
FINDING FOCUS 

“Let It Go” 
Our song this week was written by a pair of Dubliners back in the early 80’s. These Irish lads will always 
be Paul David Hewson and David Howell Evans to their parents; however, you and I know them as Bono 
and The Edge. The album was U2’s 1984 release, The Unforgettable Fire, and the track that has a lock on 
me right now is the seventh song on the album, “Bad.” While “Pride (In the Name of Love)” received the 
most fanfare, it was their performance of “Bad” at Live Aid in 1985 that really put them on a trajectory for 
global success. If you’ve never seen that performance, type “U2 Bad Live Aid” in your YouTube browser 
and enjoy. (If for nothing else, to see the epic mullet Bono used to have.)  

If you twist and turn away 
If you tear yourself in two again 
If I could, yes I would 
If I could, I would 
Let it go 

To me, there is stability in consistency and predictability which is to say, I don’t like change, and I really 
don’t like big change. In short, I hold on pretty tight.   

I’m quirky, obsessive-compulsive (undiagnosed), attention-challenged (Type-II Predominantly 
Inattentive ADHD), I chew ice (all the time), and it’s an undeniable truth that I’d be the world’s worst 
poker player, i.e. my whole body is a tell.  

But I’m getting better, or at least I think I am.  

In the last 11 months there have been four times that I’ve had to adjust to some big changes: 

“THE ROOMIE” AND HER HUBBY MOVED TO NORTH CAROLINA. 

 

Losing my officemate to North Carolina last year was a doozy. Why? I had an officemate who could share 
a 90 sq/ft office space with the likes of me for four years and the first thing out of her mouth when she 
came through the door every day was “YAY!”  



I know, right?? Here I was thinking I wasn’t any fun.  

Kidding aside, I had to let go of the “YAY’s,” at least, in person. But thanks to Facebook and iMessage, 
the Lott’s will never be rid of me!  

MY GRANDMOTHER WENT TO HEAVEN.  

 

February of this year was a real kick in the teeth and in the heart.  

She was the ultimate teacher, but was equally the eternal student who studied everyone… literally, 
everyone. I will definitely miss hearing “Wessaroo! Come sit down and tell me everything. What are your 
plans? What is the current state of public education?” She was 96 when she passed and sharper than most 
right up to the end, and that definitely includes yours truly.   

I had to let go.  

JAY SLAUGHTER WENT TO HEAVEN.  

 

Two weeks after I said goodbye to my grandmother, cancer swept in again and took one of the classiest 
people I’ve ever known—a true servant leader. He always wanted to know if there was anything he could 
do for you, and if you ever hinted that there might be, he would bend over backwards to make it happen. 

We all had to let go.  



If I could through myself 
Set your spirit free, I'd lead your heart away 
See you break, break away 
Into the light 
And to the day 

MAUREEN K. MARTIN RETIRED. 

 

In September of 2009, when I was searching for work, she took in this rough-around-the-edges-guy who 
was short on confidence but long on desire, and made a place for me. She saw something in me that I 
don’t know that I saw in myself. Because that’s what she does. She finds the spark in people that others 
can’t see or find and finds a way to let it burn bright. And I don’t mean in the classroom or the conference 
room. She does that with every single person she meets, because she believes everyone has something 
special in them to contribute. For that reason, I didn’t just find a job here at the DuBard School, I found 
a calling.  

She offered nothing but support and encouragement as I began to take on extracurricular roles with the 
Rotary Club of Hattiesburg and Leadership Pinebelt because she recognized they aren’t just networking 
opportunities. She knew that they’re about establishing and fostering new, real relationships that improve 
you personally and professionally so that you can ultimately do that for someone else. Case in point, it’s 
the reason Catherine Lott and Jay Slaughter aren’t just acquaintances I met in passing.  

There’s good news for us all though. Her “retirement” is only a distinction the State has given her. I take 
solace when she says, (I’m paraphrasing) “I’m not going anywhere. Now I’ll get to spend time on things 
being an administrator often got in the way of me doing. Things like helping in the classroom, assisting 
with the Dyslexia Master’s program, and bringing new visitors to the school.” I take comfort in knowing 
she will most definitely do all of those things and more.  

Thank you, Maureen Martin.  

If I could, yes I would 
If I could, I would 
Let it go 
Surrender 



Let it go?  

I can. I have to. If I don’t that’s pretty selfish. Besides, in these instances, wouldn’t I be trying to control 
something I have no control over?  

If anything, they all remind me what I have. And thanks to Shane and Campbell Brooks, I know I am 
blessed and have way more than I deserve. 

I'm wide awake 
Wide awake 
I'm not sleeping 

 


