
 
 
 
 

THE REWARD OF IT ALL  

by  

Annye B. Burbank  

Prestige Press Inc. 
Hampton, Virginia 

1972 

 
 



 ii  

 
 
 

DEDICATION 

TO THE YOUTH OF OUR VIRGINIA PENINSULA 
WHO STRUGGLED THROUGH THE DEPRESSION OF 1929 
AND SACRIFICED THEIR ALL 
IN RELENTLESS WARS 
TO SAVE THE AMERICAN WAY OF LIFE 

"LET NO MAN DESPISE THY YOUTH; BUT BE THOU AN 
EXAMPLE OF THE BELIEVERS, IN WORD, IN CONVERSATION, 
IN CHARITY, IN SPIRIT, IN FAITH." 

— I. TIMOTHY: 4,12 

Time and Mankind repeat their images upon each successive score of years and subsequent generations of 
their sons and daughters. 

At the close of each life span, whether the deplorer be a quinquagenarian or a nonagenarian, he laments the 
changes and wonders "what this generation and this country are coming to." I heard my grandparents, who had 
suffered through the Civil War and the Reconstruction, prophesy dire ruin to our Southland. 

Just when we seemed to be recovering from the catastrophic Reconstruction Period, our country was ushered 
into the First World War, with the accompaniment of Woodrow Wilson's theme: "To save the world for 
democracy." 

As our boys of Hampton High marched off to fight the battles for freedom in foreign lands, my parents, as 
well as the other aged citizens, said: "This war will be the Armageddon, and then will come the end of the 
world." 

After the dubious victory of the Allies in World War I, our young men returned: some disillusioned in the 
conduct of their European comrades, some infected by European customs; and others, depressed by their long 
detention in the rodentially infected trenches, and by the horrors of long-ranged-gun battles and gas attacks. 

These disillusioned and frustrated men drifted into what the psychologists called "The Lost Generation." Much 
of the literature of the 1920's reflects their attitudes, especially the poetry. But the majority of our men, who had 
proved themselves to be the best trained and the most physically fit for the rigors of World War I, returned with 
a new optimism for the future and a determination to finish their education, to establish themselves as good 
citizens, and forever to be on the alert to save the democratic way of life for their beloved United States of 
America. 

Typical of the returned veteran, these young men seldom spoke of the horrors they had seen in battle. They 
wanted to blot from memory the ghastly brutalities — especially to the wounded lying helpless on the ground, 
all their near-panic-fears that they dared not communicate to their buddies, and the massed wooden boxes of 
the dead victims to the flu epidemic that swept through the camps and trenches. To retain their sanity, they 
must forget "The blood, the sweat, and the tears." 

So, subjugating the ugliness, the misery, the waste, and the futility of war, these men became the leaders in 
our changing society; and through their stability of character and purpose, they set a pattern for the recovery of 
our nation and initiated a resurrection of prosperity. 
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“I began teaching in Hampton High School in 1909  
when I was nineteen years old." 
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I   THE PRELUDE  

With a stab of my spade into the earth, I stepped 
upon its upper ledge to press it down beneath a 
clump of candytuft I wanted to separate and trans-
plant into another section of my garden. 

"All service ranks the same with God; 
If now, as formerly he trod 
Paradise, his presence fills 
Our earth, each only as God wills 
Can work  —   God's puppets, best and worst, 
Are we; there is no last nor first." 

Stoutheartedly, I was quoting Robert Browning. I 
had just ended the last day of my teaching career at 
Newport News High School — at noon, to be exact. 
I had always been methodical, believing that 
promptness had as much to do with character as 
honesty or any other noble attribute. And on this last 
day of my forty-six years of teaching, I had closed 
my records on time, checked out at the office, cleared 
my classroom desk, pulled down the windows, and shut 
the door. 

As I released my hand from the locked doorknob, I 
felt a tinge of sadness when I glanced, for the last 
time, at the bronze number 309. Room 309 had made 
history. For more than three decades this room had 
been the dread of freshmen and the pride of gradu-
ates from the Burbank College Preparatory English 
Course. "But I must not think of such things now," I 
resolved. "I have made up my mind to close this 
chapter of my life without any emotional disturbance 
and to start a new life. For me, life is really to begin 
at sixty-five." 

So, turning my back to the door, I stepped with 
alacrity through the corridor, down the steps, and 
out the exit on Thirty-second Street. Outside the 
building, I felt relieved. I thanked heaven that I had 
not run into one of the teachers or administrators. I 
just could not have stood anyone's telling me 
goodby — that word always had too much finality 
for me. And in my own judgment, I definitely was 
not through with this life and had no idea of being 
put on a shelf or on a pedestal. I was simply trans-
ferring from one activity to another. 

I, Annye B. Burbank, had been considered an 
individual. Instead of a dual personality, my associates 
had said I had a multiple personality. Few adults had 
understood me; not many of my colleagues had liked 
me, but I did not worry about this. I had never been 
able to tolerate the chit-chat, the asinine jokes, and 
the tales of woe indulged in during the "off-periods" 
in the rest-rooms, or at the luncheon table in the 
cafeteria, or at the teas or receptions or banquets 
given by the "professionals." My consuming passion 
had lain in my pride in teaching. I had had a 
wonderful subject to teach — English. I

had wanted my students, through the study of the 
language arts, to achieve a facility in speaking and in 
writing; and, through the study of the great works of 
the great writers, to acquire a love of the humanities 
and an understanding of the philosophies of these 
great minds. 

But my students, somewhat awed at my frankness, 
energy, and positiveness, knew me quite well. Having 
inherited an impulsive nature from my father, I was 
quick in making decisions and passing judgments. 
But when I discovered I had made a mistake, I knew 
a retraction was due and that I must apologize. 
Although, at times, I was acrid in my criticism of 
what was faulty, I took pride in the achievement of 
my students and gave them praise whenever it was 
due. The student never knew what would erupt from 
my too facile tongue: perhaps some playful satire on 
the sluggard, the gumchewer, the nit-wit, the tee-
shirt, the blue jeans; perhaps a tirade on politics, 
communism, or the general confusion and embroglios 
of the world. At least, my classes served as an anti-
dote to the would-be-sleepers. 

Having transplanted the separated candytuft into a 
new border, I made a survey of my garden to see 
what needed attention first. Never again should I 
have to rush to keep up with the seasons. Not just 
Saturdays and Sundays would be at my disposal 
now, but the whole day of every week of every 
month of every year. For the monent this was an 
exhilarating thought, for next to my pride in teaching 
was my pride in my home and garden. 

When I designed my little brick house, I designed 
my garden, too, so that one might be the comple-
ment of the other. On the front of the house were 
two bay windows, between which was ample space 
to plant a semperviren, six feet tall and five feet 
wide, and at either end of the building was planted a 
box of like proportion; then to complete the ever-
green background, Japanese hollies, about three feet 
tall, filled in the space between the tall semper-virens. 

The large semicircular bed, twelve feet deep at the 
center, was filled with azaleas, all white, sloping 
from the evergreens, at a height of four feet, to the 
level of the ground at the edge of the semicircle, 
which was bordered by a row of dwarf English box. 
At Easter, when the azaleas were in full bloom, the 
bed reminded one of a sloping hill blanketed in 
snow; so glistening white and so dense were the 
blossoms. At the back of the house this bed was 
duplicated, and on each side of the house was a 
rectangular bed of box and white azaleas. The little 
red brick house complacently sprawled in the cool-
ness of green foliage and white blossoms. 
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The division of the yard really gave three lawns: 
one in the front and two in the back. This was wise 
planning, for I could cut one lawn a day without be-
coming too tired. Fearing to trust my precious 
flowers and lawn to other hands, I felt particularly 
blessed that I still possessed the strength and energy 
to care for these treasures which had brought me so 
much delight. 

Although it was June and the azalea and the 
camellia blossoms had been shed, I still visualized 
the glorious colors of spring and still felt the pride 
of the comments of visitors who had come to see 
my garden. I imagined that the roses and the iris 
were glad their rivals had shed their spring glory, for 
now they could command some attention themselves. 

Happy in my thoughts of relaxation and in my 
anticipation of a leisurely existence, I mused: 

 
"Grow old along with me: 
The best is yet to be The last of life, for which 

the first was made: 
Our times are in his hand 
Who saith, 'A whole I planned, Youth shows 

but half; trust God: see all, nor be 
afraid.'" 
 

"Grow old along with me!" — How many times 
had I introduced that stanza of "Rabbi Ben Ezra" to 
my classes! How many times had I told them that I 
could honestly say that old age was the best period in 
life — that I had passed through youth and maturity 
and had reached the border of old age —

retirement — and still believed the best was yet to 
be. 

A wave  of  nostalgia swept through me. Never 
again should I have a group of youths to encourage 
in their struggle for understanding. 

 "Then, welcome each rebuff  
 That turns earth's smoothness rough, 
Each sting that bids nor sit nor stand but go! 
 Be our joys three-parts pain, 
 Strive, and hold cheap the strain; 
Learn, nor account the pang; dare, never grudge 
 the throw!" 

These lines brought me back to reality. I could not 
teach forever. My precepts must be carried on by 
my students. Yes, Parke and Lewis would teach 
their sons, and Mary and Anna would teach their 
daughters; and all would learn that, if they build a 
faith in God and establish their homes upon this 
rock, "The best is yet to be." 

It was late afternoon when I finished my gardening 
for the day. I picked up my spade and rake and put 
them on their hooks in the tool house. I then 
proceeded into the kitchen to prepare my dinner. 
Somehow I wasn't hungry, even after the exercise in 
the garden. 

Instead of making my weekly Friday night visit to 
my brothers, I decided to postpone it until the next 
night when I should not feel so tired. 

Since reading usually relaxed me when over-tired, I 
took a magazine from the table and sat in my 
favorite easy chair. But the magazine lay in my lap 
unopened, and I quietly sat reflecting. 
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II   THE DECISION 

It was in June, 1908, on the night of my gradua-
tion from Hampton High School that my father, 
John M. Burbank, told me he would send me and 
my sister to Rawlings Institute, in Charlottesville, 
Virginia, the next September to prepare to become 
teachers. 

"You know," he said, "there are today only three 
positions open for a woman: stenography, clerking in a 
store, and teaching; and, since I don't want a 
daughter of mine to be a stenographer in a man's 
office or a clerk in a store, the only employment for 
you is teaching. I shall be able to send you to 
college for only one year, because I must save 
enough to give the boys a profession. You will be 
able to complete your degree in summer school." 

It would never have occurred to me to oppose my 
father's wishes; yet, I wondered how I could be 
prepared to teach with only one year in college. 

"Do you think, Father, that I shall be able to get a 
position to teach here if I have only one year in 
college?" 

"Yes. Because of your record in Hampton High 
School, the School Board will give you a chance. 
They think you will be able to hold the job for one 
year on a special certificate; and, if you make good, 
you can go to summer school until you earn the 
professional certificate." 

I arose early the next morning. I had tossed without 
sleep all night. I had a feeling of insecurity. Was I the 
kind of person to be a teacher? Could I learn enough 
in one year of college to come back to my home-
town and teach in the high school? The re-
sponsibility of the position and my unpreparedness 
frightened me. It would be so much easier to be a 
secretary. There I should have only one boss, one 
person to please. But in teaching, I should be under 
the critical eye of the school administration, the 
parents, the students, the public. And I had always 
been sensitive to adverse criticism. How could I take it 
from so many sources? 

But my father's judgment had always ruled our 
household. If I ever asked advice or any permission 
of my mother, she would give me her opinion but 
would always conclude by saying, "I will ask your 
father." 

So I knew it was needless to disturb my mother 
about my anxiety. She had enough to be concerned 
about with the housekeeping, the sewing for the 
family, and the character-building of her children. 

After eating breakfast and doing the morning chores 
assigned me, I decided to walk down the end of my 
avenue to see my best school friend, Marion, who, 
too, had been graduated the night before. Marion 
lived in a lovely home at the end of Armistead

Avenue on Sunset Creek, a branch of Hampton 
Creek. But when I came to the junction of Armi-
stead and Victoria Avenues, I turned to my left to 
go down Victoria Avenue to the Yacht Club. Some-
how, I suddenly wanted to be alone. 

In 1908, Victoria Avenue was the wealthy residential 
section in Hampton. The houses, with the ornate 
trimmings and baroque towers of Victorian architec-
ture, were shaded by tall spreading magnolias and 
maples. The yards carpeted in rich green were dotted 
by rose bushes or hydrangeas without any pre-
conceived design. But the fragrance of the magnolias 
and the appearance of comfort and leisure made the 
avenue one of the most envied sections in the old 
town. And the elms planted on the outer edge of the 
paved sidewalks on either side of the avenue 
extended so high and curved so far over the street 
that they furnished a canopy for the late-afternoon 
riders in their coaches drawn by one or two prancing 
horses. 

This was a glorious morning: air, clean and fresh; 
sky, clear and blue; sun, bright and warm. Already I 
felt refreshed, invigorated. As I proceeded within a 
block of the Yacht Club, I heard the low drone 
coming from the McMinniman Crab Factory. I knew 
what that was — the Negroes singing their spirituals 
as they worked in the factory. This factory consisted 
of three long white buildings, built a little back from 
the shore to the left of the yacht house. Within each 
building were rows of table-benches extending the 
length of the building, and on either side of the 
table-benches were lower benches upon which sat 
the Negro women picking from the shells the 
luscious meat of the crabs. It always seemed strange 
to me that such an offensive odor could come from 
such a delectable food as that of the crab. This 
morning, however, the odor would not be too bad, 
since the southeast wind was blowing the odor from 
the Yacht Club. 

As I passed the long white buildings, I could see 
through the open doors and windows the squat, 
shapeless bodies of the women swaying in perfect 
rhythm with the slow moving melody of "Jacob's 
Ladder." I had always loved to hear them sing their 
spirituals. I lingered until they had sung three 
stanzas; "I Am Climbing Jacob's Ladder," "Sinner, 
Do You Love My Jesus?" "If You Love Him, Why 
Not Serve Him?" I then walked on to the club 
house and took a seat on the porch. 

Not a soul was near. I was glad. I wanted to 
think. 

To the north and south, Hampton Creek was active 
with the industry of fish and oyster and crab. The 
white fishing smacks, oyster yawls, and crab boats,



 4

with white sails raised and motors putting to give 
more speed, were darting in and out of one another's 
path, hurrying to their home port to relieve 
themselves of their heavy loads. Soft-crabbers, with 
their nets, and clammers, with their tongs, were 
searching on the sandbar and mudflats for the prize 
that would bring them good money. And a few 
tankers were disgorging oil into the waters, disregard-
ing the pollution to the sea denizens. 

A Sharp blast from a trumpet attracted my atten-
tion across the waters. There, on the opposite side of 
the creek, sprawled, over acres of green campus, the 
buildings   of   Hampton   Institute.  I  could hardly 
distinguish the buildings through the branches of 
willows that trailed down to touch the lawn or to 
tickle the waters that smacked against the breakwater. 
Although I could not see them, from the blast of the 
bugle, I imagined the students were preparing for 
drill. 

Above the trees extended the ivy-covered tower of 
the chapel, with a large clock face in each of the 
four walls. Within these walls the tower sheltered 
the chimes which played every day at noon and 
every evening at nine, two or three of the most 
beloved old hymns; and quite often "My Country, 
Tis of Thee," and every evening, at the close of the 
last hymn, "The Star Spangled Banner." Ever since 
I could remember, the chimes had had an emotional 
effect upon me. Even as a small child, when I was 
being warned by my mother that it was past 
bedtime, I would beg permission to stay up until  
the chimes played; and when I had gained 
permission, I could pray with more fervor "God 
bless Mommy." 

From this reflection, I was aroused by the strident 
voices of the Negro women in the factory shouting: 
"Go Down, Moses! Go Down, Moses!". Then the 
voices became so subdued that the words were in-
audible, but the mournful melody was moving. The

men, who were shucking oysters on the outside of 
the building, no longer able to restrain the music in 
their souls, joined the chorus, and their deep 
baritones and basses gave resonant volume to the 
women's voices. Thus the cacophonous stridence of 
the first "Go Down, Moses!" changed to a 
euphonious, pathetic appeal: "Let My People Go." 

Glancing at the clock, I saw that it was almost 
noon — time for me to hurry home to set the table 
for dinner. But something impelled me to sit there 
until the noon chimes should play. 

The clock struck one through twelve. A pause —— 
then the chimes: "My Faith Looks Up To Thee." A 
pause —— "How Firm A Foundation." I knew the 
words of both hymns and I fervently prayed them 
to the chime of each sweet bell. 

Yes, I could become a teacher. I had a strong faith 
in God who could use me as an instrument. How 
firm my foundation would become would be deter-
mined by my faith in my God and my faith in my-
self, his instrument. 

The summer passed quickly. 
In September, when I made out my schedule for 

the year at Rawlings Institute and carried it to the 
dean for approval, he advised me to cut it down, as 
it appeared to be too much to be accomplished in 
one year. But after I had explained my purpose to 
achieve two years' work in one year, the dean per-
mitted me to try it for the first semester. 

