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Our lives 
By] MEG GORGONE PINTER 

It's a beautiful fall day, sun 
shining, leaves on the ground and 
a call for flurries - the smell of hot 
cider fills the air. It's a Saturday 
morning and we all know the 
ritual, we're looking forward to it. 
And then...the screaming begins 
“You're going to miss the bus” and 
the ranting and raving starts, 
“Where are my keys...my jacket, I 
can't find my pompoms.” 

My dad sits in the middle of all 
this, with a quiet calmness, eating 
lunch, seeming as though there is 
not a eare in the world except for 
his" ham sandwich. Out breaks 
thé decorations - my mom never 

forgets. We all race to the cars and 
start with the black and gold, then 
the blue and white. Just as we 
stand back to admire our cre- 
ation, my dad steps onto the front 
porch, the precious play cards in 
hand and bellows “I am NOT driv- 
ing to the school with blue and 
white balloons on my car.’ 
We. are not surprised, we've 

heard it all before - most of our 
lives in fact. My mom gives her 
usual response, “Oh Rich, it's just 
fun and games,” and my dad turns 
and looks at all of us. His face is 

not full of the playfulness and 
antics we usually see and we know 
what is going through his head, 
we know what he is thinking - “It's 
not a game!” And we all know that 
it isn't just a game, it's his life - 
matter of fact, it's all of our lives. 
It's part of being who we are. 

At the game, I make my way 
into the stands with my mom and 
her entourage, a group of friends 
and piles of blankets. We con- 
sciqusly place ourselves in front 
of the cheerleaders. I sit on the 
‘end, careful not to break up the 
order in which everyone sits, for 
once. the game gets rolling I dare 
not sit too closely to any of them. 
Anyone who knows this group 
and has had the pleasure of sit- 
ting next to my mother at a game 
understands that this small re- 
served lady has a passion for foot- 
ball. She carries a lot of steam and 
is proud that she never misses a 
game. Football is her life too. She 
pulls out the roster to make sure 
that .,she knows who has done 
what - she cheers loudly for the 
boys‘ she loved teaching in 8th 
grade, the ones who give an extra 
effort, and for the kids whose par- 
ents she knows. She gets excited 
for them and you know that she 
cares for them all - she shares the 
same love and respect that they 
have for my dad. 
*."As my mom scopes the Dallas 
team for my sister's boyfriend, I 
too look across the field from end 
to end, seeing all the players in my 
family’s life, not just football but 
friends from both sides - Roberts, 
Oliver, Galicki, Jackson... Tears 
well up as I blame the stinging 
wind, 1 hope that things never 
change. I pan down to the field 
and see my brother, Sam next to 

‘my husband who is decked out in 
alake Lehman jacket - funny how 

natural he seems in black and 
gold. I observe their hand motions 
and know that they are telling old 
high school football stories - ironi- 
cally my husband's team was also 
the Knights. 

My sister Sara is also down 
there wearing her lucky sweater - 
back from college she misses the 
sidelines too. She quickly falls 
into familiar footsteps and helps 
the trainer where needed. Sara, 
after all, had been my dad's stu- 
dent trainer for many years. She 
also had learned the passion for 
football. I watch my dad with his 
hands in his pockets pace the 
field relating to how he feels - that 
the time of preparation has ended 
and performance begins. You see 
I may not know what the referee 
has just signaled or why they gave 
a 15-yard penalty, but I under- 
stand the spirit of the game and 
the life that comes from competi- 
tion. It has been embedded into 
all of us. 

I begin the flashback of my life 
on Saturdays. | had danced on the 
Black Knights sideline to “They 
call him Mr. Touchdown” as a 
mascot, and sang the DHS alma 
mater at the end of games. I at- 
tended bonfires where Dallas 
dummies were thrown into the 
fire and attended ones where Le- 
hman dummies were the torch. 
As kids we learned to answer 
phone calls from reporters, ignore 

unwarranted comments from dis- 
gruntled fans and to know that 
dad was scouting because pan- 
cakes were for dinner. We had 
been taught that the play book 
was sacred ground, the proper 
techniques ofa water boy/girl and 
how to crawl under the projector 
to cross the dining room before 
VCRs were invented. But we were 

also taught the most important 
part of football, good sportsman- 
ship and to love the spirit of the 
game - win or lose. 

