
Looking back at my life, it’s hard to say what exactly what I’d want to be remembered for.  I’ve learned that people will think what they think and I’m not in control of that.  I know, too, that soon enough I’ll be forgotten entirely.  Still there were issues and values that were central to my life.  They may not always have been followed.  In fact, those things that have been important to me have been the most those I’ve most struggled with.  Healthy self-expression jumps to mind.


Throughout my minor years, I was expressive, but in a twisted, unwholesome way.  I was more of a bottled-up angry explosive.  Though voted ‘Friendliest’ in my class, I secretly hated everyone around me and had to be coerced into attending dances or graduations.  My muscles remained tied in painful knots; I walked around like a determined Frankenstein.  My hair (yes, my hair) permanently hung over my eyes blocking out the world.  Still, I didn’t even have the ability to join the Punk movement to express to everyone how miserable I truly was.


One of my first memorable outlets of healthy self-expression occurred in high school.  I had two memorable Social Science teachers.  One was a card-carrying Communist who celebrated Workers Day and informed us that Tracy Chapman’s ‘Talking ‘bout a Revolution’ meant that war was near.  The other teacher walked us through our U.S. History book explaining why it was racist, sexist and factually incorrect garbage.  Both men left me with an attitude of questioning assumptions and speaking your mind.  Ironically and appropriately, I turned against my teachers advocating fascist principles.  I even started a debate club barking like Rush Limbaugh or Keith Olberman.  It felt so good to get things off my chest.


After abandoning an argumentative legal career, I found myself fascinated with this new mode.  I didn’t want to fight other people’s battles, I wanted to say things myself.  I began writing creatively.  I wrote plays expressing my ideas and found ways to produce them.  Though I hated the production process, I loved watching the words I wanted to say performed in front of audiences.  They were plays that were different and exactly what I’d wanted to see.  After that, I tried my hand at writing manuscripts.  When I finally found an agent, she insisted I entirely change the book I’d written to make it more commercial.  While I understood her concerns entirely I found I couldn’t do it.  I realized that I’d done it for myself and I liked it that way.  After that I was ready to move on.

Nowadays, I’m still about self-expression even if it’s not myself.  Even my teaching reflects it.  I’m big on Independent Reading where students choose books they’re passionate about.  I’ve set up a Senior Project so students can pursue goals and express themselves about topics important to them.  Even this assignment allows a healthy self-expression.  


When thinking about a poem, I thought of a poem I tried to foist on a student yesterday.  In it, the author, Dylan Thomas, ‘rages against the dying of the light’.  Though his expression doesn’t change things, doesn’t alter the dying of the light, it’s important.  It’s important to be you in a healthy way.

DO NOT GO GENTLE INTO THAT GOOD NIGHT

Do not go gentle into that good night, 
Old age should burn and rave at close of day; 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

Though wise men at their end know dark is right, 
Because their words had forked no lightning they 
Do not go gentle into that good night. 

Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright 
Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay, 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight, 
And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way, 
Do not go gentle into that good night. 

Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight 
Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay, 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 

And you, my father, there on the sad height, 
Curse, bless me now with your fierce tears, I pray. 
Do not go gentle into that good night. 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 