At the end of the first semester, my grades justi-
fied my attempt to continue my goal for the second 
semester. Consequently, at the end of the spring 
session, 1909, I had two years' college credit in 
English, Latin, French, history, and math. I shall 
always remember with deep appreciation those pro-
fessors from the University of Virginia, who taught 
at Rawlings Institute, for their invaluable help in 
guiding me in my studies. 

Mother, Virginia Brittingham Burbank Father, John M. Burbank, Sr. 
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III   INITIATION
The critical time had come. The next day, Sep-

tember 9, 1909, for the first time, I, at the age of 
nineteen, was to meet in Hampton High School my 
classes in ancient history, Latin, and English. A 
heavy course for a beginner: freshman English, 
sophomore history, and all four years of Latin — 
six classes a day. 

To be prepared in subject matter, I felt that I had 
done everything humanly possible. The history course 
I had patterned after that of my high school history 
teacher, Miss Mary Brinson, who was brilliant and 
fascinating. She never had a note before her. As she 
lectured, she outlined the important steps on the 
blackboard, and the students copied that outline. 
Following Shakespeare's advice in matters of cloth-
ing: "Costly the habit as thy purse can buy. . . .rich, 
not gaudy.. . . .For the apparel oft proclaims the man," 
she was always immaculately groomed and 
beautifully attired. So Miss Brinson was to be my 
model. 

At the beginning of summer, I had begun an in-
tensive review of Latin, writing all the exercises of 
the Latin grammar, and even writing the translations 
of Caesar, Cicero, and Virgil's Aeneid to save time 
in nightly preparation during the session of school. 
In my innocence, I had not discovered "ponies." 

Since I had always liked English and found it 
both easy and fascinating, I had few misgivings 
about it. Then, too, I was most fortunate to have as 
my adviser in the English department, Nellie E. 
Carr, whose name had become famous and will 
remain famous as long as memory can be carried 
by the children's children of Nellie Carr's students. 
Consequently, I was not surprised when Miss Carr 
took me, the novice, under her experienced wing. 

When I arrived at school early that first morning, 
I found Miss Carr, already ahead of me, coming 
out of the office with her keys. 

"Good morning," she greeted me before I could 
speak to her. "We are, indeed, fortunate to have 
you come into our school." 

"Oh, I do thank you so much for saying that. I am 
trembling all inside, I'm so frightened," I replied. 
Indeed, I had dreaded meeting the faculty. They 
were so much older and experienced that I had 
feared they would regard me as an intruder. I had 
been told that older teachers scorned the young 
ones, especially those who had not attended 
Farmville or one of the state education colleges. 

"The first day is always trying, but I am not 
afraid for you," encouraged Miss Carr. 

"Well, Miss Carr, if I can ever approach one-
tenth of the success you have had with your 
students, I shall be happy. Everyone loves the 
subject that you teach, and everybody loves you,"

 I replied. 
I found my key in the office, then proceeded to 

my room. I was glad that I should have forty fresh-
men instead of forty seniors in my homeroom. I 
could get adjusted to the younger students before 
braving the seniors. 

The 8:45 bell rang, and the students marched into 
the building to their respective rooms. It may have 
been the fact that this was the first day of school or 
that the teacher was young and had on a pretty dress 
that caused the students to sit so quiet in their seats 
while I was making the roll. The organization 
period was short, and I was thankful that nothing 
unforeseen had happened. 

But the test came in the first class period. I entered 
the room overflowing with students who had 
enrolled for ancient history. They were sitting two in 
a seat — many of them in the open windows, and 
some were standing along the wall at the back and at 
one side. At first glance I recognized the "problems" 
— a few of whom were older than I. The whole 
group had quizzical expressions. They were ready to 
take me for a ride. I knew it was now or never: I 
would either make or ruin my reputation. 

I stepped upon the platform so that I might be 
seen and heard by all. The whole class was talking. 

"Let me have your attention, please." A giggle 
from the group and a wisecrack from my cousin 
who was a popular athlete and nine months my 
senior. I stood firm and straight, looking them 
squarely in the face. 

"I want your attention, please." I got it. 
"I am not sure all of you will want this course, 

since it is elective; but I shall give you a brief 
outline of this course in ancient history so that, if 
you decide that it will not appeal to you, you may 
change quickly. In that case, you will not lose any 
time in whatever class you choose." 

Then, without giving them a chance to vocalize 
their opinion, I talked my way to the blackboard, 
which extended across the front the the room. 

Briefly I introduced the Egyptian, the Hebrew, 
the Assyrian, the Greek, and the Roman 
Civilization. 

So interested was I in my subject that I held the 
attention of the class without any conscious effort; 
and when the bell rang to close my first hour of 
teaching, I was surprised that the hour had seemed 
so short. When the class filed by me out of the 
door, I head my cousin remark under his breath to a 
buddy, "This ain't no class for me — too much 
work." "Thank heaven!'.' I thought. "That will be a 
relief." 

The next three classes were in Latin: one, three, 
and four respectively. Just by looking at these
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classes, I knew that the students were intelligent 
and ambitious. There would be no discipline problems 
here. My chief responsibility would be to know my 
subject and so teach it that the students would learn 
it. 

After an hour for lunch, I met my last two classes: 
English 1 and Latin 1. These, also, seemed to be 
composed of bright and happily disposed youngsters. 
So the day had not been too bad. 

As I passed down the hall, after dismissal, to go 
to the office to hang up my key, I overheard a 
group discussing me. One said, "Well, at least you 
can see she knows her subject, and that's more than 
we can say for some others." 

"Well," I thought, "that's the secret. I must be sure 
always to know my subject." And from that day on 
I slaved to know my subject. I read every available 
book, not only subjects that I could find in the high 
school library; but every Sunday evening, when I 
would go to Hampton Institute to hear the students 
sing their spirituals, I would go early enough to stop 
by the library to search for books to help me in my 
teaching. From this program it would appear that I 
had time for nothing but study. Although I was 
confined closely from Monday through Friday, I 
kept my weekends free for recreation and church. 
Because I was young, the students liked to have me 
chaperone the Friday night dance at the Yacht Club. 
Because I was interested in my church, I played the 
piano for the Sunday School, the organ for the 
morning service in church, and taught a woman's 
Bible Class. 

It wasn't long before the news got around that 
Annye B. meant business, that she wouldn't stand 
for any foolishness, but that she was going to make 
a good teacher. 

At the end of my first year, I was summoned to 
the superintendent's office. I dreaded the interview, 
but I knew it had to come. My superintendent, John 
M. Willis, had the reputation of getting the best 
teachers in the state at the lowest salaries. My salary 
had been the lowest all right — forty dollars a 
month, but I didn't know how I rated with him. 

The superintendent's office was in his home. 
Timidly I rang the bell on his front door; and, when 
he opened the door, his beady-black eyes pierced me 
to my very soul. 

"Come in Miss Burbank. Have a seat here." 
"Thank you, Mr. Willis." 
"Your principal has told me that you expect to 

attend Columbia University this summer." 
"Yes, Sir, I think I had better continue my studies 

each summer until I get the collegiate professional 
certificate that will qualify me permanently. The one 
I have now is only temporary and must be renewed 
from year to year." 

"I think that is certainly commendable. Now let

 me give you some advice." 
"Yes, Sir." My heart was racing. 
"The School Board and I have really been pleased 

with your achievement this first year." 
I was glad to hear that much because I knew that 

one member had strenuously objected to my appoint-
ment because of my youth and because of my only 
one year at college. 

"We have no fault to find with your preparation 
and presentation of subject matter," he continued. 
"That has been well done. But our chief criticism is 
with your method of discipline." 

Quickly recalling problem cases, I wondered what I 
had done wrong. 

"We believe you are too hasty in judgment and 
too severe in meting out the first penalty. You seem 
too intolerant. I believe you have used this procedure 
because you thought that, if you showed any 
leniency, the students would take advantage of you." 

"Yes, Sir, I think so. I was so afraid that I might 
have trouble with the discipline that I was deter-
mined to let the students see I meant business. In 
my student years I had had experience with both 
weak and strong disciplinarians. I had learned so 
much more under the strick disciplinarian that I 
hoped to achieve success through the same method." 

"Yes, I see your point, and with more experience 
you will be able to maintain high standards and yet 
ameliorate your rigidity in control." 

"I hope so. I should like to teach without feeling 
the strain of discipline." 

"Here is what I suggest. Instead of taking more 
Latin, English, or any other language, matriculate in 
the field of education and take a course in 
psychology and in methods of approach. That's what 
you need now. If you get a psychological 
understanding of the student, I am not concerned 
about the subject matter. You are well grounded in 
that. Indeed, I am glad to see you take pride in 
broadening your knowledge." 

"I shall be glad to follow your advice. I do want to 
be a successful teacher." 

"Come to see me when you return from Columbia 
and let me know how you get along." 

"Thank you, Sir. I will. Goodbye." 
During that summer of 1910, I roomed at Barnard 

Hall. Only twenty years old. I seemed an infant in 
the eyes of the older teachers at Columbia University 
and received a loving protection from them all. They 
escorted me to the best plays on Broadway, the 
concerts at the city stadium, and the important 
lectures at Columbia. I soon discovered I was major-
ing in New York City and minoring in 
psychology and language. 

Consequently, when my grades were mailed to 
my superintendent, my report showed the grades  
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in languages to be above ninety-five, but the grade 
in psychology to be only eighty-five. 

A few days after my return from Columbia, I went 
to see my superintendent. He was cordial but showed 
his disappointment at the eighty-five on psychology. 

"I see," he said, "that languages will be your 
favorite studies, but I hope you will continue to take 
courses in education. If you do as I say, you will 
become such a fine teacher that we won't be able to 
hold you here." 

"Oh, thank you, Mr. Willis. I hope to become a 
fine teacher." 

That summer of 1910 at Columbia proved to be 
almost disastrous for me. In September I was 
stricken with typhoid and for three months, I 
hovered between life and death. It was not until the 

second semester that I could return to teaching. One 
of the worst tragedies from the fever was the gray-
ing of my former brown hair. Gray at twenty! But 
the fever had not dulled my enthusiasm in teaching. 

During my convalescence, when I had time to read 
and reflect on the motivation of teaching, I chose 
for my motivating theme the words of Christ, when 
He said to his disciples: "I am come that you might 
live more abundantly." Therefore, to bring this pur-
pose to fruition, I spent my summers in colleges or 
universities in the United States or in traveling in 
Europe and the British Isles; in Egypt, the Holy 
Land, and Athens, so that I might bring to my 
classes new interests in their studies of English 
literature, the Greek humanities and philosophies, 
and the religions of the world.   

Annye B. Burbank, Age 3 
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IV  REDISCOVERY 

As soon as school closed in June, 1919, at the 
close of World War I, I seriously considered my 
future. First of all, I decided to start working con-
sistently toward my B.A. and M.A. degrees. Having 
enough credits in Latin and French to satisfy the 
language requirements, I decided to major in English 
and minor in philosophy and education to attain the 
Collegiate Professional Certificate. Since The College 
of William and Mary was only thirty-five miles 
distant, and was reputed to have excellent courses in 
English, I registered for the two summer sessions of 
six weeks each, and commuted from Hampton to 
Williamsburg every day by bus. 

I examined the courses in English and the names 
of the professors. A new name for summer school 
appeared: Dr. Grace Warren Landrum, Professor of 
English and Dean of Women: First Semester, 
"William Wordsworth"; Second Semester, "Robert 
Browning." To my friend sitting by me, a teacher 
from my town, I said, "I believe I'll sign for this 
course under Dr. Landrum. She has a reputation of 
being interesting." 

"Better skip it. The people who had her in the 
regular session said she was tough. Very few can 
make 'A' under her. A woman is always harder than 
a man," advised my friend. "If you take a course 
under Mr. Jebson, the only requirement for an 'A' is 
to laugh at his jokes. I think I'll take 'Victorian 
Literature' under him." 

"The grade doesn't bother me," I replied. "I want 
to get something from the content of the course; but, 
even more, I need inspiration from an inspiring 
professor. I can't stand being bored by a dull 
professor, even at the expense of an 'A'." The next 
day I walked in Dr. Landrum's English class. Only 
ten people were in the class. But the minute Dr. 
Landrum addressed the class, I knew I had made the 
right choice. 

During the first semester I learned that William 
Wordsworth, having suffered a tragedy through his 
love for Antoinnette Vallon while on his visit to 
France during the French Revolution, and being 
disappointed in the brutality and horror of the 
Revolution, for a period of two years, lost faith in 
God, in his fellowman, and in himself. But through 
his sister Dorothy, who herself was a lover of nature, 
and through his own communion with nature, in 
Southern England and in the Lake District, he 
rediscovered himself and God, and developed a love 
for all mankind. 

And before the course was over, I had rediscovered 
myself through Wordsworth's philosophy of 
transcendentalism: 

"And I have felt a presence that distrubs me

with the joy 
Of elevated thought; a sense sublime 
Of something far more deeply interfused, 
Whose dwelling is the light of the setting sun 
And the round ocean and the living air, 
And the blue sky, and in the mind of man: 
.................................Therefore am I still 
………………………………………………….. 
A lover............................of all that we behold 
From this green earth, ....................................... 
............................Well pleased to recognize 
In nature............the guardian of my heart, and 
soul Of all my moral being." 

With this reincarnation of spirit, I approached the 
second semester of that summer session with warm 
enthusiasm. Through our reciprocal intrepretations 
of poetry, Dr. Landrum and I became friends, and I 
anticipated a mutual sharing of the poetry of Robert 
Browning. 

As I had hoped, Robert Browning's philosophy of 
courage and optimism, his absolute faith in his 
religion, and his sympathy for and love of all man-
kind gave me a new outlook on life. I had ex-
perienced a spiritual renascence. I could look beyond 
the content of a course and its grades, A or C. No 
longer should I be concerned about a grade. It was 
really the inspiration and the spiritual ecstasy that 
mattered. No longer should my teaching be objective: 
to see that my students got the facts and could repeat 
them on tests and examinations. 

No, my teaching should become an art in sharing 
with my students the beautiful images and the 
spiritual inspiration of the great poets. Just as 
through the inspiration of my professor, I had been 
rescued from a depressive state and given a new 
aspect of life, so I might be able to inspire my high 
school students to appreciate the beauty in great 
writings and to understand the underlying 
philosophies that might sustain them through many 
difficulties. 

So I became a new instrument in teaching. 
A passionate lover of nature, I became a keen 

observer. Every form of tree and flower, every sun-
rise and sunset, every country roadside, and every 
waterfall took on new meaning. I could worship in 
my quiet little garden much more reverently than in 
my church, where often there were too many 
distractions for deep reflection. 

Immortality, which for so many years had been 
only a mystery to me, now seemed no more miracu-
lous than life itself. Each brown bulb I buried in the 
earth had a divine spark of life, I knew; con-
sequently, all through the cold winter, I anticipated 
its resurrection in the coming spring. 
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WORSHIP 
Not in tabernacle halls, 
Nor within cathedral walls 
Do I with God commune. 
No, there the Gothic arch, 
The rounded dome, and elongated walls, 
Blocked tight with heavily stained, opaque lights, 
Confine my soul, so that it is brought low 
To feed on man's infirmities. 
And there in my reflection of mankind, 
I lose all inspiration; 
And leave the building, feeling numb 
Of any exaltation for which I'd come. 
 
But then, dear God, to my own little nook, 
A quiet retreat on the edge of the woods, 
I return. And free again, I breathe deep 
Of thy vernal trees: the oaks, the pines, 
The gums, sweet and black. 
 
Not satisfied with that, 
I walk up to each, and with a gentle pat, 
Caress the mossy bark 
As far as hand can reach. 
 
My soul expands, distends, 
Transcends beyond the very highest tip 
Of the tallest oak or pine 
Into the blue of infinity. 
 
And then I feel the very heart of me 
Will burst in love of thee 
For the beauty of the tree. 
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V   A NEW CHALLENGE  

In 1921, I decided to change schools. The superin-
tendent of Hampton public schools retired that year, 
and the principal of Hampton High resigned to 
accept a position with the state. Consequently, when 
I learned I could make a better salary in Newport 
News, I resigned from Hampton to accept a 
position in Newport News. 

The first years at Newport High were hard years. 
The matter of adjustment was terrific. The principal, 
Fred M. Alexander, a zealot in the field of education 
and a disciple of Dewey and Counts, was fired with 
the ambition to make his school the outstanding 
secondary school in the state. 

This he did: not only by prodding his faculty to 
keep up-to-date in the theories of modern education 
and to attend summer schools and night classes to 
get all available information in content and method 
of approach; but by driving himself to the limit to 
set a worthy example both before the teachers and 
before the students. 

He had the faculty on the go. The building 
hummed with activity. Those teachers who held a 
Normal Professional Certificate of only two years' 
college training quickly attained the Collegiate Pro-
fessional, which signified four years of college train-
ing and the completion of the requirements for the 
B.A. or the B.S. degree. Then induced by the further 
increase in salary for the master's degree, many 
teachers attained the M.A. or the M.S. degree. And 
the principal, outdoing them all, secured his doc-
torate at Columbia University. 

His assistant principal, Lamar R. Stanely, was an 
intermediary genius between the aspirations of the 
principal, who demanded perfection, and the tearful 
tremblings of the teacher who was aspiring for 
success but could not reach perfection. He saved 
many a teacher, as well as many a student, through 
his genial inculcation into the discouraged indivi-
dual: "You are not so bad, after all." 

