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In 1970, the word ‘graduation’ meant to me the end, the end of all the fun and excitement 

I was just beginning to have as a student. Fun? Excitement? Yes, that is exactly what I was 

beginning to have. With most of my more difficult courses satisfactorily accomplished, my 

curriculum ahead as a senior was filled with the less difficult courses. Because of my lighter 

schedule, I was able to become more acquainted with my classmates, but most important of all, 

my teachers. When I first began my high school career, I was, as most freshmen, scared to death! 

Since I spent my first year at East Christian it was even more difficult. Kids from such a small 

school as Adams Street were not as well accepted as kids from the larger, more well-known 

Christian schools. To add to the difficulty was the size of our classes. I firmly believe that the 

difference in size of high school classrooms has a great deal of impact on a student. In a smaller 

class with approximately 12-20 students, the teacher is able to spend more time with, and apply 

special attention to the slower learning student. On the other hand, the slow student in a class of 

40-50 has hardly a chance of having his problems recognized, much less discussed on a one to 

one basis. The teacher is simply too busy. 

After transferring to Covenant Christian and spending two years there I became more 

acquainted with my teachers. I was able to establish a sincere appreciation and respect for each 

one as my school days drew to a close. I finally began to realize that teachers, as inhuman as they 

may seem sometimes, have genuine feelings too. You may think it’s easy for a teacher to 

discipline a student. Put yourself in your teachers' place, or better yet, ask your Church History 

teacher how it makes her feel to tell one of her students that his excuse wasn’t valid and his 

grade will have to be lowered because his report wasn’t in on time. How about that strict 

government teacher who absolutely will not tolerate note writing during class or that constant 

chattering from one corner of the room throughout one of his more boring lectures. How do you 

think he feels to discipline a student in front of his peers, especially when he discovers that the 

particular student was not even involved in the incident? And if you still have enough nerve, 

approach that cold, untouchable principal who seems to spend his whole day just looking for 

trouble makers, pushing students against the wall, and asking them to scrub the floor with a 

toothbrush. Ask him if he doesn’t feel a bit fatigued when he finally reaches his easy chair at 

home. And ask him how it makes him feel to expel a student for bad behavior, short skirts, or 

long hair. I’m sure, if your question is sincere, his answer will be also. This may sound very 

remote to some of you. However, if you simply take a little time to place yourself in your 

teachers’ shoes. I’m sure you will begin to understand my line of reasoning, and you will also 

realize that teachers have feelings too. 

Graduation was an experience I will never forget. And why on earth they referred to it as 

‘commencement exercises’ was beyond me. It wasn’t the beginning by any means, as far as I 

was concerned it was the absolute end. But little did I know at the time, it actually was the 

beginning; the beginning of a whole new life. Leaving behind many friends, sincere God-fearing 

teachers and small classrooms, I embarked upon a whole new life, a life of strange new faces, 

critical self-centered instructors, and classrooms of up to thirty students or more at G.R.J.C. 

Naturally I was filled with a mixture of fear and excitement not knowing what was in store for 

me, and not knowing what I really wanted to do in life. I was, as most seniors are, very hesitant 

to make any big decisions, always asking questions like “would I do a better job majoring in 



Math, or how about Phys. Ed? ‘Is there a great demand for Phys. Ed. teachers in our Christian 

schools today?” Question after baffling question arose in my mind. Decisions, decisions. 

Little did I realize at the time, however, the decision was not mine at all. My whole life: 

grade school, high school and college, was planned before my days even began. My plans and 

decisions, no matter how definite, were futile without the almighty hand of God. That is quite a 

comfort. 

Looking back on my high school career, I can be very thankful to God for allowing me to 

be one of the very fortunate people to have had a Christian education in a truly God-centered 

school, with sincere God-fearing teachers. 
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