
 “Make me a channel of your peace.  
Where there’s despair in life, let me bring 
hope; where there is darkness, only light; and 
where there’s sadness, ever joy.” 

 Those well-known lyrics to the Chris-
tian hymn based on the Prayer of St. Francis of 
Assisi contain some very powerful requests.  It 
is a popular song, and, as such, we often sing it 
at Mass.  I fear, however, that we overlook the 
meaning of what we are singing.  In order to 
bring this deep, rich plea of help to fruition, we 
must attempt to understand how we can affect 
the world around us and, in turn, how the 
world around us affects us. 

 This past January, I, along with 
roughly forty other Alvernia students, ventured 
to Italy.  Our excursion started in Verona and 
continued through Venice, Florence, Assisi, 
and, finally, Rome.  It did not take me long to 
realize that I would leave Italy with a new-
found appreciation for the world and those 
people around me.   

 The landscape was outstanding.  The 
buildings were breath-taking.  The artwork, 

which were painted by some of the most-
celebrated artists in history, were unarguably 
masterpieces.  During the 10-hour flight back 
to the U.S.A., I pondered how my life had 
changed from this awe-inspiring experience. 

 Although 
this adventure lasted 
only eight days, oth-
ers in our world at-
tempt to shape lives 
180 days per year.  
Teachers at La Salle 
should be pleased to 
know that their fu-
ture students con-
tinue to have interest 
in the Christ-
centered learning 
environment in 
which they teach.  
Read more in Dr. Fisher’s article below.   

 My brother, Alex,  is about to transi-
tion from one side of the student’s desk to the 
other as he … (See “Actions” on Page 2)       
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Exciting Times at La Salle Academy! 

 Even in the midst of these economic 
times, we can still celebrate God’s blessings at 
La Salle.  Catholic Schools Week Open House 
was the kick off.  Teachers, parents, and stu-
dents joined together to welcome new friends 

on personal tours of the school.  On January 
31st, over 40 information packets were distrib-
uted to prospective families.  Interest in the 
kindergarten and early childhood classes was 
overwhelming, and we look forward to grow-
ing numbers in those grades.  … (See 
“Interest” on Page 6) 
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~ St. John Baptist de la Salle School & La Salle Academy Alumni ~ 

Basilica of St. Francis 
Assisi, Italy 



 From a very young age, I can remem-
ber being fascinated with flight.  Each year, I 
would watch in amazement as pilots at the 
Reading Air Show pushed their aircraft to their 
structural and aerodynamic limits.  As they 
blazed across the sky in a cloud of white 
smoke, I could only dream of some day being 
able to experience anything close to what I was 
watching.  

 When I arrived at Georgia Tech four 
years ago, I couldn’t resist attending a meeting 

of the Yellow Jacket Flying Club.  Initially, I 
thought it would be a good opportunity to get 
acquainted with planes in preparation for my 
first classes in Aerospace Engineering and 
never expected to get behind the controls.  My 
perspective immediately changed when I took 
my first flight in a single engine Cessna 172.  
From the astounding views in all directions to 
the sensation in the landing flare, I knew I was 
hooked.  Over the next few months, I amassed 
whatever money … (See “Fly” on Page 6)     

 As we continue in this Easter Season, 
may we come to understand how our experi-
ences shape us and how we, in turn, shape our 
environment—not only the physical locations 
but also those around us.  This is easier said 
than done.  As I stood in the massive Lower 
Basilica of St. Francis and gazed upon the ear-
liest rendering of the saint (in fresco), I was 
amazed to realize how a man of such simple 
means changed the lives of so many people. 

 “Oh, Master grant that I may never 
seek so much to be consoled as to console, to 
be understood as to understand, to be loved as 
to love with all my soul.”  † 

…  prepares to graduate from Penn State Uni-
versity.  In his article, he laments on the frus-
trations of snow (make that feet of snow) im-
pacting his trigonometry lessons. 

 Juan Cajigas returns to the newsletter 
with a story recounting his first flying lesson.  
Already an accomplished pilot, Juan can attest 
how a short experience can completely change 
one’s view of the world.   