But these first years at Newport News were 
wonderful years for me. Every teacher had a 
definite purpose in teaching and took pride in his 
school. The superintendent of the public schools, 
Dr. Joseph H. Saunders, was the main inspiration in 
the whole school system. An expert in the field of 
education, he knew just what to do to make his 
schools superior. He had such perspicacity in 
judging minds and character that he always selected 
the best teachers, supervisors, and principals 
available. 

A genius in organization and leadership, he deve-

loped in his personnel a pride in the profession of 
teaching; and through his once-a-month Saturday 
morning meetings, he kept his teachers informed 
on local, state, and national problems. Moreover, 
through establishing the best salary scale in the 
state, he gave his teachers a sense of security. 

His talents, however, were not confined to his 
local schools. An ardent supporter of all education 
organizations, he influenced everyone in his 
schools to become a member not only in the 
Newport News Education Association but also in 
the state and the national associations. 

So familiar with the constitition and the parlia-
mentary laws of each organization was he that he 
could command the floor and disentangle any con-
fusion in business procedures. 

As a result of his professional attitude, the 
teachers were alert to the welfare of the student 
and to the self-improvement that they might render 
better service. 

Summer after summer and winter after winter, 
through summer school at The College of William 
and Mary and through its extension work at New-
port News in the winter evenings, I progressed 
toward my degrees. I continued my major in English 
under Dr. Landrum: Chaucer, Shakespeare, Spenser; 
and after I had achieved the M.A. degree, I con-
tinued to attend summer schools for inspiration 
from the professors in leading colleges and for 
further knowledge to make my classes more chal-
lenging to my students. 

So I became a part of this fine profession, in-
creasing in wisdom and in love for my students. 

 

A SPONSOR'S PRAYER 
My fears, dear God, each year increase tenfold, 
When I attempt this adolescent age 
To teach. Each mind, "receptive as a page, 
Records the image, whether dross or gold;" 
Inquisitive senses, confident and bold, 
Seek some ideal to emulate or gage —  
Some means to quell the appetites and rage 
Of passions — and misgivings manifold. 
 
Then teach me, Lord, that I may others teach; 
Give me the truth, that I may truth impart; 
Increase my knowledge, wisdom — faith! To each 
Add patience, love, and skill — the very art 
That shall inspire ambitious youths to reach — 
Perfection? Yes — in body, mind, and heart.   
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VI   THE HEART OF THE MATTER  

 
A. RACHEL WEEPING FOR HER CHILDREN 

CASE 1 
 
 

Gradually, I won the confidence of my students. 
They liked to gather in my room after school to talk 
on current topics or individual problems. Sometimes 
an individual would ask for a private conference. 
So I was not surprised when Jack addressed me in 
the corridor. 

"Miss Burbank, may I come up after school this 
afternoon to see you?" 

"Yes, I shall be free by 3:45." 
I wondered what Jack had on his mind. Im-

maculate in his grooming' and attired in the blue 
serge of excellent quality, Jack gave the appearance 
of a young Virginia gentleman. Yet, he was a queer 
combination of shyness, cynicism, and courtesy. At 
one time deadly serious in his work, at another time 
frivolous in serious problems, he proved to be an 
enigma to both the students and the teachers. 

At 3:30, all classes having been dismissed, I 
began to clear my desk. At 3:45 on the dot, Jack 
hestitated in the doorway. 

"Come in," I called. 
I was anxious to make friends with this boy. He 

was now in my college preparatory course. Ever 
since his entrance into the high school as a fresh-
man, he had been considered a problem child. His 
father's death, however, which had occurred the pre-
vious year, had shocked Jack; and for the present, at 
least, was having a sobering effect upon him. 

Framed in the doorway, Jack made an interesting 
study. He was of average height and rather slender. 
His dark brown hair was slickly combed, and his 
brown eyes reminded me of Edgar Allen Poe — a 
fusion of wistfulness, confusion, pathos. His mouth 
was too much compressed, suggesting cynicism, 
and his chin revealed weakness. 

"Pull up a chair, son; I am glad you have come. I 
hope we can get better acquainted," I said. 

"Yes, I do, too. You know you are the first 
teacher who has interested me in the language: in 
the art of speaking and writing. I am becoming more 
and more aware of my own mistakes and of the 
mistakes of others. I find myself becoming, perhaps, 
too critical of others. I become so engrossed in the 
mechanics of the language that I miss the content of 
what is being said. In fact, Mother says she is now 
afraid to speak around me." 

"Well, I am pleased that you are so conscious of 
the language, but go easy on making a display of 
yourself. People resent that. Seek to improve yourself, 
but never give offense to others." 

"I have  brought  with  me  my  paper that you 

returned yesterday. I have checked my errors. They 
were silly ones. But I am interested in what you 
wrote in the margin." He took the paper from his 
pocket, unfolded it, and passed it to me. 

"I know what is in the margin: 'This paper in-
dicates real ability; you show imagination, wit, ori-
ginality, and facility of expression. Work for more 
captivating introductions and more convincing end-
ings. One day you may be a journalist or a lawyer.'" 
I repeated. 

"Do you mean that?" asked Jack. "Strange, I have 
been debating whether to go into journalism or law. 
I think I should like to write if I might write as I 
think, but my father told me that one has to be too 
politic in writing. He thought I might make a good 
lawyer, because I have always enjoyed indulging in 
polemics." 

"Well, you still have time to decide. Maybe by 
the end of this, your senior year, you will be better 
able to decide." 

We sat there talking until late in the afternoon. I 
learned something of Jack's background. His mother 
was a good sport. She had always laughed at his 
pranks. She loved gay parties. She placed much 
stock in the F.F.V.'s. The cellar in his home was a 
game room; its cupboards were filled with favorite 
liquors and cigarettes of many brands. This informa-
tion gave substance to what I had heard whispered 
about this student: that he brought to school, in 
medicine bottles, whiskies by which he had enticed 
one or two bold students of his clique to the boys' 
lavatory where they had indulged in his samples, 
not enough to intoxicate them, but enough to stimu-
late mischief. 

Although Jack had adored his father, he knew 
that he had done many things to shock and dis-
appoint his father; but after his father's death, Jack 
vowed to turn over a new leaf, to bring only honor 
to the memory of his father. 

The months rolled by. Jack was present everyday 
and became more and more interested in his work. 
While he showed creative ability in writing and a 
superior intelligence in math and science, he de-
veloped an insatiate interest in history and literature. 
The teachers agreed that Jack had at last found 
himself. 

Easter holidays came. On the reopening of school 
on Tuesday Jack was absent. Everybody inquired, 
"What has happened to Jack? This is his first 
absence this year." 
When Jack  came to school on Wednesday and said 
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he had been sick, everybody believed him; for he 
looked as if he had. That afternoon, as I was 
getting ready to leave for home, I heard: "May I 
come in?" When I turned to face the door, there 
stood Jack. 

"Yes, come in, Jack. Tell me about yourself. I am 
sorry you were sick during the holidays." 

"I have come to make a confession. I just couldn't 
go home knowing I had lied to you. I didn't mind 
lying to others. But with you, it's different. You had 
faith in me. I wanted to keep your faith. Now, I 
know I can't keep your faith in me, unless I am 
honest with you." 

"Draw that chair here beside my desk and tell me 
what it's all about." 

"Not much to tell except that I figured, since I 
had been working steadily for so long, it couldn't be 
any harm for me to have some fun during the 
holiday. Since my club was having an after-Easter 
dance on Monday night, I took my best girl to the 
dance. When I entered the club, I had no intention 
to drink intoxicants; however, after a few dances, I 
was offered a drink and after that first taste, after 
months of abstinence, I continued one drink after 
another until I had to be carried home. One of my 
pals looked out for my date." 

"Jack, I had hoped you had developed enough 
will-power not to yield to intoxicants. Can't you see 
that this sort of conduct will lead to your undoing?" 

"Now, don't worry about me. There will never 
come a time when I can't stop. I shall indulge only 
on week-ends and holidays." 

"That's the same tale I have heard from others. 
No one intends to become an alcoholic; but, before 
he is aware of it, he has destroyed all willpower and 
has become a prey to his appetite. Consider your 
possibilities. You have the brain and the personality 
to become an excellent journalist or lawyer or 
whatever you choose to be. Do not destroy your 
chances in any one of these." 

"Well, I'll be able to manage that all right. Don't 
worry about me. I'll see you tomorrow." And with 
that, Jack left. 

The next morning Jack came to school, confident 
that he had himself under perfect control. And from 
outward appearances he had. His writing continued 
to excel that of his classmates. He gave evidence of 
sincere appreciation of the English poets, especially 
those of the Romantic period; and he became more 
discriminating in his diction. 

In June, Jack was graduated among the honor 
students. 

Summer's idleness proved demoralizing: car, 
whiskey, dances, girls. 

The next fall, on entering Davidson, however, 
Jack resolved to settle down and prepare himself 
for law. 

Meanwhile, after the death of my parents, I had 
built a small English cottage in the boulevard 
section of Hampton; and, living alone, I took 
special delight in cultivating a flower garden. 
Moreover, I kept my home open to my students — 
to be a place where they could feel free to come and 
where I often invited them in for dinner, or lunch, 
or sometimes for a little party. 

During the summer after Jack's first year at 
David-son, late one Saturday evening I was 
interrupted in my reading by the ringing of my 
telephone. On picking up the receiver, I heard 
Jack's voice; "I'd like to have a talk with you. May I 
come out to see you now?" 

"It is now ten-thirty. Where are you?" I asked. 
"At home." 
"All right, if you come right away." 
Jack could have reached my home in fifteen 

minutes. I watched the clock; eleven, eleven-thirty, 
twelve. Just as I arose to turn out the lights in my 
livingroom to retire, I heard a light knocking at the 
front door. 

After switching on the outdoor light, I opened the 
door. I was shocked; yes, distressed, too. Never be-
fore had Jack dared to come into my presence 
under the influence of alcohol. For the first time I 
was aware to what shamelessness Jack had sunk. At 
first I was inclined to tell him he couldn't come in. 
A thousand things rushed through my mind: I was 
alone; never before had I had contact with an in-
toxicated person; I was frightened. Should I call 
one of my brothers? Should I call the police? 

Then I thought of Jack's dead father and of his 
mother, who at that very time, perhaps, was 
anxiously waiting his coming. Suppose I should 
send him away? He might have an accident, driving 
his car in his condition; perhaps killing himself, or 
even worse, killing someone else. 

Having directed Jack to a seat on the davenport, I 
sat in a chair facing him. 

"I know you are surprised to see me like this. At 
first I was ashamed to come. But I just had to talk 
to somebody and I thought of you," said Jack. 

I decided to let Jack talk it out. . 
"Have you read tonight's paper?" 
I nodded, "Yes." 
"Did you read of Tilly's elopment?" 
Again I nodded. 
"Well, she was the girl that I had planned to 

marry. Ever since we were little children playing in 
neighboring yards, I have loved her. And her people 
didn't want her to marry him. They liked me." 

I had known of the family's objection to the boy, 
but I had not known the family's choice in Jack. I 
decided, however, no further to excite Jack by 
offering any opinions at that time. Over and over he 
repeated his story. Finally, when he seemed
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sober enough to drive his car, I suggested that he 
drive straight home, get some sleep, and then think 
over the situation when he could really rationalize. 

Not wanting to alarm his mother at that hour, I 
refrained from calling her until breakfast time. I 
felt relieved when she told me that Jack had gotten 
safely home. 

After a few days, Jack came to my home to apolo-
gize for his conduct. Under his arm he held a 
volume of Browning's poems; in his hand he held a 
dozen red roses. 

"I have brought you these. I know you love red 
roses, and I thought you might like this volume of 
Browning." 

"Surely," I thought, "this boy must not go to 
waste. He is generous,—and a Lord Chesterfield 
when sober." 

"They are both lovely. It was sweet of you to 
bring them to me. Take a seat in the sun-parlor 
while I arrange these roses in a suitable vase." 

Returning with the vase of roses and placing it on 
a table where we could see the roses, I said, "Now, 
son, let's talk seriously about your future. I am 
worried about you. You remember you once told 
me that I should never have to worry about you, 
that you would always be able to control your 
desire for drinking. Has that proved true?" 

For a moment Jack sat silent. Then burying his 
face in his hands to hide his tears, he confessed: "I 
am helpless. I have no will over my desire." 

"Well, now let's reason this out. This appetite is a 
sickness. Why not go to a hospital and take 
treatments under the care of a physician who knows 
what to do to help you?" 

"Oh, no! That would be a sign of weakness. If I 
am ever to be cured, I must cure myself through my 
own will." 

Knowing that persuasion would be futile, I directed 
his attention to the consideration of studying law at 
the college of William and Mary. His reaction to 
this study was favorable; and, after promising to let 
me know his decision, he left, his countenance, in 
its pathos, resembling more and more that of Poe. 

During that summer I was winding up my work 
on my Master's degree at William and Mary, so that 
I might receive my degree at the presentation of 
diplomas at the end of summer school. I had passed 
the orals, and the Dissertation Committee had ac-
cepted my thesis. 

On this Monday morning in August, I had arisen 
early to catch the seven a.m. bus from Newport 
News to Williamsburg that would give me sufficient 
time to take my final written examination at eight-
thirty a.m. 

About six a.m. my phone rang. It was Jack. 
"Miss Burbank, I am driving to William and Mary 

this morning to enroll for next year's sophomore

classes in preparation for my studies in law. I know 
you are commuting this summer. Should you like 
for me to come for you? I should like to have a 
chance to talk over my plans with you." 

"Jack, I am now getting ready to take the seven 
o'clock bus from Newport News, which will get me 
in Williamsburg about eight o'clock. That will give 
me time to catch my breath before I have to take 
my final written examination for my M.A. at eight-
thirty." 

"I can get you there by eight and can save you 
from all those stops for commuters." 

"That means you must get here at my home by 
six-thirty. Where are you now?" I asked. 

"At home. I'll be right down," Jack promised. 
Without giving me time to accept or reject his 

invitation, Jack hung up. I recalled one other time 
when he had said he was at home; and to my 
sorrow, he had not been there. I swallowed my 
breakfast, arranged materials in my bag; put on my 
hat and gloves, and waited. 

Six-thirty. No Jack. What to do? 
Since I had just missed the Hampton bus to New-

port News, it was too late for me to catch the bus 
for Williamsburg. I called another former student 
who was commuting every day to William and Mary 
for his eight-thirty class. 

"Yes, Miss Burbank, I am ready to leave now 
and I'll be right down." 

I went to my front door to wait. Simultaneously, 
Jack and George arrived. George reached me first 
and said, "You had better go with me." Jack 
followed closely, looking dubious, on seeing George. 

"How come you're here?" he asked George. 
"When you were not here at six-thirty, Jack, I 

became alarmed and called George to get me to my 
examination on time," I said. "Go into the bath-
room and wash your face and comb your hair. I've 
never seen you so disheveled." 

"Come on with me, Miss Burbank," said George. 
"I think you will be safer." 
"Thank you, son. I am in a quandary. He called 

to say he wanted to take me this morning because 
he wanted to discuss his plans for enrolling at 
William and Mary this morning for next year's 
entrance there. He needs so much help that I think 
I had better go with him. He seems sober. You 
think he's sober, don't you?" 

"Well, he's not staggering, but I fear his hang-
over." 

The washed face and the combed hair had re-
freshed Jack enough for me to take a chance. So, 
apologizing to George and thanking him for his 
kindness, I took my chance with Jack. 

Why was it I could never learn to take Jack's 
word with a grain of salt and rationalize in such 
situations, rather than to make decisions in pity  
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and hope that this time might be his turning point? 

Instead of taking the highway, which was the 
shortest route, to my surprise, Jack drove through 
Newport News. When he came to a drugstore, he 
excused himself to go in. When he came back to 
the car, he had a bottle of milk in his left hand. 

"This is my breakfast. Now, don't be alarmed. I'll 
not lose a minute. 

"Your breakfast? You said you were at home. Why 
didn't you get it there?" 

"Lord, Miss Burbank, I haven't been home for a 
week. Don't worry though. I'll get you there on 
time." 

So that was why Jack's mother had called me on 
two occasions to know whether Jack was at my 
home. 

"Now listen, Jack. Stop racing. I'd rather be a 
little late in one piece than to be scattered over this 
road." 

"Nothing to worry about. This jalopy is reliable." 
"But are you?" I wondered to myself. 
"You know, Miss Burbank, you can't believe what 

these garage people tell you. Six months ago, a man 
at a gas station told me I needed a left back tire, 
that a large blister in the tube was likely to burst 
any time. I've been driving on it day and night, and 
nothing's happened. So I just don't pay any 
attention to them." 

By the palpitation of my heart, I knew my blood 
pressure was rising. I had given up all thought of 
the examination and began to plan for the blowout. 
I hoped I would not be left a cripple. Death was 
preferable to that. I had hospitalization and life 
insurance sufficient to save me from having to call 
on my people for financial aid. But what a thought! 
I had been preparing myself to have a happier life 
with my students, not to die! "Dear Lord, take care 
of us," I prayed. And so He did. 

