
Letter to the Class of 2020 
 

From Dick Harrington ’60M 

Dear Class of 2020,                                        

Wow, what times, huh? To be on this blue marble spinning in space, becoming aware of more 
and more each day. Our distant ancestors had not only injury and illness to deal with, but also the 
giant sloth and short-faced bear. We are in a better position. 

I am Richard Harrington, Class of 1960, Monson Academy. Two teachers I will never forget are 
Hugh Harrell, algebra and geometry, and Samuel Hughes, English. Mr. Harrell was also my 
dorm master. He was an understanding and gentle man. Mr. Hughes introduced us to Keats and 
Shakespeare. (Hamlet). Not just the plays, but also the times in which these poets lived.  

I received my bachelor’s degree from Westfield State University and my M.S. in counseling 
psychology from UMass, Amherst. I was a staff psychologist in the counseling center at Holy 
Cross College in Worcester, Mass. Next, I was the Assistant Dean of Men at The Cross. Then 
Vietnam began to escalate and hysteria began to sweep the nation’s campuses. Being a Dean, I 
not only had to deal with violations of parietal hours (Holy Cross was a men’s college at the 
time, not coed), but also students who wanted to burn down the ROTC buildings.  

I mention this because I wanted you to see how life can step into your reality and shape your 
future without asking you for permission. After a year of dealing with angry and confused young 
men, I applied to the FBI and began my 23-year career as a Special Agent. I retired in 1995. 

Now for the significant part of this missive. Listen carefully. 

There will never be a moment in your life that you will be faced with a decision or dilemma and 
you will wonder what the correct course of action should be. YOU WILL ALWAYS KNOW 
THE CORRECT COURSE OF ACTION. The problem will be finding the courage and moral 
strength to make the correct decision. 

I will close with this revelation. I am now 78 years of age. I have grandchildren and have had a 
very good life, health, etc. I always had jobs that more than provided the basics of living. And 
yet, looking back, I am aware that I never found my passion, a course of action to which I could 
have committed my life. The original plan was to teach English Literature in a New England 
Prep School. But to get a graduate degree, one must take courses outside of one’s major, 
electives, if you will. Accordingly, I took a couple of psychology courses and had an epiphany. 
Life had stepped in again and changed the trajectory of my future. I never looked back. As the 
years pass, you will appreciate the sacrifices your parents made for you. And if life deals you 
some pain, you may find solace in the memories of that safe harbor in which you spent time. 
Wilbyville (W/M academy). My two sons, Michael and Richard Jr., both attended 1989 and 
1990. 

I wish you well.  Enjoy each day as best you can. 

Sincerely, 

Dick Harrington ’60M 


