows me away.

         I would have rather hoped he would have looked you up. Oh well.

      


      I’ll post this now. Much love, great son… you’ll make it to a great college, believe me… and never, never lower your sights.

      


      Love


      Dad
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      “IT’S O.K., SON, EVERYBODY DOES IT”


      BY JACK GRIFFIN


       


      When Johnny was six years old, he was with his father when they were caught speeding. His father handed the officer a five-dollar

         bill with his driver’s license. “It’s O.K., Son,” his father said as they drove off. “Everybody does it.”

      


      When he was eight, he was permitted at a family council, presided over by Uncle George, on the surest means to shave points

         off the income tax return. “It’s O.K., Kid,” his uncle said. “Everybody does it.”

      


      When he was nine, his mother took him to his first theater production. The box office man couldn’t find any seats until his

         mother discovered an extra two dollars in her purse. “It’s O.K., Son,” she said. “Everybody does it.”

      


      When he was 12, he broke his glasses on the way to school. His Aunt Francine persuaded the insurance company that they had

         been stolen and they collected $27. “It’s O.K., Kid,” she said. “Everybody does it.”

      


      When he was 15, he made right guard on the high school football team. His coach showed him how to block and at the same time

         grab the opposing end by the shirt so the official couldn’t see it. “It’s O.K., Kid,” the coach said. “Everybody does it.”

      


      When he was i6, he took his first summer job at the big market. His assignment was to put the over-ripe tomatoes in the bottom

         of the boxes and the good ones on top where they would show. “It’s O.K., Kid,” the manager said. “Everybody does it.”

      


      When he was 18, Johnny and a neighbor applied for a college scholarship. Johnny was a marginal student. His neighbor was in

         the upper three percent of his class, but he couldn’t play right guard. Johnny got the assignment. “It’s O.K.,” they told

         him. “Everybody does it.”

      


      When he was 19, he was approached by an upper class-man who offered the test answers for three dollars. “It’s O.K.,” they

         told him. “Everybody does it.”

      


      Johnny was caught and sent home in disgrace. “How could you do this to your mother and me?” his father said. “You never learned

         anything like this at home.” His aunt and uncle also were shocked.

      


      If there’s one thing the adult world can’t stand, it’s a kid who cheats.…


      Reprinted from the Chicago Sun-Times.
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      10/31/91


      Dear Jack,


      I guess I’ve told you many times that I was proud of you. Times you played well and were a good sport on the tennis courts,

         I told you. Times you achieved good grades, I told you.

      


      But Jack, I have never been so proud of you as I was last night when you recounted your telling Henry, “Your values are just

         different than mine.”

      


      First, I was proud that you have values. Not everyone does, Jack. Not everyone really knows what is right and what is wrong. You will meet a lot of people in life

         who take the easy way, shade the truth, or cut the corners, and they really have no sense of what they are doing.

      


      Jack, you have values. You don’t lie. You don’t steal. You don’t look out for yourself first and to hell with everyone else. You don

        ’t cheat. You have always been taught to Do what’s right. And you know what’s right. Not everyone does. Not everyone cares.

      


      Second, I was proud that you stand up for your values. It’s so easy to go along, not make waves, be the same as everyone else, be “one of the guys,” not be different. More people

         get in trouble when they are young by “going along” than for any other reason. More drugs get taken by kids that want to “be

         one of the guys” than for any other reason. Most kids start smoking because their friends are. Most kids get drunk to “go

         along with the crowd.” Allan killed a friend when driving drunk. He told his parents he had to drink because all of his fraternity brothers were drinking and getting drunk. Swell.

      


      The interesting thing is that your friends will respect you more when you do stand up for what you know to be right. They

         may not admit it but they do. That isn’t to say you will always be the most popular. Sometimes the easygoing kid who just goes along is very popular… but respect, no!