At eight-fifteen, at the corner of Boundary Street 
and Jamestown Road, Jack put on the brakes and 
skidded three yards to a stop. I didn't even wait for 
him to get out the car and come around to my side 
to open the door for me. In seconds my feet were 
on the ground and I was still hanging on to my bag. 
How good it is to find yourself alive, after thinking 
death to be inevitable! 

In spite of extreme tension, I quickly thanked 
Jack for the transportation and headed for my 
examination room. 

"Meet me here at 12:30!" yelled Jack, "and I'll 
take you home." 

Oh, boy! I'd had enough. I had really learned my 
lesson. Never again would I be caught in such a 
situation. 

My three-hour exam would end at eleven-thirty. 
There would be a noon bus for Newport News. I 
knew what was best for me. 

 
The examination was completed and passed in 

without incident. 
"You seem awfully subdued today, Miss Burbank. 

Did the examination seem difficult?" asked my pro-
fessor of English. 

"Oh, no, Sir, it's just the kind I like. It made me 
think but caused no fear. Perhaps I am more tired 
than usual, but after a lunch and a nap at home, I'll 
be all right. Thanks for the inspiration you've given 
me. I'll see you at graduation. Goodbye." 

"Goodbye and the best of luck," he replied. 
Having arrived at home about one-thirty p.m., I 

ate a simple lunch and then retired for my usual 
afternoon nap. 

Later in the afternoon, I went out into my garden 
where I could usually shake the "cobwebs" from 
my brain. Not long had I been there before Jack 
rode up in his car. 

"What happened to you? I waited and waited," 
said Jack; "and, when you had not shown up by 
three o'clock, I started for home. But I couldn't go 
home until I knew you had gotten to your home." 

"Jack, I didn't want to hurt your feelings by 
telling you I was afraid to travel with you. So, 
after my exam, I took the noon bus for home. 
Now, Jack, please go to your home and try to 
explain to your mother what you have been doing. 
She is worried about you. And, Jack, please take 
time to consider what you are doing to yourself, to 
your mother, and to your friends. Did you see the 
Dean?" 

"Yes, but I think I went at the wrong time. He 
knew I was getting over a drinking spree. I don't 
have a chance." 

Some time elapsed before I saw Jack again. I had 
heard many rumors, however, about him—that he 
was going from bad to worse. 

One Sunday afternoon while I was sitting in my 
garden back of the house, I was surprised and hurt 
when I saw Jack weaving his way toward me, hold-
ing an unusually large watermelon in his arms. 

"Put this melon on ice. I'll come back in a few 
days and eat a piece with your Next week I'll be in 
the army." 

"Come, sit down a while. I haven't seen you for a 
long time. What have you been doing?" I asked. 

"Nothing, as usual. I'll see you soon. I'm on my 
way home now—haven't been there for three days," 
and he turned to weave his way back to his car. 
How he ever managed to drive his car without 
having an accident, I could never fathom. 

So the Draft had finally gotten him. But I knew 
that Jack had too far degenerated for the army to 
help him. Drink had already burnt him out. 

Not long had Jack been in the army before he was 
discharged from service. He could hold no job in 
civilian life. Only through his mother's indulgence 



 15 

could he survive; and at her death, his brother, 
hoping for Jack's restoration to health, had him 
placed in a hospital for alcoholics. I never saw Jack 
again. His over-pressured heart gave way, and he 

succumbed—succumbed to the adversary which, in 
the beginning of his temptations, Jack thought he 
could control. 

"0 what a noble mind is here o'erthrown!" I wept. 
 

 

  
The year, 1940, was one of the highlights in my 

career of teaching. The students excelled in back-
ground and abilities and proved a real challenge for 
superior teaching. Since they had chosen their 
careers, they were ambitious to make the most of 
the high school curricula in order to be able to excel 
in their college work. 

At a table close to my desk sat six boys, the 
brightest and the finest any teacher could wish to 
teach. Hewins and Howe were going to study to be 
engineers; Matterson, a doctor; Straus, a lawyer; 
O'Conner, a diplomat; Wray, a chemist. They were 
real buddies. At peace with the world and secure in 
their well-provided homes and loving parents, they 
seemed not to have any serious problems, and 
looked optimistically upon the future. 

Frequently would the six boys stop by 309 in the 
afternoon or come to my home sometime over the 
weekend to chat on the news of the year or on their 
ambitions or on their preferred colleges. It was a 
particularly congenial group—always laughing and 
joking or entering into genial discussions. There 
was friendly competition in the group, but each 
seemed happy at another's success. Since Wray had 
made straight A's on all his subjects, it was conceded 
by the group that Wray would be the valedictorian 
of the class. Then it was anybody's bet as to who 
would win the second and third honors. But the 
group was shocked when the administration 
announced a new policy for honor graduates; that 
the first three honor students must have entered 
Newport News High School in their freshman year 
and must have had four full years' attendance. This 
was, indeed, a surprise for the whole senior class, 
but a blow for Wray. He had entered Newport News 
High in his sophomore year and had maintained 
straight A's in all his subjects during his three years 
at Newport News High. His parents came to protest, 
but to no avail. 

Although Wray gave no evidence of open rebellion 
and continued his excellent work in his classes, the 
boys said his whole attitude had changed and that 
he was deeply rebellious within; yet to his teachers 
he was feigning indifference to the policy of honors. 

In the press and at the graduation exercises, it 
was explained that Wray had the highest average, 
but that the new ruling prohibited his being vale-
dictorian of the class. Having been chosen one of 
the speakers on the graduation program by the 

faculty, he so excelled the other student speakers 
that the audience gave him an ovation; and every-
one left the auditorium feeling it was a pity Wray 
had not received first honor. 

During the summer Wray frequently stopped by 
my home for a chat—sometimes alone, sometimes 
with a girl, sometimes with his high school pals. 
Never did he intimate that he held any bitterness in 
his disappointment at graduation. I was disturbed, 
however, when I heard that during the summer he 
had begun to find solace in drinking. 

September came. Wray entered the College of 
William and Mary in high spirits. His entrance 
examinations placed him in the highest section of 
his classes. This meant he would be placed under 
the most challenging professors. One of the most 
brilliant professors of English, recognizing Wray's 
ability, invited him along with other students to his 
home for "bull" sessions. Things looked bright for 
Wray. When the fraternity rush was over, Wray, 
having been given several bids, was initiated into 
one of his choice. I began to hope that he had for-
gotten his disappointment at high school and would 
make a brilliant record at college. 

Since William and Mary was my Alma Mater, I 
frequently made visits there over the week-ends or 
in the summer and would always inquire about my 
former students' work in English. Fully expecting a 
favorable reply to my inquiry about Wray's English I 
was shocked at the report. 

"Good morning, Miss Burbank. Wray told me you 
were his English teacher last year at Newport 
News." 

"Yes, he is one of the best students I've had. He 
ought to do excellent work with you because you 
can really challenge him." 

"I am glad you have come, Miss Burbank. I want 
to ask you some things about the boy." 

"I do hope he is doing well," I hopefully added. 
"No, that's the trouble. Strange case, his." 
"What do you mean?" 
"Well, he gives brilliant discussions in class; and 

when he comes to my home for 'bull sessions', he 
outsmarts them all. He has a sensitive nature and 
loves good music, poetry, and philosophy, and reads 
far beyond his class." 

"Yes, I know; he was like that in my class. He 
made the highest I.Q. in the last year's senior 
class."

CASE 2 



 16 

 
 
"But explain this to me," requested Dr. Rowe. 

"Why doesn't he make any effort to answer the 
questions on his tests? I am positive he knows the 
answers, because he has discussed the same topics 
in class and with me in conference. On his first 
quiz he answered only three questions out of ten, 
and on the second test only one. When I asked him 
why he answered only three on the first quiz, he 
merely shrugged his shoulders and gave no explana-
tion. A day or two after that, when he came to my 
office, I thought he would bring up the subject, but 
he didn't; so I didn't either." 

"Then when he answered only one question on 
the second quiz, I sent for him to come to my office. 
When he came, I said to him, 'Wray, you owe me 
some kind of explanation. It's ridiculous for you to 
hand in practically a blank paper when I know you 
could make an "A" if you would only write what 
you know.'" 

"What did he say to that?" I asked. 
"He mumbled, 'Grades don't mean anything,' and 

that's all I could get out of him." 
"Then my fears have become a reality." I then 

explained to Dr. Rowe what effect Wray's disappoint-
ment at graduation had had upon him. "But it seems 
to me that one of his intelligence wouldn't 
deliberately throw away his chances and accept 
failure," I said. 

"No; and when I asked his other professors about 
his reactions to their tests, I discovered he was 
doing the same for them. Since they didn't know 
Wray as well as I, they assumed he just didn't know 
the subject," said Dr. Rowe. 

"Well, Dr. Rowe, see what you can do for the 
boy. He has great admiration for you. Perhaps you 
can show him his folly. I'll try, too. I'll talk with 
him when he comes by home again," I concluded, 
and bidding goodbye to Dr. Rowe, walked away. 

It wasn't long. Wray came to see me the next 
week-end. When he came in, I detected the odor of 
alcohol, although he appeared and talked as if 
perfectly sober. 

"Well, well, I am certainly glad to see you. It's 
been some time since we have had a chat. Have a 
seat, son, and tell me what's going on." 

"Well, not much to tell you. Dr. Rowe is the best 
professor at the college." 

"You probably think that because you are partial 
to his subject. I am a great admirer of him myself, 
but I think you have other excellent professors, too; 
especially in philosophy and in history," I said. 

"Yes, they are all good, and I like especially 
philosophy; but Dr. Rowe takes a more personal 
interest in me," Wray said. 

"He is personally interested in you. When I was at 
the college last week-end, he was very much

 
 
concerned about you—said you deliberately failed 
quizzes and exams. Why do you do that?" 

"After I was gipped out of that honor at high 
school, I determined nobody should cheat me again. 
At William and Mary I became fascinated with my 
work. I was aware that if I wrote all I knew on the 
tests, I would make "A" grades. Then everybody 
would expect to see me elected to Phi Beta Kappa. I 
was afraid something might arise to prevent my 
election, and I didn't want another such disappoint-
ment as I had at high school. I have gotten what I 
went to college for—knowledge; the grade doesn't 
mean anything to me," explained Wray. 

"Yes, but the college won't permit you to stay 
unless you keep a certain average. Listen, Wray you 
can't afford to defy the world's evaluation of grades. 
Don't dwell on the past, son; think of your future. 
Think of your parents who placed such high hopes 
in you. Think of your own home that some day you 
will want to establish. Are you going to throw away 
your whole life because of one disappointment? 
Life is full of disappointments, surprises, successes; 
but it all adds up in a positive way for us. 'See all of 
life, nor be afraid.'" 

I watched Wray go down the walk and out into 
the street to catch the bus for his home. "Dear 
God," I prayed, "Save this boy from his petty 
notions. Help him to find his way." 

Wray drifted through the rest of his freshman 
year, reading avidly history, philosophy, literature, 
science, but ignoring grades. Realizing the boy's 
capability and hoping for a better adjustment in his 
sophomore year, the college permitted him to return 
the next fall. 

During his second year Wray was drafted into the 
army. Had his grades indicated his intelligence, he 
might have been deferred until he had gotten his 
degree. 

His drinking had now become a habit, and he 
seemed to have lost all ambition. Hence, it was 
immaterial to him what the army did to him. It did 
not take the army long to discover that Wray was an 
alcoholic. He was so anemic that the simplest 
exercises produced exhaustion. After he had been 
hospitalized for observation, his diagnosis proved 
ulcers of the stomach; and after several months of 
treatment, he was given a discharge from the army. 

Soon after his discharge he came to my home one 
evening to tell me what happened. Although he was 
an object of pity, I dared not let him suspect I 
thought so. I knew he would scorn pity. 

"Hello there! I am glad to see you. Come in," I 
greeted him. 

"Thanks. How have you been? It's been a long 
time since I have seen you," he said. 
"Yes, quite a few months. I've been fine. I hope you 
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have found the army agreeable," I replied. 
"The army is all right. The trouble is with me. 

Discovering I had ulcers, the army decided I was 
more of a hindrance than a help and gave me an 
honorable discharge." 

Could this be the same boy I had known two 
years ago? Emaciated in body, sallow of complexion, 
bent in stature, and broken in spirit—stood the once 
stalworth, ambitious student. I could have wept, but I 
maintained my calm. 

Let's take seats in the sun-parlor. Now, tell me 
your plans." 

"I shall return to William and Mary on my G.I. 
rights." 

"Are you returning simply because you can live 
there on Uncle Sam for a year or two, or are you 
going back with the determination to get a degree." 

"I'll get something out of it, even if I don't get a 
degree." 

"Wray, how distorted you have permitted your 
mind to grow! When you were in high school, you 
showed such good judgment in your decisions. Now 
you seem so embittered in your prejudice that you 
have lost your good judgment. You and the boys 
had happy times both in and out of school. Do you 
ever see any of the boys?" 

"No, they are all scattered now: some in training; 
some deferred in college; but they are all getting 
ahead. I heard Howe is in some secret atomic re-
search." 

"Doesn't their success challenge you to do some-
thing with your good brain?" 

"No, that old ambition is gone now. Perhaps I can 
recapture my eagerness to learn when I get back to 
Dr. Rowe." 

"I hope so. Bury the past. Turn over a new leaf 
and build for the future." 

After Wray had been at William and Mary a few 
months, I went up to see Dr. Rowe to inquire about 
Wray. 

"Wray is hopeless. His case is now pathological. I 
expect him to drop from college at any time now," 
said Dr. Rowe. 

True to prediction, in another month Wray left 
college, never to return. He visited me to tell me he 
had to return to the hospital to be treated for ulcers. 

"Do everything the doctor tells you to do. Try to 
get really well and then get a job somewhere. You 
need physical work to give you exercise. There is 
no use to return to college. There you lead too 
inactive a life and spend too much time in idleness. 
What you need now is not mental work, but some 
light labor out doors in the fresh air—like garden-
ing." 

That was the last time Wray came to see me. 

Several months later, near the last of May, while I 
was awaiting on the corner of Thirty-second Street 
and Washington Avenue for the Boulevard bus to 
take me home, I saw a young man on the opposite 
side of the street, staggering down the avenue. A 
sad figure he was: body, pitifully thin and stooped; 
clothing, shabby and wrinkled; shoes, worn and un-
polished. Although I did not see his face, I knew it 
was Wray. Needless to say, I could see that he was 
going from bad to worse; and in my grief, I won-
dered what his end would be. 

What a wreck a few years had made of him! I 
could not help comparing him with his former self 
in high school and with the other young men who 
sat at his table in my English class and were now 
establishing good names for themselves. 

My bus finally came. I got on and took a seat on 
the left side, hoping to catch another glimpse of 
Wray. Suddenly the sirens of police cars were 
screaming terror. A crowd was gathering in the 
street. The bus pulled to the curb and stopped at the 
corner of Twenty-eighth Street. I got off. Something 
told me it was Wray. I had difficulty in making my 
way through the crowd across the street. 

Yes, there he was—being lifted upon a stretcher— 
dead. 

Some of the crowd were saying: "What a pity! 
What a pity!" Some stood shocked. A few were 
openly crying at the wretched spectacle. 

"Does anyone know who he is?" a policeman 
asked. "I can't find any identification." 

"Yes, officer, I do," I said. "Let the ambulance 
take the body to the Peninsula Funeral Home, and 
you take me to tell his mother, please." 

On our way, the officer told me that Wray, dis-
regarding the pedestrian stop-sign, continued stag-
gering into the street and was struck by an auto-
mobile. 

After I had left Wray's mother in her distress, a 
recurring agony obsessed me. This dear boy, pos-
sessing superior intelligence, had not the wisdom to 
cast aside his first disappointment and strive for 
attainments worthy of his precious endowment. All 
his bright prospects, buried in his bitterness, lost not 
only to himself but also to society! 

I took the Boulevard bus for home. When I 
reached Chesapeake Avenue, the waterfront of Chesa-
peake Bay, I was aroused from my reverie of Wray's 
mispent youth by the angry-looking clouds hanging 
over the Bay and threatening a severe storm. The 
sun was setting on the James River, casting its 
reflected fiery rays far enough to penetrate the 
black curtain in suspended red ribbons. Finally, the 
clouds absorbing the fading reds changed into a 
gray canopy that gently released the spring showers.   
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Dear God, 
With livid streaks 
Of sunset red, black clouds, 
Amassed by angry winds, forewarn 
A storm. 

Grave doubt 
Assails. "Is this 
A sign of nemesis 
For man's neglect of thy commands?' 
I ask. 

And then 
A gray pall falls 
To cover angry reds. 
"Jerusalem, Jerusalem!" 
I pray; 
 
"Once more  
Forgive." The wrath 
Of red and pain of gray 
Dissolved into a gentle rain 
Like pity. 
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B. RACHEL REJOICING IN HER CHILDREN  

Magazines, papers, radios, television—every means 
of public communication—warned the public that 
delinquency of youth was on the increase. 

"That may be true according to statistics," I

thought; "But I should like to impress the public 
with the courage of the vast majority of our youth 
who, in spite of the moral decay in our adult society, 
have high ideals and the stamina to achieve them." 

