
Lindamarie Olson – Farewell Speech
Home


People get ready, get ready, ‘cause here it comes it’s a light, a beautiful light, over the horizon in to our eyes. You’ve come a long way to belong here, to share this view of the night, a glorious night, over the horizon is another bright sky.  These lyrics come from Jason Mraz’s song “93 Million Miles from the Sun,” and are fitting for tonight’s celebration.  Four years of late nights studying, projects, benchmark tests and papers have brought us here.  To a place I can call home, a place where my story begins; a room filled with the people we love, the people who have taught us not only academics, but life lessons, the people who have disciplined us and the people who have cared enough to prepare us to eventually leave home.

I want you all to close your eyes and imagine looking through a telescope at your home.  Maybe you see pencil lines on your door jam marking your height through the years, maybe you smell that unique smell that hits you as soon as you walk in the door after being away for awhile, maybe you hear the tempo of the voices of the people around your dinner table, or the creak of that one spot on the stairs you try to avoid when you’re sneaking in after midnight.  Now, I want you to picture the other things that you may not immediately see when you consider home.  Maybe home isn’t a building; maybe it’s a sound, a song, a sight, a taste or a feeling that comes over you from a memory cue. Open your eyes. Looking deeper through the telescope, you can see that your home’s inside of you. 


Maybe home is the memories you share with your parents.  The notes in your lunch box, your unusual family traditions, the comforting hug after losing a close game, or the use of your first, middle AND last name when you reveal the scratch on your car door as a result of speeding from the parking deck.  Remember to call them and let them know that yes, you’re still alive, and take the time to really get to know them. 


Maybe home is the sound of your grandparents cheering for you on the sidelines no matter what the weather or the feel of the sand beneath your feet when taking walks with them on the beach.  Cherish the time you spend with your grandparents. They are your connection to the past so that you may truly appreciate your future.


Maybe home is the wisdom shared by a great grandparent.  The values of using your manners, knowing the true worth of a dollar, and working hard to earn an honest wage.  For me, my granna has dedicated over 75 years to her Home-Ec club and the sparkle in her eyes reminds me that, commitment, love and sacrifice are the backbone of a home.  Remember your roots and grow strong in these life lessons. 


Maybe home is the competition between you and your siblings to be the best, or for me, the embarrassment of being dressed up as Catdog with my brother for Halloween as a child.  No matter what insults they throw at you or the slaps you may receive, be nice to your siblings and remember that at the end of the day, your siblings are the only ones who truly know what it was like to grow up in the same home and raised the way you were. Hold on to that bond. 


Maybe home is the long nights with friends around a bonfire.  The laughter over pointless jokes or the crazy things you’ve done together.  I hope you smile when you look back and think of all of the friends you’ve made in high school.  Treasure the memories you have with them and never fail to keep in touch. 


Maybe home is the sporting field you’ve played on since you were young...the coaches you have had, the teammates you have grown up with, the skills you have learned, and the plays you have pulled off to mark a victory.  Be humble in all of life’s victories, but be gracious in defeat. 


Maybe home is the farm you’ve grown up working on...the smell of manure on the tractor tires and the sound of an early morning rooster.  Appreciate the hard work and beauty of the land. 


Maybe home is the church where you spend your Sundays.  Follow your own path and be strong in your beliefs. 


Maybe home is the school.  To me, Penn Manor has been a home.  A home filled with the smell of the hallways and classrooms after the fire in the FCS wing, the sound of the standing ovation after this year’s spring musical, All Shook Up, the groans of students complaining about Keystone testing, or the image of students storming the field and taking a knee with Coach Mealy after our victory against Lancaster Catholic -- PAUSE --How has Penn Manor been home to you?  


Take time to thank those who have called Penn Manor their home every day.  The janitors who spend tireless days cleaning up after us, but also dedicate time to supporting us.  Janitor John is a staple at sporting events and our number one fan!  The lunch ladies who not only feed our appetites, but our spirits, as well.  The secretaries who answer to all of our needs. The guidance counselors who help us navigate through our class schedules and the twists and turns of high school.  The nurses who genuinely care for us. The teachers who never fail to encourage and teach us in the classroom, but also, advise, coach and joke around with us...I don’t think Mr. Kramer will ever stop calling me ELMO.  The administrative team who devote countless hours after their routine day contributing to our success.  Above all, acknowledge the teachers who have dedicated decades to teaching and are retiring....  Thank you! 


In Sarah Dessen’s book, What Happened to Goodbye, she states, “Home wasn't a set house, or a single town on a map. It was wherever the people who loved you were, whenever you were together. Not a place, but a moment, and then another, building on each other like bricks to create a solid shelter that you take with you for your entire life, wherever you may go.” 

Now think about the place you’ll be calling home in a few months.  Maybe that home will be filled with the hum of car engines, the cadence of a drill sergeant, or the roaring of the crowd when the Gamecocks beat the Clemson Tigers...See you at tailgates Trainer Steve!


Home is not a place, but a state of mind; a state of remembering, a state of being, and a state of imagining.  Tad William said, “Make a home for yourself inside your own head. You'll find what you need to furnish it - memory, friends you can trust, love of learning, and other such things. That way it will go with you wherever you journey.”  In life you’re gonna go far, and if you do it right you’ll love where you are. Just know that wherever you go, you’re never alone, and you can always come back home.  Congratulations Class of 2013!