      


      So when you stand up for what you know is right, for your values, even with a roommate, I’m proud of you. You know you have

         to finish what you start. You know you have to play fair. You know you have to do your share of the chores. You know you don

        ’t leave a mess for the next guy to clean up. You know to be on time. You know that you don’t get away with stuff just because

         you can. You know you don’t waste things. You know you don’t pick on smaller people. You know to keep your word. You know

         what good manners are. You know that you should respect people in positions of authority (even when they don’t always earn

         that respect).… And Jack, it shows!!!

      


      Maybe Henry will learn a bit from your example and be better for it.


      Anyway, Jack… I’m proud of you.


      Dad


       


       


      Will the Real You
 

      Please Stand Up?


      Submit to


      pressure


      from peers


      and you move


      down to their


      level.


      Speak up


      for your own


      beliefs


      and you invite


      them up to your


      level.


      If you move


      with the crowd,


      you’ll get


      no further than


      the crowd.


      When 40 million


      people believe in


      a dumb idea,


      it’s still a


      dumb idea.


      Simply swimming


      with the tide


      leaves you


      nowhere.


      So if you


      believe in


      something


      that’s good,


      honest and bright—


      stand up for it.


      Maybe your peers


      will get smart


      and drift


      your way.


      ©United Technologies


      Corporation 1983 and reprinted


      from the Wall Street Journal.
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      11/6/91


      Dear Jack,


      Let’s talk about your life… specifically, losing it. Kids your age usually can’t fathom death but it happens. As a matter of fact, young men die more frequently than middle-aged men. Only old men die with greater frequency than teenage

         men. So it’s something to consider if you value your life (which you do) and don’t want to die (which you don’t).

      


      So, what causes young men to die?


      #1 Booze.… Just yesterday, on the news, a fraternity boy died of alcohol poisoning. He drank over 28 ounces of vodka at a

         party and he died in two days with brain damage and kidney failure. Mostly, though, boys end up with a death from drunk driving

         accidents (like Allan’s friend). The problem is that drinking is almost a sport, taking the forbidden fruit, a rite of manhood,

         or “everybody is doing it” to a teenager. And most teenagers don’t know their capacity for booze or how it will really affect

         them.

      


      OK, you will drink, you already have. I did when I was a teenager. So how to do it and not die.


      Rule A.… Know how much beer or booze it takes for you to lose your power of reasoning well. Usually that will be about 3 drinks or 3 or 4 beers.… At that point your judgment is shot. And it’s when your judgment

         is shot that you think you can drive or go in a car with a drunk.

      


      Rule B.… Never drink to just get drunk. That’s just inviting disaster. It’s no fun to be drunk, and it’s no fun to wake up the next day feeling horrible. Kids

         that like to get drunk have a problem and need help.

      


      Rule C.… When you find yourself in a situation (like a party) where you are under pressure to drink with everyone else… count what you drink and stay in control of yourself.

      


      Social drinking (i.e., one or two drinks at a party or a couple of beers or wine with dinner) is OK. Out-of-control drinking

         is a recipe for suicide. Date rape situations, getting a girl pregnant, and 95% of auto fatalities happen when kids have had

         too much to drink…. So be careful, stay in control of yourself, and you’ll stay alive.

      


      #2 Accidents.… Kids just don’t seem to understand the realities of danger.

      


      Motorcycles are sure death… it’s only a question of how long it will be before you hit the ground… and the ground is a

         lot harder than your head. The horror is to be permanently disfigured or become a lifelong cripple.… That’s almost worse

         than being dead. It’s just plain not worth the fun of riding a bike.

      


      Stupid, risk-prone sports like rock climbing, hang gliding, etc., cause a lot of accidents. You just have to be careful and

         not engage in high-risk activities… the risk just isn’t worth it… the downside just isn’t worth the fun.

      


      #3 Fights with strangers…. If some idiot flips you the bird or cuts you off when driving… ignore it. You don’t have to be macho and come on tough. The idiot may have a knife or a gun. He may not have much to lose, but you do.

      


      OK, sport, there it is. Play by the rules and you will significantly increase your chance of living through your teenage years

         and having a long and prosperous life. I don’t want to cut you out of any fun, I just want you to have a full life to have

         fun.