 

  

Marilyn was a pretty blond, sixteen years of age. She 
gave evidence of being a very capable girl; but, because 
of her irregularity in attendance, she had difficulty in 
keeping up with her school work. One afternoon when 
she came into my room to make up some work, she 
dropped languidly into a chair and took from her 
briefcase paper and pen in preparation for a test. 

"You look tired this afternoon, Marilyn. Do you 
feel like taking the test today?" 

"Oh, Miss Burbank, I think I shall be equally tired 
every afternoon. I had better take the test now. I may 
feel worse tomorrow." 

"It is a pity you have to miss so much time. When 
you are present, you give promise of doing superior 
work; but your periodic absences militate against your 
making a good record. Can you do anything to improve 
your attendance?" 

"I am afraid not. I am having an awful time trying 
to keep up with things at home and work at school." 

"At home? Is your mother ill?" 
"Didn't you know that my mother had deserted 

us?" 
"No, my dear, I didn't." 
"I thought everybody knew that. I feel so 

humiliated that I hate to come to school, Miss 
Burbank." 

"I am, indeed, sorry to hear this," I said. "How in 
the world could a mother leave such a lovely 
daughter as you are, and just when you need her 
most?" 

"And the worst part of it was that she left Daddy 
and me both sick in bed with the flu. If it hadn't been 
for neighbors, we really would have suffered. But we 
are getting along all right now," said Marilyn. 

"Are you the only child?" I asked. 
"No, I have a younger brother in the elementary 

school. Every morning after I get Daddy off to work, I 
prepare breakfast for my brother and me. Then after 
washing the dishes and straightening up the house, I 
have very little time to get ready for school. Believe 
me, I have to hustle." 

"You are certainly a fine daughter and sister," I 
said. 

"I have the most wonderful father in the world," 
said Marilyn. "He would grant my brother and me 
every wish we made, if he could. And we love him 
as much as he loves us. I shall always do everything I 
can for my father. But my mother—oh, how she has 
hurt us! Do you know she has never written me a 
line or sent me any message? Not even at Christmas 
did she send my brother or me a card. And that 
hurts, Miss Burbank; that hurts." 

"Well, Marilyn, you are doing a noble work. 
Cherish the love of your father, and continue to be 
both mother and sister to your brother. Your reward 
will come later. It is bound to come to one like you," 
I said. 

"Oh, yes, I know it will. As soon as I am graduated 
in June, I am going to marry Bill, and we are going to 
make our home with Dad and Brother. I shall not 
work because I want to make a good home for the 
three people I love most." 

"It is wonderful, Marilyn, to hear you talk with 
such devotion to your family." 

"Did you know, Miss Burbank, that Ranny in your 
D period class is the son of the man that deserted his 
family for my mother?" 

"I have heard of Ranny's father, but not of your 
mother's connection in the case." 

"Ranny is courageous too. He is as loyal to his 
mother as I am to my father. And he is going to 
study for the ministry just as he has always planned. 
His church will stand behind him because the people 
have such confidence in him." 

Glancing at the clock, Marilyn saw that it was 
nearly four, the hour when her father would stop 
work at the shipyard and go home. 

"I must hurry home now. I can't take the test 
today—perhaps tomorrow. Daddy likes to have an 
early dinner so that he can have a long evening for 
relaxation." 

As Marilyn was leaving the room, I thought: "We 
talk of the delinquent youth. What irony! We need 
to talk more of the delinquency of adults and the 
heroism of youth." 

 

  

At a table to the right of my desk sat a very tall 
boy, Nelson Rutherford, a head taller than the other

students at his table. His height, however, was not 
the chief object of attraction. The tired, yet kindly  
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expression of his face and the gentility of his 
manner set him apart from his classmates. 

Shy and reticent, he seldom volunteered an answer 
or opinion in class. Consequently, his real ability 
was not recognized until he was given written 
assignments. In the art of describing, he proved a 
genius in selecting the magic word to record the 
exact image of what he had observed. While I was 
returning corrected assignments in description to 
the class, I said, "Nelson, you have painted in 
words a beautiful picture of the Ohio. I should like 
to sit on its banks and watch the changes of the 
waters as you have described them. Perhaps you 
would like to read your description to the class." 

Noticing his embarrassment, I addressed the class: 
"Should you like to hear a really good theme?" 
When all exclaimed in the affirmative, I took the 
paper and read it to the class. I knew by their silent 
attention that the students were interested, and 
when I had finished reading, the whole class 
applauded. 

"Now, class, you can see what good writing does. 
It attracts an audience." 

When I returned the paper to him, I asked Nelson 
to stop by my room after dismissal. 

He came in—tall, lank, head lowered. 
"You know, son, you have a real talent in writing. 

Have you thought of making writing your career?" 
"No, I like all my subjects and get along quite 

well in all." 
"I should judge that, from your general attitude 

toward school." 
"If I had more time for school work I could get 

much better grades, but I am kept so busy at home 
that often I have to neglect my assignments." 

"That's too bad. Just what kind of work do you do 
at home?" 

"Well, since my father left us, Mother hasn't been 
very well; and my brother and I, after delivering 
morning and afternoon papers, do practically all the 
housework." 

"Then you do have a hard day. I think what you 
accomplish in school, in addition to your responsi-
bilities at home, is remarkable. Now, do not get 
discouraged. There will be many openings in scholar-
ships and work for a boy of your talent, if you want 
to go to college." 

"I hope to go to William and Mary. I know I shall 
need a scholarship and any kind of work I can get to 
be able to stay in college. I must go now to deliver 
my papers. I'll see you tomorrow. Thank you for 
encouraging me." 

Upon investigation, I discovered that, since the 
father's desertion of his family, the mother had 
periodic spells of melancholia and had to be sent to 
a hospital for recovery. During her absence and her 
convalescence at home, the two sons had to work to 
meet the expenses, besides doing all the housework. 

The summer after Nelson's graduation from high 
school, his mother died. Both of her sons were 
ambitious: the younger hoped to become a minister; 
and Nelson, although he had not definitely decided 
upon his career, had an idea that he might like to 
teach. 

A local church sponsored the younger boy; and, 
through scholarships and a job in the dining room, 
Nelson was able to support himself during his 
freshman year at William and Mary. 

It was not long before the professors discovered 
Nelson's talent in writing. He was employed by 
several professors to correct themes. He contributed 
poems and articles to the college paper and the 
magazine. And before the freshman year was over, 
Nelson decided to major in English and to prepare 
himself to become a professor of English. Because 
of his natural inclination toward English and his 
capacity for hard, continuous work, Nelson was able 
to maintain his scholarship and outside work during 
his four years at William and Mary. Having gained 
self-confidence through his academic success and 
the encouragement of his professors, he came out of 
his reticence and shyness and engaged in the 
activities of the college. Through these associations, 
he became a well-adjusted person and made many 
friends. 

Because he had made a brilliant record in 
achieving his B.A. degree, Nelson was initiated into 
Phi Beta Kappa, Alpha Chapter of Virginia. At his 
graduation he was given a scholarship and a fellow-
ship to Columbia University. There he achieved the 
M.A. and the Ph. D. degrees. Now he is a professor 
of English at one of our eastern colleges and is 
establishing a name for himself. 

Juvenile delinquency? Not in this case, I never 
did hear what had become of the father. 

 

  

Her eyes were red from weeping. Strange — 
Dianne Ridgeway crying on Baccalaureate night. She 
was always the gay one. In homeroom she had been 
the spirit of initiative. Charitable in her judgment of 
her fellow students, she could propel her

classmates through any school project or homeroom 
program. She had been head-cheerleader at all school 
sports. She had just received the most coveted letter 
of all the school awards — "School Spirit." And she 
was graduating among the honor students. This  

CASES 
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should be her gala week. 
She managed to march down the aisle with her 

classmates to the seats in the front center section 
without betraying her emotions; but when the choir 
began to sing, she, unobserved, brushed away the 
tears that inadvertantly overflowed. She soon recover-
ed her composure, however, and sustained it until 
the minister in his sermon to the graduates 
announced his text: "The Need of Love in Our 
World." Then I observed that the discourse on the 
theme was most trying for Dianne. She had too 
much pride to break down and cry before the public, 
but the mobile features of her face displayed un-
usual strain. 

The sermon ended; and as the choir sang for the 
recession, the seniors, in gray caps and gowns, and 
the faculty, in black caps and gowns with the hoods 
signifying their colleges, filed out of the auditorium 
into the dressing rooms to change to street attire. 

As I approached the women's dressing room, Charles 
Long came running toward me. 

"If Dianne comes to you, try to help her," he 
said. Then he was off. I instinctively surmised he 
didn't want to attract any attention. In his 
sophomore year Charles had been in love with 
Dianne. They soon recovered from their "puppy" 
love and became fast friends. 

Since Dianne did not approach me that night, I 
thought it best not to intrude, and went home. 

The next morning, Dianne was in my room early. 
She had two examinations to take that day. Just 
before time for the bell to ring for the morning's 
examination, Dianne asked me for a conference at 
the close of the afternoon's examination. 

When Dianne came into 309, she closed the door 
and drew up a chair close to my desk. Tense in her 
manner, she seemed to have difficulty in broaching 
the subject. 

"I know you saw that I had been crying before I 
came to the Baccalaureate services last night," said 
Dianne. 

"Yes. It was so unlike you to be crying on the 
first occasion of your graduation week, that I, at 
first, dismissed the thought as impossible; but during 
the sermon I saw that you were restraining your 
feelings under difficulty," I replied. 

"Oh! I thought I'd die before I could get out of 
the auditorium." 

"Since you are always the one to cheer others, 
my dear, I know there must be some serious pro-
blem to move you in this way." 

"Yesterday afternoon, Daddy told me I could not 
stay in his home unless I obeyed him. I didn't know 
what to do; so I came down to Grandmother's with 
my cap and gown to wear in the procession," said 
Dianne. 
"What did he mean? In what had you disobeyed?

I can't understand anything's coming between you 
two. I know you adore him, and I thought he adored 
you, too." 

"That's the main trouble I suppose. Daddy liked 
Charles, but he has never liked Tom, and recently 
Daddy has forbidden me to see Tom on the outside 
or to invite him to come to our home." 

I could understand the reason for the father's 
objection. Mr. Ridgeway was an outstanding citizen 
in his community. He had built a lovely home on 
the James River and had the means to give his 
children an education in any college of their choice. 
His wife and children had known only love and 
security in that home. The father had supposed his 
home would remain status quo. And Dianne was the 
favorite of his daughters. But now had come the 
first blow to the family's serenity. 

Economically and socially, Tom's family stood at 
the opposite end of the pole. 

After entering high school, Tom got jobs clerking 
in stores, working afternoons and Saturdays. From 
his earnings he bought suitable clothes for school. 
Since he conducted himself well and was a good 
student, he was admitted to school clubs and 
activities. This is how Dianne had made contact with 
Tom. She participated in all the activities. She had 
always been a lover of sports and was reputed to be 
an excellent rider of horses and an expert swimmer. 

Since Dianne naturally had a generous nature, her 
sympathy would extend to such a student. But 
Dianne's father soon discerned that her interest in 
Tom was more than social. At first he hinted that a 
girl should be sure of a boy's background before 
she dated him. He next told her she should be 
ashamed to introduce such a one to her family or 
friends; and finally, it had come to a showdown: 
Dianne should make no further dates with Tom. 

After a slight pause, Dianne told me what had led 
to the climax on Sunday afternoon. Immediately 
after church services, Dianne had changed from street 
dress to riding togs, and after dinner she had gone 
to the barn to take her favorite horse, "Pal", out for 
a stretch on the Museum Drive. It was a beautiful 
day: sun bright, sky blue, trees light green, and a 
warm sprightliness in the air. 

At one leap Dianne was on the horse. They went 
racing down the lane to the highway where Dianne 
slowed her horse to a trot. The girl's whole being 
radiated vitality: auburn hair glistening and tossing 
in the wind; brown eyes sparkling in anticipation of 
some unforseen surprise; sun-burned face, rosy 
through exercise of the whole body and through the 
spanking May winds. Passing through the gates into 
the Museum grounds, she displayed an air of free-
dom and abandonment as she raced down the road 
reserved for members of The Hunt Club. She loved 
to gallop under the overlapping branches of the  
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ancient oaks on either side if the road and feel the 
sun through the rents of the green canopy on her 
face. 

Never had she felt gayer. Sensing her gaiety, 
"Pal" responded in mood and cooperated in every 
signal pressed against his neck or thigh; and even 
when they reached the gate of the high fence, which 
was a sign of the end of their frolic, "Pal" was so 
spirited that he continued to prance before the gate. 

"Whoa, 'Pal'." This was not the voice of his mis-
tress. It was the voice of a male who sometimes 
accompanied them on their rides. 

"May I ride down the highway with you to the 
lane?" Tom asked. 

"Yes, come on. Isn't it a glorious day? Such a 
fine day for our Baccalaureate night!" 

They trotted side by side for several yards, then 
set their horses at a lope. 

"This day is beautiful except for one thing." Tom 
replied. 

"Yes," said Dianne; "but let's have patience. Maybe 
Daddy will relent soon and permit you to come to 
our home." 

"No, I feel that we shall never be more to each 
other than we are now. I know it has been foolish 
for me ever to wish more. You are too good for me 
in every way." 

"Now, don't say that, Tom, and don't come to any 
conclusions yet," Dianne encouraged. 

As they approached the lane to the Ridgeway 
home, Dianne and Tom saw Mr. and Mrs. Ridgeway 
coming out of the lane in their car. 

As soon as Mr. Ridgeway saw the two riding to-
gether, he turned his car around and drove back to 
the house. 

Tom bade Dianne a hasty good-bye and rode back 
down the highway. 

After removing the saddle and bridle from "Pal", 
Dianne left him in the barn and went into the house 
to face her father. 

"'So that's the way you deceive me,' said Daddy. 
He was trying hard to control his anger and assume 
a hurt attitude." 

"'No, Daddy, I had no intention to deceive you. I 
went out for the ride to get fresh air and relaxation. 
After I had ridden through the Museum grounds and 
was coming out the gate to the highway to come 
home, I met Tom and he asked permission to ride 
with me to the lane. I saw no harm in that,' I ex-
plained." 

'"Do you expect me to believe that?' Dad ex-
ploded, his anger getting the better of him." 'Now, 
if you can't obey me, you must leave this house.'" 

"'Oh, Don, you can't do this to Dianne!' exclaimed 
my mother, coming to my rescue." 

"'Now, Mary, you stay out of this; I shall settle 
this my way.'" 

'"Now, Dianne, what's your decision!' Daddy asked 
me." 

'"Daddy, please give me time to think.' I went up 
to my room, followed by Mother." 

'"Mother, please don't worry. I'll pack my over-
night bag and go to Grandmother's. I'll catch the 
bus and get Grandmother to call you as soon as I 
arrive. You try to get Daddy to come to the 
Baccalaureate services tonight; and if he won't come, 
you come, I'll be all right.'" 

"'All right, dear; call me as soon as you reach 
Grandmother's.'" 

"I’ll get Grandmother to call. Don't worry about 
me. Good-bye.'" 

"Out in the lane. I could no longer restrain my 
tears. But by the time the bus came, the sun and 
wind had dried the traces of my tears, and I main-
tained my composure until I was in Grandmother's 
home where I could unashamedly cry." 

The mother, having been informed of Dianne's 
arrival by the grandmother, went down from her 
room to join her husband in the library. 

Both were wretched, but neither would confess. 
Finally, near supper time, Mrs. Ridgeway asked her 
husband whether he would go to the Baccalaureate 
services with her. By his voice, she knew that he 
already regretted what he had said. He excused his 
not going by saying he didn't feel well, but he told 
her to go and bring Dianne home with her. 

After supper, Mrs. Ridgeway drove to town to her 
mother's where she found Dianne still distressed over 
her father's action. 

"'Well, my dear, I have come to tell you that 
Daddy has relented and told me to bring you home 
with me after the services. He didn't feel well 
enough to come with me,' said Mother." 

So  this  was  the  drama behind Dianne's tears. 
"How did your father receive you on your return 

home?" I asked. 
"He took me in his arms and said he was sorry for 

what he had said to me. He then sat in his big arm-
chair and held me in his lap and told me of the plans 
he had for my future; that he wanted me to go to 
college and to have the best things in life." 

"We all make mistakes, Dianne, — parents, as 
well as children," I said. 

"After Daddy told me I had to make a choice, I 
thought the only thing for me to do would be to 
marry Tom and get a job to help support us." 

"Don't do anything in haste. Emotion is strong. 
Use your head in this case. One must consider not 
only the present but also the future. You want not 
temporary gratification, but you want permanent 
happiness. Many things enter into permanently happy 
marriages. You can't dismiss social and economic 
background as unimportant. They are important.
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Then, too, common interests and compatibility of 
temperaments are essential for true companionship. 
Have you thought of all these, or have you been led 
into this dilemma because of your sympathy for 
Tom?' I asked. 

"I have been so distracted that I don't seem able 
to think straight," said Dianne. 

"That's just it. This is no time to make such a 
momentous decision," I said. "Follow your father's 
advice for at least another year. Go to college. That 
will be the testing time for you. It may be all this 
seeming love is a passing fancy. Time will prove it. 
This is not advice. This is just a suggestion to get 
you to think. Remember you have long years ahead 
of you. Try to make them happy years," I urged. 

