Influences  
by John Pollard
Growing up, I was a member of the Alexandria Boys Club. It was intended to keep boys off the street and it did just that. They had a wonderful staff of caring men, although they had to tolerate some pretty ornery kids. Two names I remember were Eddie Lasso and Ronnie Matalavage. Ronnie was an outstanding basketball player at George Washington University and had a role in the development of Skeeter Swift (more on him later). The Boys Club had intramural sports such as baseball, football and basketball, each team sponsored by a local business. Since my mother was a single mom, I had to look after younger brothers while she worked. She arranged to be off on Wednesdays so I could participate in basketball. Dave Murray was player/coach and since he was arguably the best player, the game plan was to get the ball to him. Danny Lineberger and Al Baker were team members. Al's father owned Al Baker Real Estate and was our sponsor. If I remember, the dues were $1 per year but I never heard of anyone being denied admission for not paying their dues.

The Alexandria Boys Club is where I met Harley "Skeeter" Swift.  Although Skeeter was five years younger, I watched him develop into a college All-American as well as a player in the ABA and later the NBA.  Skeeter spent most of his spare time at the Boys Club practicing basketball. Skeeter has never forgotten his roots and is proud to be an Alexandrian and from GWHS. He was not a natural athlete and had a problem with his weight, but he had a great work ethic and was a perfectionist.  Skeeter is very proud of what he has accomplished and does "toot his own horn," but as Dizzy Dean once said, "if you can do it, it ain't braggin'".  I have recently reconnected with Skeeter and discovered he unfortunately has several health issues.

I had a tough time in high school because of my family situation, but I had some good influences while at GW. One of my favorite teachers was Mr. Charles Whitfield Drury, whom I had for vocational print shop. He didn't tolerate any foolishness and was much respected. He had a stare that let you know that he meant business. I never saw anyone back talk him. He rarely smiled but was a very fair man. I sometimes would stop by and see him after graduation. The kindest teacher was Mr. Peter Babich. I don't think anyone ever failed in his class. Sometimes he would confront me with this dialog: (Mr. Babich), "Did John do his homework?” (Me), "No I didn't." (Mr. Babich), "Does John have an excuse?” (Me), "Yes." (Mr. Babich), "As long as John has an excuse, that's OK." The neatest teacher was Mr. Steve Osisek. He was very athletic and would sometimes play basketball with us. There was another coach who Mr. Osisek would try to outdo. They might have been good friends but there was a rivalry between them. There was a rumor that Mr. Osisek was a star football player at the University of Virginia and injured his arm while falling on a yard marker, which were made of wood in those days. He looked very young; my sister (4 years older) was at GW. She called him Mr. Oh-so-sexy. And finally, I think every male student remembers Mr. Gus Garner and his "See me now" notes, which usually lead to D-hall. I got many of those.