 We welcome another article from 
Mrs. Del Corso as she shares a deeply emo-
tional experience with us—the death of her 
dog, Frankie.  Most us can relate to her sorrow 
— I know I can. 
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 If you think you can correctly answer 
the question, simply email Adam Krick 
(adampkrick2006@psualum.com) or mail your 
answer to Adam’s attention via LSA’s mailing 
address.  Correct submissions will be entered 
into a drawing for a fabulous prize.  The win-
ner will be announced in the next newsletter.  
Good luck!  † 

Fall 2009’s Question:  In the early 1990s, a 
pine tree was planted near the lower end of the 
LSA playground.  To whom was it dedicated? 

Answer:  Mrs. Susan M. DePaul 

Winner:  No correct answers were submitted 

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -  

This issue’s question:  Prior to becoming St. 
John Baptist de la Salle School, the building 
on the corner of W. Walnut St. and N. Wyo-
missing Ave. was utilized for what purpose? 

Aerial photograph of Shillington  
Source: www.mapquest.com 



  As a child, I can remember my par-
ents telling me that the more I attempted some-
thing, it would eventually get easier.  Their 
advice was true through my childhood and 
adolescence, but as a senior citizen, I admit 
that I would disagree with their point of view 
especially in one area of my life—saying 
goodbye. 

 No matter how many times I have 
helped my animal friends leave this world, it 
does not get any easier. We, my husband, 
daughters and I, have prepared ourselves four 
other times in our family life, but the emo-
tional distress appears to grow deeper each 
time we approach our decision. 

 This past January 18th, we had to 
again face the end of life for our latest friend 
Frankie.  He was our third Golden Retriever, 
but in so many ways, he was the one whom 
Greg and I loved the most. 

 We adopted Frankie from the Dela-
ware Valley Golden Retriever Rescue when he 
was six years old in 2005.  He was our first 
foray into adoption.  I really cannot remember 
why we opted for the adoption route; perhaps 
we did not have the inclination to put as much 
energy into raising a puppy as we once did. 

 Our first Golden, Winston, was defi-
nitely a product of a puppy mill.  We met his 
mom and dad prior to his birth and picked him 
out of the litter when he was three weeks old. 
He was almost white in color and never 
learned how to go in reverse.  We still laugh at 
visualizing him trying to turn around in small 
spaces, because he could not “think” through 
the process of turning around.  He had a malig-
nant tumor the size of a basketball removed 
when he was three. He was not expected to 
live another six months, yet he graced us with 
six more years.  I can still see my students’ sad 
eyes the day after our decision to relieve him 
of his pain. Their eyes mirrored my heart. 

 It did not take us long to find our-
selves wanting an animal’s presence in our 
lives. This time we traveled to New Jersey 
where my parents knew the breeder of the ther-

apy dog who roamed the hallways and pushed 
the elevator buttons in the nursing home where 
they volunteered. Tucker and his brother were 
the only two left of the litter (that should have 
told us something!), and we returned home in 
April of ’93 with him sitting in the very rear of 
the car. His tenacity blended well in our home. 
But he too proved to be another heartbreaking 
decision when his cancer returned in January 
’05. 

 Our journey to the rescue was by hap-
penstance.  I had read about the organization 
from Governor Rendell who has adopted two 
Goldens from DVGRR.  So we went to a cou-
ple Open Houses where you can physically 
meet the dogs up for adoption.  We passed the 
home screening process and were free to make 
our choice. 

 On a Saturday in June ’05, we went to 
hopefully give a dog its “forever home” as the 
rescue names an adoptees’ new placement.  
We had decided on one dog, but when we were 
alone with her, it was evident our match was 
not meant to be. The manager allowed us to 
walk among the outdoor runs and see if any 
other dog caught our attention. Barking, jump-
ing up and down in their runs, we were greeted 
by many who were trying to impress us.  But 
we both spotted Frankie at the same time. He 
was just lying in his pen, all wrapped up in his 
paws, and met our gaze. We were instantly in 
love. We asked to meet him and found out that 
he had traveled from Florida, and we would be 
his third home in six years. We believe that he 
adopted us. 