"Thank you for listening to me and for your 
suggestions. I'll think things over again." 

The next fall Dianne went to a Virginia college 
and did superior work. 

Tom entered the apprentice school of the Newport 
News Shipyard. Soon after his enrollment he had to 
take the usual physical examination; and, when X-rays 
were taken of his lungs, it was discovered that Tom 
had an advanced case of T. B. in both lungs. Al-
though he immediately went to a sanitorium, the 
dread disease was so far advanced that he lived less 
than a year. A tragic end. Everybody grieved for 
Tom's having to die so young. He had made a 
valiant effort to succeed, in spite of inherited handi-
caps. But the effort had caused too great a physical 
strain for him. 

Dianne was grieved over Tom's illness. His sani-

torium was not far from her college; and, whenever 
she could get permission from home and the college, 
she would visit him during the week-ends or 
holidays. 

In late spring, at lilac time, Tom's death closed a 
tragic chapter in Dianne's young life. 

From this experience, Dianne learned how to face 
life. She began to study the patterns of life as she 
met them in different social strata. Having discovered 
why some were happy and others unhappy, she 
decided, through her own experience, to try to 
develop a well-balanced life. 

This she has done. After her graduation from 
college, she taught a few years in a primary school. 
Today, with the help of her husband, she is happy in 
the training of her own children to rise above their 
seeming frustrations and find the meaning of the 
good life. 

I often think of the hundreds of girls and boys 
who have risen, as a veritable Phoenix, from the 
ashes of their destiny. And how many more have 
seized the opportunities of cultured, Christian homes 
to achieve their goals of high purpose and noble 
service. I meet them everywhere I go, both in 
Hampton and in Newport News — and sometimes in 
far away places: doctors, lawyers, judges, senators, 
congressmen, teachers, bankers, merchants, scien-
tists, engineers, and all ranks in the military service: 
army, navy, air force. These are the backbone of our 
country, and they were once fine teenagers in my 
Latin or English classes. 

In the words of Tiny Tim, I also say: "God bless 
you, everyone." 

ONE AMONG MANY  
By 

Annye B. Burbank 
 

In solitude, by the radio, 
I hear you sing, "I'm All Alone;" 
And think of thousands just like me, 
Grieving alone, on land or sea: 
 
For lover, husband, wife, or child, Or 
home destroyed by passion wild. 
"Lord God," I pray, "deliver me." 
A sense sublime then answers me: 
 
"Drink deep; drink deep of sorrows old; 
Descend; descend into valleys cold. 
Now climb and climb, to mountains high, 
And see the throngs go trudging by. 
 
"Peace comes to those who lose themselves 
In other's sorrows, joys, or fears. 
You're not alone, but one of them. 
Give them your love. They'll sing, 'Amen!'" 
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VII   THE DEPRESSION OF 1929 

 
 

A.   "MAN   CANNOT   LIVE   BY BREAD ALONE"  
 

The Depression of 1929 hit Newport News and its 
vicinities hard. Since this community is an industrial 
center, known chiefly for its great shipyard, the 
general slump threw thousands of men and women 
out of employment and reduced drastically the salaries 
and wages of all. The despondency in the homes, 
caused by insufficient funds to sustain adequately 
the family, had a terrific effect upon the children. 

But the youth in the high school showed remark-
able adaptation to the change in their living. Some 
of the parents who had formerly been able to main-
tain fine homes in the best localities were forced to 
sell and build or buy or rent modest homes in less 
desirable places. Many who had been living in 
modest homes lost everything. A few students felt 
humiliated because of the change, but most of them, 
more concerned about their parents than their pride, 
were willing to cooperate in any way to make the 
burden lighter for their parents. 

Many students who had felt secure about their 
college education now had to face the necessity of 
earning scholarships and working their way through. 
There were not enough scholarships, however, for all 
who were capable; nor were there enough jobs for 
all who would like to work their way through 
college. The future looked dark to these fine, capable 
young men and women. 

I made my classroom 309 open-house from 3:30— 
5:30 P.M. There was not an afternoon when some 
one was not there — usually groups. I listened to 
all their ambitions, fears, hopes: for so much was at 
stake in their young lives. "They must not lose 
hope," I thought. "Their ambitions must not be 
thwarted; their self-reliance must not be frustrated. 
What to do?" 

My little home became a sanctuary where my 
students might come evenings or anytime during 
the weekend. This gave the reticent one, who was 
sensitive about his problem, an opportunity to come 
for a conference. So the students would drift in — 
sometimes singly, sometimes in groups. And some-
times I would have them to dinner, to a tea, or to an 
open-house. 

I had a definite policy in dealing with these teen-
agers. No Pollyanna hypocrisy for me. First of all, 
after listening to the problem, I would agree that the 
problem was serious and discouraging. Then I 
would help him or her to see the possibilities in the 
case. 

Usually those who took the trouble to come for 
help were the more capable students, strong in 
character and keen in intelligence. I tried to show 

such a one that through his character and ability he 
would be able to achieve his goal. This would 
mean hard work and sacrifice, but achievement in 
the end would bring great satisfaction. These young 
people needed security and it had to come from 
within. I had heard many weary footsteps coming 
down the walk; I watched those same footsteps 
lightly strike the pavement as the girl or boy went 
out with new hope. And with every exit, I would 
pray: "Dear God, keep them; protect them; and 
show them what to do." 

One Saturday evening at my home, I had four 
students for dinner, after which we attended a sym-
phony concert at Hampton Institute. To get good 
seats we arrived early at the concert. Before the 
program started, Dick Reynor, who was sitting next 
to me began to talk quite freely of his family. His 
father was a master sergeant of the Transportation 
Division at Fort Eustis. 

Dick was a sensitive soul. He loved music and 
poetry and had written some poetry for the spring 
magazine. I knew he traveled from Fort Eustis to 
Newport News High School every day, because he 
thought he could get good preparation for college 
there. He excelled in all subjects and was a delight-
ful contributor in my English class. 

Opening the conversation, Dick said, "I am glad I 
am going to hear a symphony. I love music. Mother 
loves it too. She has always wanted a canary. For 
the last several years my brother and I have tried to 
save enough to buy her a canary for Christmas, but 
we have had to spend our earnings in the home, and 
the bird has been put off from Christmas to 
Christmas. I hope we can get her one next 
Christmas." 

"I know a canary would bring her much pleasure 
during the day when her husband and children are 
away," I said. 

"Yes, it's quite dreary in the cottage. A canary 
would certainly brighten things up for her," Dick 
added. 

The conductor appeared on the platform. The 
audience sat silent. The concert began. 

I had a vague sense that the music was beautiful. 
But foremost in my mind was the lonely, despondent 
mother longing for something beautiful. There must 
be some way to get the bird. Yes, there was. I knew 
the way. Satisfied with my idea, I then turned my 
undivided attention to the symphony. I had never 
heard such lovely music before. I had discovered a 
way to bring happiness to a lonely soul. 
After the concert, my guests and I went to our 
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respective homes. The next morning, as soon as I 
thought my friends had risen, I called them. 

"Hello, Mrs. Crosby; this is Annye Burbank. I 
want to know whether I may visit your aviary this 
morning and select a canary for a friend." 

"Yes, since it is you, Annye. I don't usually open 
the aviary to people on Sundays, but you come on." 

After Mr. Crosby had retired from business, he 
and his wife, Dolly, had bought a canary for 
pleasure. The singing of the bird had so delighted 
them that they decided to establish an aviary to 
breed excellent canaries for sale. Their birds were 
considered the most beautiful singers on the 
peninsula. 

I soon arrived at the Crosbys, and after the usual 
greetings, they led me into the aviary to select the 
canary. 

"I want the best singer and prettiest bird you 
have," I said. 

"My! This must be for some special friend," said 
Mrs. Crosby. 

"No, the person for whom I want this doesn't 
even know me." 

"Well, there must be some special reason; so, 
come tell me." 

"Last night I learned through a casual conversa-
tion with one of my students that his mother had 
always wanted a canary but had never been able to 
get one." 

"There are lots of canaries on the peninsula. She 
shouldn't have much trouble finding one," said Mrs. 
Crosby. 

"You don't understand," I replied. "This depres-
sion has impoverished this family. They live in one 
of the abandoned barracks at Fort Eustis. The 
father's earnings are small, and it takes all he makes 
to provide the necessities of the family. 
"Do they have many children?" 

"Four. The eldest, Dick, is in my senior English 
class. He is a fine, intelligent boy — ought to go to 
college; but there is no money for that." 

"I suppose then the mother has to stay close at 
home, working day and night to keep the family 
going. Come now. Let's make the rounds and you 
look for the one that you think will bring her the 
most pleasure." 

"Oh! here's a little beauty!" I exclaimed. "Such a 
delicate lemon shade with a few black markings. 
How does it sing?" 

"Come this way; here are the best singers on this 
side. Let me start the record player, and they will 
follow."  

Hardly had the record "Listen to the Mocking 
Bird" started when one bird began to chirp. Then 
another — and another, until all together they were 
trilling as though their throats would burst in 
ecstasy. And then, when the record stopped 
playing, receding in volume and intensity, the 

jubilation softened into a pleasing melody. 
Noticing a particularly gay and active one with a 

beautiful yellow coat flecked with brown, I went 
up close to its cage to listen to its voice. "I have 
found the one I want," I called. 

"Yes, that is one of our best. You won't find a 
better singer," replied Mrs. Crosby. 

"Now, let's select a cage; just a plain one, durable 
but simple in design," I said. 

"How do you like this one?" asked Mr. Crosby. 
"That's just the right one," I replied. 
"All right," said Mr. Crosby; I'll put the bird in 

the cage and get a month's supply of food and a 
book of directions for the care of a canary. You get 
the car, Dolly, and take Ann to Fort Eustis to Dick's 
mother. It is a lovely day for you two to drive 
there." 

"Oh, that is wonderful of both of you. It would 
be nice to take her the bird on this lovely day," I 
said. 

In a short time Mrs. Crosby and I were on the 
road; and because we had so much to talk about, 
the time had passed unusually quickly when we 
arrived at Dick's home. 

Nobody was expecting us to come. As I stepped 
upon the porch, I heard movements inside. I knock-
ed. Dick opened the door. 

"Well, Miss Burbank, this is a surprise!  Come 
in." 

Before Dick had finished his sentence, his mother 
had come to the door. One could tell she was a 
mother who loved her family. She was of average 
height and build, plump but not yet too fat. She had 
soft brown, wavy hair and mild, blue eyes. Her 
face, though showing signs of weariness, was 
animated yet gentle. When she spoke in her quiet 
voice, I could see much of the mother reflected in 
her son. 

Noticing Mrs. Crosby at the foot of the porch 
steps, Mrs. Reynor said, 

"Bring your friend in, Miss Burbank. Dick has 
been telling me so much about you that I have 
wanted to know you." 

Since Mrs. Crosby had been holding the cage to 
one side, no one had noticed it. As she stepped 
upon the porch, the canary gave a chirp or two, and 
all eyes focused on the bird. 

"This is my friend, Mrs. Crosby who has brought 
you this canary, Mrs. Reynor," I said. 

"Oh, can this canary be for me!" Mrs. Reynor 
exclaimed. 

"Yes, it is yours. Mrs. Crosby has hundreds of 
them and could spare this one for you. This bird is 
yours to bless you and your family with beautiful 
songs," I said. 

"I don't know what to say." Turning to Mrs. 
Crosby, she said, "I have always wanted one. I just 
can't thank you enough. But all of us will love it,
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and I will take the best care of it." 
"Yes, I know you will," said Mrs. Crosby. "I have 

brought you a month's supply of food for the bird 
and a copy of directions for taking care of canaries. 
If you will follow these, your bird will live and sing 
for you many years." 

"I do hope it brings you as much pleasure as it 
has brought me in finding this beautiful bird for 
you," I said. 

"Do come in, both of you," begged Mrs. Reynor. 
But a glance through the door showed an ironing 

board in place and clothes piled in a tub to be 
ironed. Knowing this was no time for visiting, I 
made excuses that my friend and I had to get home 
before dinner. Besides, I knew the family would 
want to get acquainted with the canary. So after 
exchanging a few pleasantries, we shook hands and 
bade goodbye. 

After Dick was graduated from Newport News 
High School, he entered the Apprentice School of the 
Newport News Shipyard. While there, he saved his 
money and made an excellent record. From there he 
went to V.M.I, and after graduating in engineering, 
cum laude, he volunteered for service in the army as 
second lieutenant. The army now is his career. 
Needless to say, he is rapidly rising both in rank and 
in popularity with his men under his commission. 

Some may think it stupid to spend money on a 
bird, a cage, and bird food when so many physical 
needs for the human family are evident. But no! 
The spiritual need is equally important. Often a 
sun's ray shining on a dogwood blossom or a water 
lily, or the sound of notes from a reed-pipe, or the 
voices of a boys' choir will do more to revive the 
spirits of the depressed than a loaf of bread. 

"Man cannot live by bread alone." 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  

I stepped outside of my little front door. 
And what did I see on the earth's brown floor? 
A crocus gold, at the edge of a box, 
Peeping out like a sly young fox. 
 
Above, on a pine, in needles green, 
A cardinal red was hardly seen; 
But now and then, with a flash of red, 
Its wings disclosed the secret of its bed. 
 
Beyond my white fence, on the town's highway, 
Step two young lovers, sprightly and gay; 
On toes so light, and hand in hand, 
As though the happiest in all the land. 
 
Chorus (For first three stanzas): 
Spring! Spring! Why should I sing? 
Spring! Spring! What do you bring? 
Spring! Spring! Why should I sing? 
Tell me, Spring! What do you bring? 

And then the crocus up and said: 
"A little while yet, and soon we shall spread 
Our yellow blossoms before your hedge, 
In borders like a golden ledge." 
 
The cardinal, perched upon its nest, 
Showed three red heads together pressed. 
"Threefold they'll splash the red of their crest 
To brighten the green when they're newly dressed." 
 
The two lovers turned and looked at me. 
Faces, radiant as they could be, 
Revealed the secret of their hearts 
And showed the world how love should start. 
 
Chorus: 
Spring! Spring! Now I shall sing! 
Spring! Spring! I know what you'll bring! 
Spring! Spring! Now I shall sing! 
For I know now what you will bring. 

  

SIGNS OF SPRING 
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B. AMBITION FINDS A WAY 

As the depression spread more and more widely, 
the afternoon circles increased in numbers. The 
guiding spirit of the group was Andrew Marrow. 
Although Andrew's father had died at the age of 
forty, he had been such a successful lawyer that he 
had accumulated a fortune and had left his wife and 
children well provided. This security gave the 
Marrow children an economic optimism that the 
other students lacked. Consequently, the less secure 
students looked to Andrew for leadership in dis-
cussions. Andrew loved this confidence that others 
expressed in him; and he deserved this confidence, 
too, for he guarded it with sacred trust. 

Loving the arts, Andrew would spend the last cent 
of his allowance to go to New York to get standing 
room at an opera, a symphony, a concert, or a play. 
Having traveled more and having had richer experi-
ences than the other students, he always held the lead 
in any discussion. He read beyond his chronological 
age. Though a high school student, he had read 
Aristotle, Plato, Aeschylus, Aristophames, 
Shakespeare, — to say nothing of the modern writers 
of the world. Idealistic in his political thinking, and 
believing in Woodrow Wilson's theories of democracy 
and the League of Nations, he vowed he would be a 
statesman, not a politician, in the Virginia Legisla-
ture, and that some day he would be Governor of the 
State of Virginia, and he might become President of 
the United States. At that time, since every one had 
the same confidence in him as he had in himself, 
every one fully expected Andrew to be the Governor 
and the President when the right time came. 

Because Andrew's father had been so successful in 
law, his family thought Andrew should follow in his 
father's footsteps. But Andrew's interests lay in the 
esthetics; instead of attending law classes, he spent 
most of his time in the dramatic department, helping 
his professor of drama stage plays of his own 
creation as well as those of Shakespeare or of any 
other playwright in his course of study. 

At the end of his college years, Andrew abandoned 
the idea of law for his career and began speculating 
with the property inherited from his father. It was an  
opportune   time  for him to start. Franklin D. 
Roosevelt had initiated his program: "Happy Days 
Are Here Again." It was easy to get F. H. A. loans if   
one   owned   the   land.   And   because   of  his 
generosity toward all mankind, Andrew was to sell 
his lots large enough for a householder to have a 
garden to produce his vegetables, and a poultry yard to 
supply fowl for meat and eggs. 

So successful was Andrew in this first venture that 
he expanded from the building of homes, chiefly to 
sell to the shipyard workers, to the building of large

apartments on the James River. Every venture he 
made resulted in good profits. 

Consequently, feeling secure in his investments and 
continuing new adventures in business, Andrew 
decided to fulfill one of his life's ambitions to 
become a statesman to promote the welfare of his 
beloved Virginia and all its people. 

Today Andrew is one of the most zealous members of 
the Virginia Legislature; and we, his devotees expect 
to see him soon Governor of this great 
commonwealth. 

