Then and Now

By John Monroe

     In a way, we grew up sheltered and secure in a world that asked only that we go to school, try to do our best to prepare ourselves for the 'future', pay respect to each other and to our elders, and stay out of trouble.  We were free to participate in group sports (after or around our normal chores), to join clubs and cliques, travel about on trusty bikes and later in cars/trucks to discover the world of Alexandria and beyond.  Life was good and we flourished.  For many, we spent a full seven years in the same elementary school learning and making lasting friendships and preparing for the next step.  For me, that was Jefferson Junior High School.

     The eighth grade was, how shall I say this, TRAUMATIC.  I’m not sure if it could be blamed on hormones running wild or the explosion of new faces coming from all the other elementary schools in Alexandria or just the fear of being shaken down for lunch money by the school bully.  In any event I was delighted to graduate to High School and move on to bigger things after one year.

     George Washington High School provided some of the best years of my life.  I was lucky to have two sisters, one a year ahead and another a year behind.  It seemed to me that the school was the perfect size to get to know the entire student body and all of the teachers.  Even if I didn’t know every last name, I always felt that I knew their faces and that it was OK to walk up and start talking.  What a great place to go every day.  The day I entered GW for the first time my older sister (Sally) gave me this advice – “John, get into every club and organization you can find.”  That was the best advice I ever received.   

     From the various activities I was privileged to be a part of I made new friends and discovered that the world was made up of a great variety of people from very different backgrounds.  Each person had something to contribute and each gave perspectives I had never before considered.  In addition to the school academics, the insights I got from other class members taught me that there was almost never a single ‘right’ way to look at the world.  Back then, I think we were much more accepting of each other’s insights and wisdom.
     Over the years since ’61 there have been many changes in this ole world but I think the foundation we each received in both knowledge and the art of personal relationships has served us well.  It will be fascinating to discover what the final quarter of this game of life will bring.  Getting together after 50 big ones will be a chance to compare stories, gain new insights, and have a good laugh at ourselves for the successes and failures we have delighted in having since we last saw each other.
I’m looking forward to November,