      


      You have always had a lot of common sense. Use it in the years to come. In this game of life one mistake can be fatal.

      


               I love you very much, Jack


      Dad


      [image: art]


       


      11/13/91


      Dear Jack,


      Let’s talk about grades:


      You settled down to business at Carden and got straight A’s, that got you into Computech. There was competition at Carden

         but 5th & 6th grade work wasn’t above your ability (for sure!).

      


      Then you went to Computech and settled down to business. The competition wasn’t tough! The grading standards weren’t the highest at Computech. In two years there you got just 2 B’s. And that got you into Cate.

      


      Now you’re at Cate and it’s a whole new world!! The courses are tough. The competition is tough. (No loafers at Cate!) And the grading standard is high. So, you got your first C and the rest A’s and B’s.… YOU CAN DO BETTER!!!

      


      I think part of the problem is that you have been having too good a time at Cate and, in your own words, you have not been doing your best.

      


      Part of the problem is also one of adjustment. You are just now beginning to really get adjusted to the challenges, competition, and standards of a first-rate high school. And this is why kids that make it through a good one also make it to good colleges and then

         make it successfully through their lives!!

      


      So what should you do now:


      First of all, realize that you’re a kid & having fun is part of being a kid. But your future is on the line and you’re at

         Cate for an education. And one (just one) measurement of your education is your grades. So you have to get your priorities straight and do your best on the things that really count. And one of the most important is grades.

      


      Second, don’t be discouraged. You can do better and you will. What you are now experiencing is part of growing up. The winners prevail, the losers get discouraged and fall by the wayside. And you’re a winner.

      


      Third, and most important, identify what you need to do and establish a plan to do it. That means meeting with your teachers

         and anyone else that is competent to advise you. Talk about the situation and determine how and specifically what you are falling short in. Then set up a plan to do better. Maybe that means better study habits. Maybe that means taking better notes in class. Maybe that means listening better in

         class and showing off less. Then set your goals realistically. Try to raise a grade point each quarter (if that’s how you want to do it). So you’ll be where you ought to be and where

         you want to be, by a certain date.

      


      Jack, I love you and I believe in you. I know that some part of your performance you do for me and/or because of some pressure

         I may or may not put on you. But in this game and from now on you have to do it for you. (And for a wife and children that will benefit from your education.) (And for all the payoffs you will enjoy as you go through

         your life.)

      


      Your efforts at Carden and Computech got you where you are. Aren’t you glad you got it together then? Your place at Cate

         now was earned then, night by night of homework and day by day of your effort. You will look back in four years, from a top college, and know your de-termination in 1991 is what got you there!!

      


      Good Luck, old boy. I believe in you.


      Love


      Dad


      Remember how you felt the day you got the Cate and Thacher letters? That’s what it’s about!!!
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      1/4/92


      Dear Jack,


      Let’s talk about time.… You’re fifteen and at your age “time” is a very intangible substance. A teenager’s perception of

         “time” is either “right now” or “in a long time.” When you want something you always have to have it “right now.” Any delay is awful!

      


      When you were five, a year was a third of your conscious life, an eternity almost. A year to me is 2% of my life. Time seems

         to go so slowly at your age. At my age the months race by.

      


      At some times in your life, all the experiences are new and the time flies by. At other times of repetitious activities, time

         drags.

      


      And time is often a function of point of view. The story is of the older man in the office who says triumphantly to the younger

         man, “Take it from me, I have 20 years of experience.” The younger man says, “No, you have one year of experience twenty times

         over.”

      


      Let’s try to get a perspective of time. Jack, time has a linear dimension and a qualitative dimension.

      


      The “linear” dimension of “time” means that one unit of it comes after the unit before and before the next unit. Thus, the time line:
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      The qualitative dimension of “time” is a matter of perception: If you are having a good time and/or are very busy, then time passes very

         quickly, in your perception. If you’re bored and/or are having a “bad” time, then your perception is that time is passing

         very slowly. Thus, the guy in jail feels that the weeks just drag by and the per-son who hates his job watches the clock all

         day long and feels that the day will never end.

      


      It’s hard to believe that your first year at Cate is half over. It seems that it was just yesterday that we drove away from

         Waldby Street and you entered Cate. You sure have packed a lot of growing and learning and maturing into the last four months!!

         Time has passed so quickly. That little guy that showed up at his dad’s door so few years ago has come so far.

      


      So, roughly five months to go this school year: January and February, then most of March on vacation at home, then April and

         May, then home in early June.

      


      There are some other aspects of “time” that are important: Wasted time. High-intensity time. Relaxation time. Irreplaceable

         time. You were a little boy only once and I’m glad I spent so much time, irreplaceable time, with you (i.e., the zoo, the

         rodeo, Anniston, etc.). I’m sad that Steph and Derek are growing up and I’m missing so much of their irreplaceable time.

      


      Remember some of the high-intensity time you have spent (like taking your SAT)?


      So here’s the drill: eight weeks until spring break:
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      Exam week at Cate… New Hampshire Primary Election


      2½ weeks till Steph turns eight


      5½ weeks till Derek turns twelve


      3 weeks until I see you (after exams)


      2 weeks to exams


      OK, old boy. Think about time and its dimensions and perspectives. Make the very most you can of this next eight weeks. Do them one week at a time, each week one day at a time.

      


      1. Please read over your grades and the teachers’ comments.… Take them to heart and keep them on your mind these next eight weeks.


      2. Please read my letter about grades. There are some important thoughts there, if I do say so myself.


           Jack, I love you and I’m with you all the way!!


      Dad


       


      1/5/92


      Dear Jack,


      Just a quick note to add to my letter of last night and get it in the mail.


      Frazzle has lost it! She is on your bed crying and crying. Boy does she miss you.… So do I!!


      I washed your shirt and it’s in your room. I’ll deposit the $50 to your account when the bank opens this morning.


      I plan to see you January 25th (we can go out for dinner and take a friend if you like).


      I’ll be going to the book fair in LA and having Valentine’s Day with Jan on February 14th and 15th.… If you would like to

         join us or if you would like me to stop by on the way home, I will… or I could bring Steph and Derek down to see you (we

         could go to Jan’s in LA and do something special) on February 22nd and 23rd.

      


      I’ll pick you up March 4th and you will have almost three weeks at home. Let me know what you would like to do on your vacation.

         Would you like to take a trip, plan some skiing, whatever? You will have 3 days of drivers ed. and training. Then I’m never going to drive again.

      


      Let me know your thoughts on the above.… I love you.


      Dad


      P.S. Thanks for the hat… I love it!


       


      1/27/92


      Dear Jack,


      Enclosed are a couple of news clips. Some serious, some not…. Thought you might want to see them.


      I’m glad your exams are over and I’ll bet you are, too…. Too bad you were sick, that probably took your “edge” down, but

         that’s life in the fast lane.

      


      I’m still up in the air about your Easter vacation schedule. Would you write me about your desires?


       


      

         

            	1st:

            	Wed., Mar. 4th… do you want me to pick you up (and Mark) or do you want to come home with Mark?

         


         

            	2nd:

            	What days do you want to do drivers training?

         


         

            	3rd:

            	You ought to spend a couple days with your mother, when? The kids will be there the 14th & 15th so maybe that would be a good

               time.

            

         


         

            	4th:

            	What would you like to do, see, accomplish during your 2½ weeks at home? Any ideas?

         


      


      This Saturday I’ll bring the kids down to Thacher and we’ll watch your game. That will be something since you could have

         been playing for Thacher. Then we’ll have dinner with you, spend the night at the Miramar, and do whatever you want Sunday

         morning. We’ll have to leave about 1:00 Sunday.

      


      Love you, Son


      Dad


       


      2/13/92


      Dear Jack,


      Terry Eagle [Jack’s counselor—ed.] may be pleased with your report card. I’m not!


      After your last report we set some realistic goals together for what we could expect for the next period:

      


      

         

            	subject

            	1st quarter you got

            	you said you
 would try for

            	2nd quarter you 
actually got
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