A close companion of Andrew was Ralph Fletcher. 
Compatible in interests, they were opposite in dis-
position: Andrew, the extrovert; Ralph, the introvert. 
Ralph was much concerned about his going to college 
because of the depleted funds in the family treasury. 
Since some of his friends had advised him to talk with 
Miss Burbank, one afternoon, seeing me sitting alone in 
my classroom, he walked in. 

"Good afternoon, Miss Burbank, I am Ralph 
Fletcher, a junior. I saw you sitting in here alone and 
thought I'd drop in to meet you." 

"That is certainly nice of you. Here, have this 
chair. I am glad to see you." 

"I feel that I know you quite well," said Ralph. 
"Andrew and some of the other boys have been 
telling me about your English class. They like the 
way you teach. They say your teaching is different." 

"Thank you. But how is my teaching different?" 
"Andrew says you teach the content of the text or 

the classic and do not require the silly cutting out of 
magazine pictures or advertisements to illustrate the 
poems, the short stories, the novels, or drama." 

"I think teachers must have different methods," I 
replied. "One may get good results from one method 
that would be a failure for another." 

"Students don't like the paper-cutting idea, I can tell 
you," Ralph replied. "They think it a waste of time. 
They like to have the work of the writer read and 
discussed in class." 

"I have always used the interpretation and discussion 
method because we can get so much from one another 
in our discussions," I said. 

"Andrew says there's another thing he likes about the 
class. You respect the student's point of view." 

"Indeed, I do. These people in my class are in-
telligent young men and women. Believe me, I learn 
much from them." 

"They like your philosophy, too. You inspire them 
with your faith and your optimism." 

"I am fortunate in having a wonderful subject to 
teach. I love it all: the perfection of the language as a 
tool for writing or speaking, the magic of a word to 
give a true image, the inspiration of the  
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great works of great minds." 
"I guess that's the secret. When one loves a thing, 

he likes to share it with others; then others receive 
it in the same spirit," said Ralph. 

"I agree with you Ralph. Since English literature 
is so fascinating, it is easy to get the student in-
terested in it, and then with interest comes real 
learning." 

"I'll be looking forward to this class next year," 
said Ralph as he arose to say good-bye. 

"Thank you, Ralph. I do hope you will enjoy the 
class.'" 

"So this is the boy I have seen strolling down the 
corridors alone, always seeming in deep reflection," 
I thought as I prepared to leave for home. 

The next September Ralph enrolled in my College 
Preparatory English. He was particularly interested 
in writing and in literature, not only in the literature 
of his class but in world literature. Like his friend 
Andrew, he loved all the arts: and, whenever he had 
the opportunity, he would accompany Andrew to 
Richmond, Washington, or New York, to hear a 
symphony, an opera, or a Shakespearean play. 

Ralph knew definitely what he wanted his career 
to be — journalism; and ever since he was a boy in 
the fifth grade, he knew what college he would 
attend — Washington and Lee. But the depression 
threatened to change all this in Ralph's senior year 
of high school. His father lost his position; and, 
seeing no way to avoid Ralph's disappointment of 
not going to college, became resigned to the situa-
tion. The mother, however, with wonderful vision 
could see her four sons as successful business men, 
only if they had a college education. So, putting her 
shoulder to the wheel, she investigated every 
available scholarship. She believed, as well as I, 
that, if Ralph could get through the first year, he 
would be able to work his way through the other 
years in college. 

With a scholarship, a small loan, and his savings 
from newspaper routes and jobs during summers, 
Ralph entered Washington and Lee University. From 
the very beginning of the freshman year, Ralph 
established a reputation of being a serious student 
and a young man of pleasing personality and high 
integrity. Consequently, I was not surprised when

he was made editor of the college magazine in his 
sophomore year, at a salary that would secure his 
residence at Washington and Lee until his graduation. 

After his graduation from Washington and Lee, 
Ralph was employed on the reportorial staff of the 
Richmond News Leader and quickly worked to a 
position on the editorial staff. 

All during his college years, Ralph made regular 
visits to my home to chat on his aims for the 
future. I have always been proud of this student 
and happy to see him advance in the world of 
affairs to become one of the leading citizens in his 
community. 

Another regular attendant at the conferences was 
Jay Arnold, a tall thin blond, with dramatic and 
poetic leanings. He was a good listener. Never 
vociferous, he put his energy into thinking; and 
when the time came, he knew what to say and how 
to act. He was a poor boy but ambitious. He knew 
that if he ever got a college education, it would be 
through his own efforts, since to provide daily for 
his family was all his father could do. Jay was 
divided between two ambitions: to be an actor or to 
be a minister in the Episcopal church. He was ex-
cellent in high school dramatics and always, after 
try-outs, made the lead. 

After graduation from high school, Jay got a job 
in the shipyard, and for two years saved all his 
earnings. With these savings, he entered the College 
of William and Mary and majored in English and 
minored in drama. He did so well academically and 
gained such favor socially that he was given scholar-
ships and jobs to secure his residence at William 
and Mary for the four years to attain his B. A. 
degree. For the four summers during his studies at 
William and Mary, he acted the part of Cephas in 
the historical play, Common Glory, and saved enough 
money to do graduate work at Yale. 

At Yale, abandoning the idea of the stage, Jay 
prepared for the ministry. There he did brilliant 
work. Every one expected him to take a big city 
church. But no. Jay thought the people in rural 
sections and in small cities needed him most. Today 
he is ministering to several parishes whose people 
love and respect Jay as the true shepherd of his 
flocks.   
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C. THE NEED OF A FAITH 
 
In the summer of 1931, in spite of the Depression, I 

attended the summer session of Columbia University 
to take graduate courses in creative writing and 
modern drama. I had an apartment on Ninety-first 
Street between a city park and the Hudson River. 

During the first week of my residence there, I 
noticed a very attractive young woman who 
happened to take the same elevator as I did every 
day about noon. Since I got off first on the third 
floor, I assumed she lived in an apartment above 
my floor. Being a Virginian, I was hesitant about 
introducing myself, but I so admired her poise and 
apparent intelligence that I was hoping to make her 
acquaintance. 

I didn't have to wait long. In a few days, she made 
the advance. When I stepped off the elevator, she did 
too, and asked, "May I speak with you for a minute? 
Ever since the first day I saw you on the elevator, I 
have wanted to introduce myself, and just now I 
have decided to do so. I am Martha Landon from 
California." 

"I am certainly glad to meet you, Martha. I am 
Annye Burbank from Virginia. You have done exactly 
what I had wished for. I have been admiring you, but 
typical of the people in my state, I was reluctant to 
make the first approach. Indeed, I am delighted that 
you broke the ice for me." 

"How about going out to dinner with me tonight?" 
Martha asked. 

"I shall be glad to go," I replied. 
"Fine!  Then  let's meet down stairs at seven." 
"I'll be right there," I promised. 
Since Martha went to the steps, I re-assumed she 

was on the floor above. 
After lunch, I immediately prepared my assign-

ments for the next day, since I was afraid to take a 
chance on adequate time for preparation after my 
return from dinner. 

At seven, we met in the lobby of the building and 
walked toward the Hudson. It was approaching sunset 
time when we reached the banks of the Hudson, and 
at Martha's suggestion we sat on one of the benches 
that were placed at intervals, up and down the narrow 
shore of the Hudson. 

It had been a glorious day in its bright sunshine 
and fresh south-western breeze; and now the sun, 
slow in its descent, was painting a suitable canopy in 
varying pastels: from reds to delicate pinks; from deep 
purples to violets to lavenders; from indigo to 
sapphirine to cerulean; and over all these varying 
shades of color, the sun, as a last fling, cast its 
yellow glow to unify the whole setting in gleaming 
harmony. 

It didn't take me long to find out that Martha was as 
great a lover of beauty as I. 

"What a glorious sunset!" she exclaimed. "I think I 
have never seen a more beautiful one." 

"Indeed it is," I replied. I then quoted some of my 
favorite lines form Wordsworth's "Tintern Abbey" 

"And I have felt 
A presence that disturbs me with the joy 
Of elevated thoughts; a sense sublime 
Of something far more deeply interfused, 
Whose dwelling is the light of the setting sun, 
And the round ocean and the living air, 
And the  blue  sky, and in the mind of man; 
A motion and a spirit, that impels 
All thinking things, all objects of all thought, 
And rolls through all things" 

"I   can   see   you   are   a transcendentalist,"   said 
Martha. 

"Yes, I am. I like to think of some great spirit 
behind these physical miracles. It gives me a warm 
spiritual satisfaction." 

"Oh, no!" she said. "I believe I get as much 
pleasure as you do from the wonders of nature, but I 
view them objectively." 

"Perhaps. I have friends who agree with you.” 
When twilight had obliterated the last glow of the 

sunset, Martha suggested that we walk down the 
Hudson Drive to a restaurant, that she liked, and 
have dinner. 

During the leisurely walk, I learned that Martha's 
family lived in New Jersey, that she had been 
graduated from Barnard College, that now, during 
the winter, she was teaching library science at the 
University of California in Los Angeles; and, in the 
summer, she was teaching the same at Columbia 
University. Needless to say, she was wearing her Phi 
Beta Kappa key. 

"But you are so young to be teaching in univer-
sities!" I said in my surprise. 

"I am twenty-four. I stayed at Barnard three years, 
at the end of which I received both my B. A. and M. 
A. degrees. Now, in my spare time at Los Angeles, I 
am working toward my Ph. D. Because there are so 
few majors in library science, I had no trouble in 
getting these two positions." 

In spite of this last remark, I knew Martha had to 
be a brilliant student to get such positions at the age 
of twenty. 

By the time we had finished dinner, it was ten 
o'clock, and Martha had learned the most important 
incidents in my history. It appeared we should be 
compatible associates when we bade each other good-
night on my exit from the elevator. 

The next morning, as we walked to the Columbia 
campus, we made plans for Saturday: matinee per-
formance of Lysistrata on Broadway, dinner, and the 
concert in the city stadium.   
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We enjoyed walking in the vicinity of our apartment 
building. There was an interesting art gallery on 
Hudson Drive. The Cathedral of St. John the Divine 
was about three blocks to the south; the Riverside 
Church, several blocks to the north; and on the east, 
there was the City Park. 

Quite often I attended the Riverside Church to 
hear Dr. Harry Emerson Fosdick, who was one of the 
outstanding ministers of our nation at that time. At 
home I had always listened to his Sunday afternoon 
sermons on the radio; and, whenever he addressed 
the Columbia students at chapel, in that summer 
session of 1931, I was in the long line of devotees 
that gathered at six-thirty A.M. to be sure of a seat to 
hear him speak at eight A.M., so eager was I to hear 
every address he made at the University while I was 
there. 

But Martha would never accept my invitation to 
attend Sunday service at Riverside, and I never 
found her in line to hear Dr. Fosdick in chapel. One 
Sunday morning while we were walking past the 
Cathedral of St. John the Divine, Martha said, "In 
the days of my ignorance I attended this Cathedral." 

"In the days of your ignorance, what do you 
mean?" I asked. 

"When I was still living under the illusion of 
tradition: what I had been taught by my parents and 
by the church," she replied. 

"When did you become disillusioned?" I asked. 
"When I studied science and philosophy in college," 

answered Martha. 
"Well, I've been a student all my life; two ancient 

languages, four modern; ancient, medieval, and modern 
history; the same periods in philosophy; a little 
science and math in college," I said. "Yet, I have 
never found a reason for renouncing my faith in 
God and his plan of creation and eternal life. It is 
this spiritual faith that lifts me above the material 
world. I am thankful for the material world we enjoy, 
but I am more thankful for the spiritual exhilaration 
that I experience as I grow older. I hope I shall 
always retain this faith," I said. 

"That's what I can't understand about you. You 
seem so intelligent and you have such fine sensi-
tivities for all the arts; yet you cling to this childish 
faith. Don't you ever have doubts?" 

"Certainly I do. Don't you have doubts at times in 
your atheism?" 

"Well, I suppose at times I do. But my disbelief 
outweighs my belief." 

"Martha, when I was a young girl experiencing 
grave doubts for a time, I learned a valuable lesson 
from Robert Browning's 'Cleon' that it is better to 
have faith with doubts than to have no faith and still 
have doubts. Then, too, I was impressed by the early 
Christians who prayed 'Help my unbelief.'

Even the disciples had doubts and Peter actually 
denied the Christ; yet they finally saw the great 
purpose of Christ's life here on earth and established 
the foundation of the Christian religion. Even if 
your faith is as tiny as a grain of mustard seed, hold 
fast to it. There may be a time when you will need 
it, my dear," I said, not in defense of my faith, but 
in the hope that Martha might better understand me. 

We really enjoyed the summer together, especially 
weekends when we could attend some play or ballet 
or concert. Near the middle of the summer semester, 
we were, according to our daily custom, seated on a 
bench on the Hudson Drive, watching the sunset. 
To my surprise, Martha asked, "Doesn't it seem 
strange to you that I am so young and yet never 
have any dates here in New York? You are the first 
person to socialize with me and never to have asked 
the usual question: 'How is it that you are neither 
married nor dated?'" 

"I've always thought that question too personal to 
ask. I may have surmised that you are engaged to 
some one in California, but your personal life is 
certainly none of my business. Now, don't think I'm 
uninterested in you. Indeed I am interested. In fact, 
I have really grown so fond of you that I could only 
wish the greatest happiness for you, but I could 
never intrude." 

"I should like to tell you something that concerns 
me deeply, but I don't want to bore you," said 
Martha. 

"Nothing that concerns you could bore me, 
Martha," I replied. 

"Well, it concerns the man I love—Nowell. We 
were engaged. But my parents were so opposed to 
this engagement and showed their resentment so 
strongly to Nowell that he broke the engagement, 
and I have not heard from him for two years. 

"Nowell is a writer, apparently an unsuccessful 
one because he has failed to have any of his books 
published. My parents say he is too coarse and 
vulgar to write a decent book for publication; but I 
think he is ahead of his time, that he is trying to 
blaze or shock into writing a new idea of realism in 
the actual words and acts of commonplace man. 

"He lives in New Jersey. Next weekend I shall 
visit my parents there and it's possible I might see 
him. I don't know whether to avoid or to encourage 
that possibility. My parents always report my visits 
to the social editor of our paper so that my friends 
might visit or call me. Although he has made no 
contact with me in the past two years, he may do so 
this time. He is unpredictable." 

It was midnight on the Sunday that concluded 
Martha's weekend visit to her parents, when I was 
awakened by a tapping on my door. Hastily donning 
my robe, I turned on the light and called, "Who's
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there?" 
"Martha." 
On opening the door, I could tell by the radiance of 

her face that something wonderful had happened to 
Martha. 

"Come in, my dear." 
"I know it's terribly inconsiderate of me to disturb 

your rest at this late hour, but I just have to tell you 
before I try to go to sleep." 

"Don't worry about my rest. I had a long rest and 
sound sleep this afternoon. I know you have 
wonderful news for me because you look so happy." 

"I do, I do! Last evening after dinner while I was 
telling my parents about you, the phone rang and 
Daddy answered it. Since he continued talking, 
Mother and I took for granted the call was for 
Daddy. But Daddy called me to the phone. 

"'It's Nowell,' he said. 'He wants to speak to you 
and asked me whether he might. I told him he might 
if you were willing.'" 

" 'Oh, Daddy,' I said and dismissed him with a hug 
and a kiss." 

"'Nowell!' I called.'" 
" 'Oh, Martha, I do so much want to see you, but I 

know you have so little time with your parents. Let 
me drive you to New York tomorrow evening. We 
can get to your apartment by midnight if you want 
to have dinner or supper with your parents. I have 
just gotten your father's permission to do so if you 
wish it.' " 

"'Nowell, all during the past week I have felt a 
presentiment that you would make contact with me, 
and how I have wished for just this! What time will 
you call for me?'" 

"'How about eight o'clock?'" 
'"Fine! I'll be ready.'" 
"Since Daddy had already given Nowell permission to 

drive me to New York, I had less dread of 
announcing it to Mother. However, she couldn't 
help showing her concern and said, 'I had hoped this 
was all over. But you must make your own 
decisions now. I can only hope for your happiness.'" 

"The conversation changed to other commonplace 
things and Nowell was not mentioned again. Mother 
and Dad seemed so happy to have me with them 
again that they would let nothing spoil my visit. 

"When Nowell came for me, Mother and Dad 
followed us to the car, bade us goodbye, and cautioned 
Nowell to drive carefully." 

"I am glad things worked out so well for you, 
Martha," I said. 

"Yes, and what's even more wonderful for me, 
Nowell told me how much he had missed me and 
how hard he had worked to make a success of his 
writing. In addition to his writing, he has a night job 
of editing The Daily News. Our engagement has been 
renewed, and he is coming to see me the next two 

weekends." 
"Have you decided upon a date for the wedding?" I 

asked. 
"No, since all predictions indicate this depression 

will worsen in the next two years, we decided to 
wait at least another year until conditions are more 
settled." 

"I think you are wise. Today's editorials in the 
New York Times are, indeed, pessimistic. But in 
another year we may get a better break than we 
expect. I certainly hope so." 

"Thank you for letting me talk with you. I think I 
can go to sleep now." 

"I am glad you came, and I wish for you and 
Nowell a very happy life together." 