It's now the third quarter and 
as I venture to the Dallas side, I 
have this good familiar feeling. I 
look for the balloons we tied to the 
fence in front of my sister Toni's 
spot on the track. I spot my old 
coach who now is Toni’'s and sit 
next to her to watch my sister 
cheer her heart out for the blue 
and white. “Give me aD" she yells, 
and for the first time I don't know 
what to do. As the quarter winds 
down I go down to kiss her 
goodbye, for it’s time to head back. 
I see my brother standing there 
admiring her cheerleading feats. 
He looks at me and says, “OK, 
that's enough, I can't stay over 

here any longer.” I wonder when 
was the last time he stood on his 
rival's side. Was it before junior 
high when he was a Dallas stu- 
dent, or did he cross over during 
his own Lake-Lehman football 
career to say hello to his friends? 

My thoughts are broken by Jack 
Jones, former Mountaineer coach 

and long time neighbor. He asks 
me if | miss being on the track and 
then more so wants to know why 
Iam heading towards the Lehman 

side. I reply, “Yes it's hard to be- 
lieve, but I cheer for them now.” 
As my old homeroom teacher looks 
at me in shock, I quickly add that 
the words, Go Lehman, will never 
be heard coming out of my mouth. 
The flashbacks continue...to my 
senior year when I felt bad for my 
father when Dallas took back the 
shoe. He had lost the bet made 
with some of my Dallas football 
player friends and we had to have 
a blue light on our front porch for 
the remainder of that year. I recall 
Sam's senior year when as quar- 
terback he helped carry Lehman 
to victory and dressed in uniform 
in a coffin for the Dallas pep rally. 
I remember back a year from now 
to Sara's senior year when she 

hugged her friends on the field 
after a win and made the annual 
walk to the 50 yard line to collect 
her victory soda from a Dallas 
coach. I silently make a wish that 
Dallas wins next year to make the 
cycle complete for Toni. For the 
people who live in this area know 
what I mean. The Dallas/Lehman 

rivalry is part of all our lives. We 
intermix and intermingle with both 
sides. This game represents life in 
the Back Mountain, and if you try 
to explain it to people who have 
never lived here, they don't un- 
derstand. They ask, “An old shoe, 
that's what you play for?” For we 
are addicted to the passion and 
the excitement of the game and to 
the competition - and although at 
times it doesn't seem like it, it 
really is fun and games. 

We wait for my dad coming off 
the field. My mom runs up to him 
and gives him a kiss. A smile runs 
across his face. The gauntlet forms 
for the players and parents clap 

and cheer for their children. Re- 
porters run after the stars and 
coaches of the winning team. The 
losing team cries as they walk by 
- they lost the old shoe. It's a 
wonder if the first people who 
bronzed that shoe almost 50 years 
ago could have ever imagined how 
important it could still be. We line 
up for our annual photo shoot. 
This year it's Toni's turn to hold 
the shoe. She hesitates before 
standing on the Lehman steps in 
her Dallas uniform. My dad pulls 
her close and says “This is what 
it's all about.” We hug and shake 
hands with fellow coaches and ° 

good-hearted parents and fans yell 
“Good game Coach.” 

It's over, the game is over. The 
buses pull out and the crowd dis- 
perses. We leave my dad to finish 
business and solemnly all walk to 
our car, not because “we” lost this 
year, but because the season is 
over. Across the parking lot, we 
hear shouts and turn to see what 
the commotion is about. A group 
of my mom's junior high students 
are cheering, “Mrs. Gorgone, give 
us an A!” As we break into laugh- 
ter, know that our lives will never 
really change. 

@1996, Meg Gorgone Pitner 

permission granted to reprint 
in its entirety by The Dallas Post 
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Wycallis could serve district by resigning 
Editor: 

Gerald Wycallis you are remark- 
able. I am amazed it took you 
three maybe four days to decide 
on closing the Dallas High School. 
What were you waiting for, the 
students to become violently ill. 
There are no reasons or excuses. 

It's obvious you showed no regard 
for the health and safety of our 
children or your faculty and their 
families for that matter. I as a 
parent of children in the Dallas 

School District, am appalled at 
your lack of concern and disre- 
gard you have shown the children 

that you Gerald Wycallis are re- 
sponsible for. The only good that 
can come of this, is the parents of 

the Dallas School District to de- 
mand your resignation and re- 
ceive it. 

Donna Sutton 

Shavertown 

  

One-man Pinocchio at Wyoming Seminary 
Who's that singing Italian op- 

era? It's the Lewisburg actor Joel 
Gori in his One-Man Theatre ver- 
sion of the classic tale of Pinocchio, 
to 'be presented Nov. 15 at 6:30 
p.m, in Wyoming Seminary's 
Buckingham Performing Arts Cen- 
ter, Sprague Avenue, Kingston. 

Pinocchio and his devoted fa- 
ther, Gepetto, | will. make 
theatergoers ofall ages laugh, weep 
and remember again that no one 
gets something for nothing. 
"Gori, the artistic director of the 

Metamorphosis Performing Com- 
pany, is a movement theatre artist 

who travels to theatres, colleges, 
and’ universities, museums, and 
festivals with his One-Man The- 
atre. He has taught theatre at 
Buicknell University, the Pennsyl- 
Vania State University and Encore 
Music Camp at Wilkes University, 
and is an artist with the Pennsyl- 
vania Council on the Arts. He was 
featured on the national public 
television series The Secret City. A 
native of Scranton, Gori also cre- 

ates programs for symphony or- 
chestras, corporations and non- 
profit organizations. 

His appearance at Wyoming 

  
JOEL GORI 

Seminary is sponsored by the. 
Lower School Parents Association. 
Tickets are $15 and can be pur- 

chased at the door the evening of 
the performance, or by calling 
Wyoming Seminary at 283-6090. 

  

   
PHARMACY 

  

  

dy Service 
. Russell Stover 
Candies 

+ Greeting Cards 
_« PA Lottery Ticket 
Newspapers 
Magazines 

159 N. Memorial Hwy, 
Shavertown, PA 

675-1191 

   

  

   

    

  

          

  

BAZAAR FUN 
Amy Puffenberger's face 

became a work of art under 

the careful hand of Anna 

Bruns at last week's Gate of 

Heaven School bazaar. At 

right, Elizabeth Barry, Merissa 

Konnick and Amanda 

Humananskytook turns picking 
ducks for prizes. 

POST PHOTOS/CHARLOTTE BARTIZEK 
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See 
The Parade 
of Trees at 
Grotto Pizza 
Harveys Lake 

Starting Nov. 19 
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Make Your Holiday Party 
Reservations Now! 

* Cozy Fireplace and Lakeview Dining 
The Perfect Holiday Setting 

Parties of 20 to 120 

» Call 639- 1 264 Today! 
p. 
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Don't forget to bring a friend! 
Not Good With any other Offers. 
Offer expires 12/31/96 
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FEEL OVER- 
WEIGHT? 
FEEL OUT OF 
SHAPE? 
THAT'S O.K.! 
AT ERNIE'S WE'RE NOT 
ABOUT LEOTARDS & 
MUSCLES. 

[rm se se ee ey 

' 1 WEEK FREE! 
Visit our facility and receive a Gift 
Certificate for a Week of Fitness. 
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Exercise in a comfortable 
atmosphere where you're accepted 
regardless of your physical condition 
and feel great about yourself!     Route 309, Dallas 

(next to Treat Ice Cream) 

674-2420   
      
  

  
  

          
    

  

  

    
      

Variety is the spice of 

I< LIGHTING 

_SMKICHLER 
Inspiring and creative lighting solutions 

for every room in your home. 

We invite you to visit C.B. SCOTT'S 

"SHOWROOMS OF QUALITY". 

Our showroom attendants will gladly 
assist you with selection, planning, and decor. 

Consultation is free. 

  

    

  

  

      

   

 


