Greg Pancio ‘72
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I started my sophomore year. No one in our family had any real interest in sports so I never thought much about it, which is very consistent with not thinking about much then and that continues to this day. Dale Anderson and I had been friends since second grade and he's a great friend to have. Other than the times when he would get in a mood and put me in a skull reshaping head lock till I said “Uncle” or “Dale is the strongest kid in town”, he's a lot of fun to hang out with. We didn't have any classes together as freshmen, but as sophomores we had a drafting class together. And for a change the teacher let us pick seats, so we sat next to each other.

Now we both agree that it was one of the most useful classes we ever took, but how we ever learned anything is still a mystery, with all the goofing around we did in class.

About two months into the first semester Dale slips me a note when the teacher was yammering on about orthographic projection or maybe it was organ grinding protection. One thing about Dale he loves pushing your buttons and subtly is not his strong suit. 

The note read, “Greg, I heard you are the weakest kid in school, is that true?” all written in perfect draftsman script any organ grinder would be proud of. Well, a thousand questions pop up... “Who is saying such a thing??? Does it include the girls also? I think I can beat up some of them... Who all knows?” Wait a second, I think as I look over at Dale and he is grinning as he pretends to be working on a drawing. That grin always gives him away.

I wad up the note and pitch it at him just as the bells ring. He stands up and for a nano-second I think of slapping a headlock on him but I know that won't turn out well for me. As he is gathering up his books he walks by me and says, “Prove everyone wrong, join the wrestling team. Be at the gym at 4:30.” Shortest sales pitch ever delivered, but it worked.

From the very beginning of the program, the varsity teams went from near winless and being the worst in the area to undefeated and being the best team in the state. Where were you in that process?

As blissfully clueless as Piglet and Pooh, counting clouds in the Hundred Acre Woods, are worried about the
Quantum Physics. I was in it because it was fun and sure beat shoveling snow after school.

Where did you practice?

Where was not as important to me as what to practice. For me it was trying to stay off my back for as long as possible. At this I was moderately successful.

Do any particular team matches stand out in memory?

Sure, anyone that was on the team remembers our match with Portville, I think my junior year. They were a meat grinder of a team and were looking forward to Olean as their next meal. Mr. Foster's talk before the meet was somber. He said something like--”Do the best you can, that's all you are ever expected to do.” 
It was a shellacking by all measures, but as fate often does, for me it was somewhat of a personal highlight. Because, as I remember it I didn't get pinned (please don't correct me if I remembered this wrong). The guy cleaned the mat with me to be sure, but I think I went the full 6 minutes. “Yo Adrian, I'm still standing!”

[This was of course years before Rocky came out, so Greg probably should be getting some royalties from Sylvester Stallone using his phrase! Also—Greg, did you go look at the newspaper article of the match in question?? smiles…]

Losing weight---tell me all about it…tell me some about food today---any lingering effects from high school weight loss as concerns food/eating today?

I liked the personal challenge of losing weight. It's you against the fork. He's little but has lots of friends--Mr. Pie, Mr. Ice Cream and my personal demon, Mr. Donut.

Later on I would use that bit of discipline as a springboard to finish something that was particularly challenging for me. I'd be painting the house it would be hotter than Hell's hinges and Cap would want to go and play tennis. I'd want to go but think...“You gave up eating for months once, now finish painting the house, you big baby.”

Well, maybe that wasn't a good example 'cause most of the time I would drop the brush and go chase the tennis ball around.

Random memories?

Running the halls in the old School 7. For some reason we practiced there for awhile. We would run up the stairs from the gym on the first floor to the top floor then run two halls in an “L” and down the stairs at the other end of the school then back to the gym. What was unique about this was it was at night and the school was mostly dark, just the “Exit” signs would light the halls. I'd laugh as I passed my old home room and think about how many times the teacher would tells us, “Stop running in the halls!” Also sometimes, as the laps went on and we thinned out, I'd be on the dark top floor alone. I could hear squeaking sneakers and heavy breathing below me and it was creepy and a good time for me to put on a bit of extra speed and catch up with someone.

If you had the chance to go back and do it all over again, what would you do differently?

I don't think I would change anything. We have a tendency to take ourselves way too seriously as we get older; I see no benefit to starting that any earlier.

Best memory?

Humans have an innate desire to belong to something bigger, greater than themselves. OHS wrestling team gave me a sweet taste of that.

Three things you hated?

Hated? That's way too strong of a word for me...never cared much for mat burns on my face, sprained fingers, or practicing with a guy in February that didn't was his sweats since October. But as I have learned, all in all,
Those things are part of the small price you pay when you are chasing a dream.

In retrospect, do you have any accomplishment you are particularly proud of?

Yes but happened my freshman year in college. It was first semester, late one fall Friday night sitting around in the lounge at the end of our dorm hall. As the conversation was going around and going nowhere it came out somehow that I wrestled in High School. A few guys said they did too for a while and as things go we got to rolling around on the floor. Mattresses were dragged in and the entire lounge floor was covered. It was a total blast. The few that had wrestled a bit were in awful shape but I would pretend to be in trouble until they would get to high and I roll them over saying something like, “Oh you almost had me there, I was getting ready to give up but then I got a lucky move. That guy would go and another would jump me. I always started in the down position, mostly protecting my face from flailing elbows as they spun around trying to flip me over. Same thing he would tire and get rolled. A couple of football players, who were like oxen came in and they were really fun. I'd work them around and get on top and put a tight figure four on them grab their tee shirt collar and go all Roy Rodgers on them till they pooped out. Anyway this went on for hours. That's when I realized, wrestlers are something very special.

Given how successful Kirk, Clar and the rest of the teams were, do you have any sense of being a foundational member upon which the success of the others was built?

Not Really. We were Hobbits in the Shire.

In 30 seconds...How do you want to be remembered?

Oh that's easy, author, scientist, inventor of the lighting rod, First Postmaster and signer of the Declaration of Independen....Oh no... wait... that's Ben Franklin.... rats, out of time.
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Oh, and one more thing,
Weakest kid in the school....MY ASS!!!
















    Greg’s mild mannered alter-ego…
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