"Oh, thank you. Goodnight. I'll see you tomorrow." 
"All right, dear. Happy dreams!" 
At the close of summer school, I returned to 

Virginia and Martha to California. For a while, we 
corresponded regularly; but, as the Depression grew 
more and more serious, our letters became fewer 
and fewer until, by the spring of 1932, our corre-
spondence had ceased. I thought Martha was busy in 
her work and correspondence with Nowell; and I 
was working full capacity in my regular classroom 
and afternoon sessions in school, and the evening 
and weekend sessions in my home. Hence, I lost 
contact with Martha. 

Then, in the spring of 1933, two days before Easter 
holidays, I received this letter from Martha. Hardly 
Legible from tear stains and ill-formed letters: 

"Dearest Annye, 
"You will be surprised to hear from me, but here 

I am in New York, penniless and friendless. 
"The Depression hit our university hard. There 

were so few students enrolled that many of the 
faculty had to be dropped. Because I was one of 
the  last employed, I was the first to be given 
notice. 

"Thinking I might do better in New York than 
in California, I came here; but I found conditions 
even worse. 

"Nowell and I were so much in love that we 
wanted to marry, but we feared the uncertainties; 
however, after a beautiful experience last winter, 
we decided to marry within a month or two. I still 
had a small amount left from my savings, and 
Nowell still held his job of editor. 

"But the worst thing happened to us. In less 
than a week Nowell was stricken with flu, and in 
a few days died of pneumonia in a hospital. I spent 
my savings for his hospital care and burial. 

"My family has ostracized me. 
"I am so lonely without Nowell. I am penniless. I 

am desperate. 
"Remember me always with love, and forgive
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me. 
"Martha" 

"Forgive you? I have nothing to forgive. I love 
you and pity you," I cried. "Dear God," I prayed, 
"Show me what to do. There is no address in the 
letter or on the envelope. If I only knew where 
Martha is, I could go to her because this week we 
have our Easter Holiday." 

Briefly stating the situation, I sent a telegram to 
each of the following: the Mayor of New York, the 
Chief of Police, and to the city hospitals and re-
quested them to try to locate Martha and tell her I 
wanted to come to her. 

Late that evening I received answers to those 
telegrams. No one had been able to get any infor-
mation concerning Martha's whereabouts—not even 
from her parents; but all promised to continue the 
search. I then called the New York apartments 
where Martha and I stayed the summer of 1931. The 
manager had heard nothing of Martha since she left 
the apartment in 1931. 

The anguish of the next several days was terrify-
ing to me. This wonderfully brilliant young woman, 
tortured beyond endurance. I wondered whether in 
her anguish she had forgotten to write her address. 
Perhaps she felt sure she had written the address and 
wondered why I did not come. Or, since her family 
had abandoned her, she might feel ashamed to 
receive help from others. "Oh, Martha, if you only 
had faith—even one as tiny as a grain of mustard 
seed—there would be hope, rather than despair, for 
you." This I kept repeating and wished I had some 
means of communicating it to Martha. Several days 
passed. I had given up all hope of ever hearing from 
Martha when a special delivery letter came to me 
from the New York Chief of Police. On opening the 
envelope, I found two clippings from a newspaper. 
The first clipping I opened had this statement: 

"Yesterday afternoon (Good Friday) two boys 
rowing on the Hudson River, in the vicinity of 
91st Street, came upon the body of a young 
woman, her clothing caught on a stake to which a 
launch was tied. Upon searching for identification, 
the boys found a silver purse fastened around the 
left wrist and notified the police who took charge 
of the body. 

"Inside the purse was found a card with the 
name, Martha Landon, and another card with Mr.

Fenton R. Landon, Fair Lawn, N. J., who proved 
to be the father of the deceased. The cause of 
death was declared to be suicide. 

"Also in the coin section of the purse was a 
tightly folded poem and a quarter. This material 
was intact because the purse was so tightly closed, 
no water had seeped through. 

"The parents have claimed the body." 
When I examined the second clipping, I discovered 

it to be a copy of the poem I had written for Martha 
and had given to her the day we left Columbia Uni-
versity in 1931. 

After readig  the poem, Martha said, "This is what 
I can say to you, too. I shall always keep it." And so 
she had. 

 
The Things I Love 

These are the things I love: 
A quiet, star-lit evening; 
The big full moon reflected on the bay; 
Gay little crocuses announcing spring; 
Daffodils pushing through the ground, 
Eager to unfold their golden cups 
To catch the warm, nocturnal dew 
To distil their fragrance; 
Tender azaleas, waxy-white, 
Bordered by cushions of candytuft; 
Shell-pink camellias atop emerald leaves; 
Rhododendrons, rosy-white and purple; 
The delicate bells of snowdrops; 
Clumps of iris: lavender, yellow, blue; 
The peach, flowering in pompons of cerise; 
The south breeze rustling the oaks — 
All the beauteous forms of nature that delight me— 
I love. I love them all! 
 

Stanza II 
Yet, even more than these, 
I love the gentle stroke of your hand 
Upon my throbbing temples and weary-lidded eyes; 
The unison of your heart as it vibrates with mine 
In the rhythm of music or poetry; 
The soothing tone of your voice; 
The warm glow of your friendship 
Emanating from a spirit 
That, aware of all my weaknesses, 
Confesses to me only love. 

—Annye B. Burbank   
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VIII  THE INTEGRATION 
OF THE INDIVIDUAL  

In the early 1930's, with the appointment of a new 
State Superintendent of Public Instruction, Virginia 
introduced a new theory in education: The Integration 
of the Individual. Teachers were assembled in con-
ferences throughout the state to be instructed in the 
procedure of introducing this new theory. Through 
his dynamic personality, the State Superintendent 
was able to impress his ideas upon the teachers at the 
conferences; yet, no one seemed to know just what 
to do to introduce his ideas in the classroom. All the 
state colleges set up courses of studies for the 
summer sessions and urged the teachers to attend. 

I attended the summer session at the College of 
William and Mary. All the teachers were in a state of 
confusion. English was no longer to be taught for the 
sake of English; it was to be taught indirectly 
through social studies, or through art, or what-have-
you. Even math was not to be taught objectively; it, 
too, had to be socialized. Students were not to be 
bothered with memorizing spelling, phonetics, 
multiplication tables, grammar, rules of any sort. 
"Keep the child happy; let him do what he wants to 
do, and he will become an integrated individual." 
This was the theme in every class. In a "Bull" 
session of confused teachers, where one really gets 
the honest expression of individuals, one rural teacher, 
trying to encourage the perplexed ones, said, "Why 
worry? Every five years Virginia flings a fit and then 
she settles down." 

True to her prediction, before the five years were 
over, the State Superintendent had become so dis-
integrated that he deserted his two fine sons and his 
charming wife to elope with his more charming 
stenographer. The state was shocked, and the subject 
of integration changed to a new theory: "World 
Understanding and Tolerance." 

Before the program of integration fell through, 
however, my principal, Dr. Alexander, a devotee of 
Drs. Counts and Dewey, had persuaded me to teach 
English indirectly through the study of art. The 
summer preceding this approach, I spent in studying the 
great artists of the world, and purchased over a 
hundred dollars' worth of colored illustrations for 
class use. 

As a study of art the course was entertaining. As a 
study of English the course was a failure. At the end 
of the year, I asked for a conference with Dr. 
Alexander. 

"Since you are jealous of the reputation of my 
students of English in college, I have come to tell 
you that the indirect study of English is not satis-

factory. English is such a vast field and has so much 
of the philosophy of life to offer, that it demands 
full time for itself. We have enjoyed the course in 
art; but it was really a course in the appreciation of 
art, not in English," I explained. 

"What should you like to do then?" asked Dr. 
Alexander. 

"I should like to write for my classes a new course 
of study in English which would include functional 
grammar, expository and creative writing, and an 
appreciation of English literature. Through the study 
of literature, I could teach the integration or the 
disintegration of character through a psychological 
approach of the influences of heredity and 
environment. With the mastery of these three divi-
sions of the English course, I think my students will 
really be prepared for English in any college," I 
replied. 

"All right. You write out the course of study and 
bring it to me for approval. We must keep our good 
reputation in college. That is most important," said 
Dr. Alexander. 

Before writing my course of study for approval, I 
wrote to the leading colleges of Virginia and some 
of the leading colleges of the East to find out what 
they expected of high school graduates in English 
and asked for a copy of their syllabus in freshman 
English. The colleges were most responsive to my 
request because they were glad to find a secondary 
teacher so much concerned about her students' pre-
paration in English for college. 

After having my course of study approved, I spent 
the following summer at Columbia University study-
ing Adolescent Psychology, and graduate courses in 
Modern Drama and Creative Writing . 

In the succeeding fall semester, at Newport 
News High, I proceeded with a unit in literature: 
The Integration or the Disintegration of the 
Individual. As a basis of study for my seniors, I 
used Thomas Hardy's The Return of the Native, 
in which Hardy presented his philosophy of 
predeterminism: that one is bound by his heredity 
and environment. Although Hardy proved his 
philosophy in the disintegration of his characters, I 
wanted my students to see how frustrating such a 
philosophy is, and I wished them to be able to 
assume a psychological approach in the study of 
these characters. 

Consequently, before the class began to read the 
novel, I spent several days discussing the influence 
of heredity and environment upon the individual.  
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With the help of an outline under "Heredity" on the 
blackboard, I explained the significance of the in-
stincts, the impulses, the emotions—both primary 
and secondary—and then emphasized the importance 
of their control through the intellect. I then tried to 
show the power of environment, its nature and one's 
adaptation to it. 

From the introduction of these two forces, heredity 
and environment, evolved the consideration of the 
types of personality: the introvert, the extrovert, the 
narrow, the average, and the broad personalities. On 
the blackboard I had outlined these types, showing 
the effect of heredity and environment in the 
development of each. I laid special emphasis upon 
the primary and the secondary emotion's part in 
developing an attractive personality and made it 
clear that the emotions must not be killed, but 
controlled by the intellect. 

"But I have been told," said one student, "that we 
must kill the flesh if we would save the soul." 

"So have I," said another. 
"Well," I said, "I think Robert Browning sums it 

up quite well when he says: 
"Let us not always say, 
'Spite of this flesh today 
I  strove, made head, gained ground upon the 

whole!' 
As the bird wings and sings, 
Let us cry, 'All good things 
Are ours, nor soul helps flesh more, now, 
Than flesh helps soul!'" 
You see, there he shows us that the emotions 

help the soul as much as the soul helps the 
emotions. The God who gave us intellect gave us 
emotions, too: emotions to make the body respond; 
intellect, to control and direct the emotions, not to 
kill them." 

In discussing the primary emotions, the students

 dwelt upon love in all its forms: sexual, parental, 
filial, friendly affection. From their remarks, I learned 
few boys and girls felt free to discuss problems of 
sex with their parents. They usually made confidants 
of others rather than of their parents. 

In discussing the secondary emotions: aesthetic, 
religious, social, the students showed a vital interest 
in all three because they believed that association in 
these three environments would make them happier 
and more pleasing personalities. 

The students became so much interested in this 
approach that they would come back to Room 309 
after school or after lunch to discuss further topics 
that were introduced in class. 

We were then ready to introduce The Return of 
the Native. The students were also ready to see why 
Hardy gave such a detailed description of Egdon 
Heath, and to comprehend the impact of such a 
setting upon one who longed for the gaieties of a 
seaside resort or upon one who loved its tragical 
loneliness and isolation from civilization. After they 
had read the book, I was pleased with their dis-
cussions. Although they saw there was much to 
condemn in the character of Eustacia Vye, they 
found explanations for her conduct when they con-
sidered her heredity and environment. And through 
this psychological approach, the students better un-
derstood the relations between the mother, Mrs. 
Yeobright, and her son Clym. 

Gaining an insight into the characters of The 
Return of the Native, the students were then ready 
to see the effects of heredity and environment upon 
characters in fiction, drama, poetry, and in real life. 

No longer afraid of the term "classics" in litera-
ture, they welcomed such works as Of Human Bon-
dage, The Red and the Black, Green Mansions. 
They knew now the meaning of the integration or 
the distintegration of the individual. 

A SPONSOR'S PRAYER 
By 

Annye B. Burbank 
 

My fears, dear God, each year increase tenfold, 
When I attempt this adolescent age 
To teach. Each mind, receptive as a page, 
Records the image, whether dross or gold; 
Inquisitive senses, confident and bold, 
Seek some ideal to emulate or gage,— 
Some means to quell the appetites and rage 
Of passions—and misgivings manifold. 
 
Then teach me, Lord, that I may others teach; 
Give me the truth, that I may truth impart; 
Increase my knowledge, wisdom—Faith! To each 
Add patience, love, and skill—the very art 
That shall inspire ambitious youths to reach—
Perfection? Yes—in body, mind, and heart. 
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IX   THE WARS STRIKE HOME 

"Yes; quaint and curious war is! You shoot a 
fellow down You'd treat if met where any 
bar is, '        Or help to half-a-crown." 

_______Thomas Hardy 

At the graduation exercises of the June, 1939 class, 
the principal shocked the members of the class and 
their parents by telling the audience that the boys in 
that class would be in World War II before they 
could be graduated from college. The boys shrugged 
off the statement as though the principal did not 
know what he was talking about. Some parents 
resented such a bold statement at such a time. But 
the principal was right. War came even before the 
time of his prediction. The Pearl Harbor disaster, 
December 7, 1941, electrified our country. 

Decisions were hastily made — some too hastily. 
Rather than be called "yellow" as many men had 
been during World War I, when they waited to be 
drafted, many students preferred to volunteer — 
some in the Merchant Marine, some in the Coast 
Guard, a large number in the Navy, a few in the Air 
Force. By the time they had been inducted, the 
Pentagon issued a statement that it wanted to 
conserve its man-power wherever possible and place 
the men where they could best serve their country: in 
shipyards, in laboratories, in shops, in colleges. This 
announcement took away the stigma from the 
"Draft," and the boys more logically made their 
adjustments to the war. 

Carson Harris was one of the first to volunteer. He 
joined the Merchant Marine; and on his first trip 
across the Atlantic, he lost his life when his ship was 
torpedoed by a German submarine. 

But Fenno Heath used his head. He was going to 
finish high school and advance as far in college as 
he could before he was drafted. 

An only child, he was adored by his well-to-do 
parents; yet, he was the most unspoiled child I had 
ever known. Although he was both precocious and 
handsome, he manifested no conceit. He possessed a 
charm that attracted all classes of students and adults 
to himself. He loved the high school and contributed 
much to the activities, especially in all departments 
of music. 

When I was teaching Keat's "Ode On A Grecian 
Urn," I paused on these lines: 

"Heard melodies are sweet; 
But those unheard are sweeter." 

Then I asked, "How many of you can accept that 
statement?"   Some  heads were shaking no; some 
students were noncommittal. But in the beam of his 
eyes, I could see that Fenno's imagination was 

already creating melodies that he had never audibly 
experienced. 

When a lad, he had been able to improvise on the 
piano and on the violin; and in high school he was 
writing not only compositions for the piano, but 
symphonies for the orchestra. He had wonderful 
opportunities. Summer after summer, his parents, 
who were New Englanders by birth, would take him 
to Tanglewood, in the Berkshires to hear 
Koussevitsky conduct the Boston Symphony. Every-
body could see a brilliant future for Fenno. 

After his graduation from high school, Fenno spent a 
year in a New England preparatory school and then 
entered Yale to major in music. At Yale he 
immediately attracted attention by his genius in 
music composition. In his first year he became a 
member of the Glee Club and the Orchestra. 

At the end of his first year at Yale, Fenno received 
his draft orders. Everybody wondered what that boy, 
with his fine sensitivities, would do in the army — 
the infantry. I hated to see him go, too; but when he 
came to tell me good-bye, he so convinced me that 
he could adapt himself to the Army that I stopped 
worrying about his adjustment. 

"I have made up my mind to like it," Fenno said. 
"No use going in, hating it before I've tried it." 

And like it, he did. "I am having a fine time," he 
wrote. "I have been made director of a glee club and 
a band. Then, too, I lead 'camp sings' for the boys 
and have composed some catchy songs for them." 

The close of the war terminating his service, Fenno 
returned to Yale and continued to progress in music. 
After receiving his Bachelor and Master degrees in 
music at Yale, upon the retirement of his predecessor, 
Fenno was appointed director of music — the 
youngest director ever to have been employed at Yale. 

This position Fenno still holds. Moreover, having 
conducted concerts throughout the United States and 
Europe, he has established an enviable reputation 
through his excellence in performance and his originality 
in composition. 

Who could have thought that Robert (Red) Mclntyre 
would prove a hero in battle? I remember when he 
first came into my class: a bulky athlete, clumsy, 
bumptious, loud-mouthed. For the first three days 
after his enrollment, I had to send him out of the 
room so that I might teach the class. On the third day 
his football coach brought him back and asked me to 
give Red one more chance. 

"Well, I replied, "if Red will really take an interest 
in the class and will stop clowning and work, I'll 
reinstate him; otherwise he must withdraw."   



 36 

Red promised. And before the first semester was 
over, be proved to be one of the best students in 
class. 

Immediately after his graduation he was inducted 
into the army. Since he liked the training in the 
army and gave evidence of being a good leader, