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	The OED defines a catharsis as: the release of pent-up emotions.  

My initial thoughts on this blog began as a diatribe against those things in my life which make me more Victor than his benign daemon not inasmuch as those seeking knowledge, but rather those who make the world more difficult to take joy in:  i.e.  cynics of all types, the cold objectivists, tailgaters, the narcissists, school administrative bureaucrats, joggers who flaunt their devotion on cold mornings, the self-absorbed, the false, commercial advertisers, the materialistic, the arrogant, those full to brim with hubris, the pseudo-intelligent, and generally speaking those who leave me feeling inadequate, lifeless and miserable.  

But then as it was a dreary night in January, I beheld the accomplishment of my toils…And that was a life, influenced too heavily by such people, in which I had created an inordinately safe, organized and structured life that has left very little room for life itself.  A rather depressing realization.  Really a sad state of affairs.  And I grow rather weary of letting other people take advantage of me and drain my joy.  Perhaps, I should reopen my eyes.  
At work yesterday, I was organizing my classroom and I came across a project I toiled on during my second year teaching in 2002.  The ILT project, tedious and overwhelming for a second-year teacher, nearly pushed me out of the profession; and the State of North Carolina promptly discontinued the project the very next year.  It made me want to tell the administrators at the state to “jog on,” but I did not.  Nonetheless, I watched part of the video I had created of my teaching.  I was struck by how rigid and structured my classroom and my demeanor seemed to be.  I was trying to be the perfect teacher and cover all of the bases but it seemed that I was having no fun at all and the kids absorbed that and though they worked very hard during the class, they seemed to take no joy in it.  I recall a teacher I had my junior year in high school, Mr. Campbell, who had a large poster above his chalkboard that read, “what we learn with joy we will never forget.”  I recall fondly many aspects of his class—the discussions, the projects, the reading…but I never saw it as work at the time.  In school, I always did my dead-level best to make the grade, and I did; and it took until college to learn for the sake of learning and not just for the grade.  In my marriage, I strove to do my dead-level best to balance work and home-life, but despite my best efforts, it never seemed enough.  It always seemed I had been found wanting.  I very rarely went out onto the ledge without a reason or a list.  And it occurs to me now that if tomorrow was my last day on this planet, I will regret not enjoying life more and structuring it much less—sucking the marrow out without choking on the bone.  I realize that this is a part of personality and there is nothing I can do about my OCD to a degree, but there must be a temperance—a balance of sorts.  Part of me wants to say, bollocks to the rules and the other says, through obligation and guilt, do the safe thing—the right thing.  
Have you ever driven the same way to school or work every day for a long time and then one day, you decide to “take the road less traveled”?  There is a feeling that you get when you return to your home or the destination that makes you look differently at that place. Even the nuances of colors and paintings on the wall that I had walked past hundreds of times seemed different—or at least I finally “saw” them for the first time.   Even a slight variation of the norm seems to change my life dramatically—at least for a short time.  Have I really lived in a safe bubble for such a long time?  Is it worth it?  I am tired of the safe life.  I want to notice the colors and recapture the joy.  I want God to continually open my eyes and give me the strength and guidance to seize the opportunities.  
Recently I have been blessed by God by two people in my life.  One is my girlfriend—she balances me and challenges me to self-actualize my feelings and confront problems with direct honesty and painful humility.  But it is good for me in the same way I take different “roads” home.  I look more honestly at things that matter.  I am convinced that she has brought out the best in me and I am a better human being for having known her.  She helps me to look at life—its peaks and valleys with greater empathy for others.  She has, above all things, solidified the reason I believe we are here on this planet—to care for other human beings.  And I love her as I have no other.  In like manner, the other person is a compassionate young man.  He is a teacher who has just recently found his calling to said profession.  He has taken a position at the school where I have been working for the past two and a half years.  He is bright, engaging, humorous, and as we were organizing his new classroom today, I was impressed with his zest and his new ways of thinking about things.  I suppose I have been “driving” the same route in my teaching for so long that mentoring this earnest young man will be a benefit to the both of us.  I am looking for new perspective in my teaching along with new teaching methods and I think he will afford me the opportunity to take a look at teaching with fresh eyes—as if opening for the first time.  I am blessed by both and even though they can both push me to the brink, it is that precipice that I need to crane over a bit more often than I do now.  They both make me want to candidly say, “jog on” to the monotonous solitary existence in which my routines and negative influential factors have found me.  These two, along with God’s presence in my life, push me on and I am grateful.  Moreover, even though at the time I may not like it, I am grateful for all of the people and circumstances that God has placed in my life to push me to become the man that I am today.  I am leaving Denmark, for it’s a prison.  And I will continue to live, to love, to teach, and to seek the man God intends for me to be.  
Living a life less ordinary, 

Jon