 His apprehension matched ours dur-
ing our first months together as we all settled 
into a routine and accepted the fact that he had 
behaviors that had been learned over a long 
time.  His anxiety proved to be overwhelming 
for him and he developed a licking habit that 
caused open sores on his feet.  We learned to 
accept him as he was and should have bought 
stock in medical supplies with as much gauze 
as we used to wrap his feet. 
 He followed us around everywhere! 
He could be found lying behind the door to the 
outside or …  (See “Frankie” on Page 7)        
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Frankie Del Corso 



 Already considered one of La Salle’s 
top teachers, Mr. Robert L. Woodland brings 
real-world insight to the halls on the hill.  A 
graduate of Penn State University and Alvernia 
University, Mr. Woodland has bachelor de-
grees in Business and History with an educa-
tion certification as well as an associate bache-
lor degree in industrial management.   

 Married with four children, three of 
whom are graduates of LSA (Kimberly, Jason, 
‘94, Jennifer, ‘98, and Sara, ‘02), Mr. Wood-
land loves his job, and it shows.  He recently 
commented that the students keep him young.  
He views LSA as one big family.   

 In his free time, Mr. Woodland volun-
teers with Boy Scouts and Troup 237 as well 
as coaches softball.  He likes to travel the USA 
to see and learn more about this great country. 

 Readers may be interested to know 
that in response to St. John’s and the La Salle 
family through the years, he joined the Catho-
lic church seven years ago. 

 Why does he continue to teach?  Mr. 
Woodland said it best, “I know the education 
these children receive will prepare them for 
their future and cherish the fact that I have had 
the privilege to contribute to this.”   † 
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 A friend of mine told me of a time she 
met with Jane Doe, a woman dealing with 
breast cancer.  Jane, a close family friend in 
her mid-sixties, ran and threw on a wig prior to 
my friend’s arrival at her house.  As she told 
me this, I was intrigued with why Ms. Doe felt 
the need to conceal her battle from a friend of 
twenty years – a battle which for many of us 
stands as a sign of utter strength.  Why does 
she feel the need to hide her strength from 
friends?  This brought me to the idea of a so-
cietal standard to hide certain aspects of our 
lives.  Why is it that we make our own wigs to 
seal away pieces of our existence? 

 Just weeks ago, we celebrated the 
resurrection of Jesus Christ.  Consider whether 
Jesus ever wore a wig?  In the greatest exam-
ple, Jesus entered the realm of the Apostles to 
reveal to them the miracle of his rising.  Tho-
mas, so historically noted for his doubt, was 
invited to feel his speared side and pierced 
palms.  Jesus did not conceal his wounds; 
rather, he allowed the wounds to enlighten his 
doubters.  He had no wigs. 

 Consider, however, those who weave 
a wig large enough to hide their greatest flaws 
from their peers and adoring public.  Imagine 

the wig provided from Nike and Gatorade to 
the iconic Tiger Woods.  For years, the man 
revered for his golf and his story – Stanford 
grad, four green jackets, devote son – capti-
vated the hearts of millions of Americans with 
his warm smile and red golf shirts.  November 
of 2009 changed that; Tiger’s wig was ripped 
off by an iron and a crashed Escalade.  Since 
then, the Woods’ have cast an unimaginable 
shadow across a typically green world of golf. 

 With Spring well on its way, remov-
ing the wig of winter from our lush lawns and 
babbling brooks, let us remove our wigs from 
those around us.  Perhaps we desire to sing at 
Mass or wish to spend a weekend on the pond 
like our days in the Boy Scouts.  Take this 
Spring and eventual Summer as a time to re-
move inhibitions and live our deepest desires 
with no worries.  Jane – remove your wig and 
unveil your strength.  Tiger – pick up the 
pieces and rebuild your world into greener 
fairways.  My friends – rise with Christ from 
our Lenten ashes into a wigless world.  † 

 Editor’s Note:  Look for more thought
-provoking articles from Alexander in the next 
edition of “News From the Hill”. 



see everyone next year during Palm Sunday 
weekend.  Perhaps we can double our atten-
dance! 

 One of the most popular features of 
the Art and Egg show has been the variety of 
homemade Polish foods, including pierogies, 
kielbasa, haluskie, stuffed cabbage, and a vari-
ety of pastry rolls (nut, poppy seed, raspberry, 
apricot, and lekver).  The aromas emanating 
from the cafeteria drew the crowds down the 
hallways.  This is not your typical cafeteria 
meal! 

 The food was so popular that we had 
a pre-order sale in early May.  Although the 
newsletter may not reach you in time to taste 
the food this year, you can still get a taste of 
some of the great Polish food next year.  Mark 
your calendars!  For more information, visit La 
Salle’s website.  † 

 Editor’s Note:  Mrs. Diane Rollins is 
the overall organizer of the Annual Art and 
Egg Show.  We realize that this event is no 
small undertaking.  As it continues to grow, it 
provides the general public, alumni, as well as 
current students, parents, and parishioners the 
opportunity to see the school while engaging 
in unique experiences.  We would like to ac-
knowledge the immense preparation time, and 
thank Mrs. Rollins for a job well done!  Our 
calendars are already marked for 2011. 

 A Spring tradition continues to grow 
at La Salle Academy. 

More than 1,000 visitors filled the 
halls of La Salle Academy in Shillington for 
the 2010 Annual Art and Egg Show on Palm 
Sunday weekend. 

 The show featured artists who cut, 
painted, dyed, and decorated egg shells of all 
sizes.  We were pleased to welcome Master 
Pysanky Artists, egg decorating suppliers, and 
unique art with ethnic origins including Polish, 
Ukrainian, and German.  Together with local 
artists, we helped to raise funds for our re-
gional Catholic grade school. 

 Also displayed were jewelry, candles, 
candy, pottery and other arts and crafts.  Fam-
ily fun activities included kids' games and face 
painting.  Troup 237, based out of St. John’s 
parish, positioned themselves at the main en-
trance of La Salle and sold Easter flowers. 

 Our success was largely due to the 
many student, teacher, parent, and alumni vol-
unteers.  During a quick stroll from the gym to 
the cafeteria, many familiar faces greeted the 
guests.  Thanks to all who came to support our 
show!  We realize that some of our visitors 
may have never visited La Salle Academy be-
fore.  We encourage visitors to take this oppor-
tunity to tour the school while also treating 
themselves to a great experience.  We hope to 
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… Note that one day off was not horrible.  In 
fact, it was quite relaxing!  But a week?  
Really?  However, it is quite ironic how the 
tides can shift from youth to adulthood; the 
simple pleasures of adolescence can become 
the largest thorn-in-the-side for the professional 
world.  † 

-  Editor’s Note:  Alexander N. Krick 

is a senior at The Pennsylvania State Univer-
sity’s University Park campus majoring in 
mathematics with a focus on secondary educa-
tion.  He has recently completed his student 
teaching in Pittsburgh and looks forward to 
teaching mathematics this Fall. 
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Recent graduates lend a hand. 
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views always exceeded my, as well as my pas-
sengers’, expectations. 

 Although I loved the views, I still 
couldn’t help but wonder what it would be like 
to fly the stunts I was so amazed by in my 
younger years at the Reading Air Show.  This 
past year, I got the chance to do just that.  Af-
ter locating an aerobatic plane, I spent a few 
months learning how to do spins, loops, rolls, 
and a variety of other maneuvers that expose 
the body to anywhere from -2.5 to 5 g’s.  After 
seeing the surface of the Earth from every an-
gle, from level to vertical to inverted, here is 
what I have discovered: it’s even better than I 
imagined.  † 

 - Editor’s Note:  Juan G. Cajigas is 
preparing to graduate from Georgia Institute 
of Technology with a B.S. in aerospace engi-
neering.  He is continuing at Georgia Tech to 
achieve his M.S. in aerospace engineering.  A 
Private Pilot with Tailwheel Endorsement and 
Aerobatic Training, Juan has over 170 hours 
flying including over 30 hours in tailwheel and  
aerobatic aircraft.  He will intern this summer 
at Boeing Research and Technology  in Seat-
tle, WA. 

… I could find, and anxiously waited to be 
assigned a flight instructor. 

 I remember my first lesson well.  My 
instructor showed me how to perform a proper 
preflight, taxied us out to the runway, and then 
informed me that I would be doing the takeoff.  
Trying to remain calm, I pushed the throttle in, 
and we started to move.  I was all over the 
runway (and a little afraid for my life), but I 
pulled back on the yolk, and we were airborne.  
The rest of the lesson was perfect:  I learned 
climbs, descents, turns, and got acquainted 
with the feel of the airplane.  We flew back to 
the airport, my instructor landed, and I was on 
my way to becoming a pilot. 

 Over the next nine months, I learned 
all the skills required by the FAA for a Private 
Pilot.  In January 2008, I took my checkride 
and celebrated the culmination of my efforts.  
My pilot’s license has granted me access to 
some of the most beautiful views this country 
has to offer and has given me the ability to 
share the experience with a multitude of both 
friends and family members.  Whether it was 
flying over the Smoky Mountains, flying at 
eye’s level with the New York City skyline, or 
cruising along the rocky Pacific shoreline, the 
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 … We are continuing to be blessed 
through the efforts of Senator Michael 
O’Pake.  He was able to procure a technology 
grant for La Salle that will provide the school 
with 20 new computers.  The Office of Edu-
cation has asked La Salle to pilot a “Click and 
Learn” technology program for use in the 
library and classrooms.  In addition, they 
asked us to participate in the “Compass 
Learning” program which is a computer pro-
gram to enrich and remediate students in the 
classrooms in math, reading, science, and 
social studies.   

 Perhaps the most exciting news is 
that La Salle will receive $10,000 in scholar-
ship money which will help existing students 
as well as new students!  The La Salle family 

is looking forward to many more years of pro-
viding Catholic education to our children. 
These may be hard times financially, but they 
certainly are exciting times, too. 

Finally, it was exciting to see so many 
of our former La Salle students – and their 
children - at the Egg & Art Show.  Stop in and 
visit us; we’d love to see you again!  † 

 -  Editor’s Note:  A graduate of Eliza-
bethtown College, Lehigh University, Kutz-
town University, and Chestnut Hill College  
for her undergraduate, dual masters, and doc-
toral degrees, Dr. Patti Fisher has been an 
educator for 28 years of which 21 years have 
been at La Salle and St. John’s.  A more in-
depth biography is available at 
www.lsabear.org. 
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Juan with a 1940s Aeronca 
Champ 



… in his cage whenever we left the house. I 
truly believe he was afraid that we were going 
to leave him again. Yet he could hear the cabi-
net door where the popcorn was hidden even 
before it swung open. He was always there 
when you were cutting up an apple or a carrot. 
He had the uncanny ability to just appear out 
of nowhere, salivating, waiting for his hand-
out. 

 He learned to love babies as three 
more grandchildren joined our family in ’06.  
Greg and I found an incredible woman who 
would take him into her home and love him as 
much as we did whenever we needed to leave 
him behind in our many travels.  Yet he always 
greeted us with a “smile” and tail wagging 
when he saw us again. 

 I instinctively knew that he was not 
feeling himself last fall.  I’m sure you know 
those eyes that plead, "Please help me." We 
took many trips to the vet, endless expensive 
medications and tests but nothing made his 
plight any better. I had promised him that I 
would not let him suffer during one of our eye-
to-eye conversations.  But, alas, when he 
would not eat anything, I knew decision time 
was near. 

 We listened to Frankie and said, 
"Thanks for being part of our lives. Say hello 
to all who have gone before you, and ask St. 

Francis to keep all animals safe from harm." 

On Monday, January 18, I cried and 
held his face in my hands and talked to him 
soothingly as life left his eyes locked with 
mine. Hand in hand, Greg and I returned to our 
empty home and wordlessly put everything 
away that belonged to him.  His ashes are with 
all our other pets’ remains, and we will spread 
them all when Greg and I move into our 
“forever home.” Life has been lonely espe-
cially when I have had to fall asleep alone 
without his regular breathing—a soothing 
rhythm which lulled me to sleep. 

 I know that it will sound childlike and 
illogical to think of him, and all the other dogs 
who have traveled life with us, in heaven with 
St. Francis and my Dad just frolicking with 
each other, fetching the tennis balls and then 
settling down to nap all together.  Yet this vi-
sion keeps the smile on my face when remem-
bering him and lets the tears freely flow every 
time I think of him—even now as I write this 
eulogy. 

 “Dogs are not our whole life but they 
make our lives whole.”  Roger Caras  † 

-  Editor’s Note:  Mrs. Kathleen Del 
Corso, a former faculty member of La Salle 
Academy, donates her time and energy to the 
newsletter through her long-running column.  
We wish to thank her for her contributions. 
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NAME(S): ____________________________________ 
 
ADDRESS:  ___________________________________ 
 
PHONE NUMBER:  ____________________________ 
 
 
__  I/we wish to make a one-time donation of $________ 
 
__  I/we pledge to commit a total of $ _________ over a  
 
      six-month period with payments to begin ______ (month). 
 
              All gifts are tax deductible as allowed by law. 

LA SALLE ACADEMY ANNUAL FUND 
440 Holland Street 

Shillington, PA 19607 

Please make your check payable to La Salle Academy Annual Fund.  
Detach this portion of the newsletter and mail it along  
with your payment to the above address.  Thank you! 

Signature(s):  _____________________________  Date:  ________ 
 
__  The gift is in memory/honor of _________________________. 
 
__  I/we wish to remain anonymous. 
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as I watched my lessons continue to push for-
ward on the calendar to accommodate the de-
lays and cancellations.  Disregarding the rare 
cases where the superintendent was able to call 
off or delay the night before, every morning 
began at 5:30 AM with a check of the local 
news station’s website.  Once the delay or can-
cellation was made, back to bed I went.  On 
days of delays, I woke up two hours later and 
anticipated shortened periods and thus inade-
quate time to properly instruct my students.  
On days of cancellations, I sat in my apartment 
contemplating how to rearrange my goals and 
objectives in order to salvage the days missed.  
As the cancelled days condensed into a solid 
week of no classes, assignments and tests were 
changed repeatedly in an attempt to recapture 
the time lost.  The worst day was when a delay 
was called at 5:30 a.m. and then a cancellation 
at 7:45 a.m. – minutes before I walked out the 
door!  … (See “Snow” on Page 5) 

 As a child, the greatest mornings 
throughout the academic year were those 
where an unexpected gift of snow kept us out 
of school for at least two hours, if not the 
whole day.  Those days meant more sleep, 
time to play in the snow, or a huge home-
cooked batch of pancakes for breakfast!  Noth-
ing could top the gift of snow! 

 At no time in our youths did we ever 
ask: “What will happen to our daily curricu-
lum?  Won’t this snow delay our education?”  
Frankly, we didn’t care!  Consider now those 
who dedicate their lives to the education of 
young minds: teachers.  As a student teacher at 
Franklin Regional High School in Murrysville, 
Pennsylvania (about thirty minutes east of 
Pittsburgh), I was “blessed” to witness over 
thirty inches of snow throughout a two week 
period bombard the Franklin community.  

 As the students cheered for the glori-
ous white flakes falling from the sky, I cringed 
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Let it be known to all 

That Christ is 
the reason for  

La Salle Academy 
and Early Childhood 

Center 
The unseen but ever 

present 
Teacher in its classes  

The model of its faculty 
The inspiration of its 

students 

or Current Resident 


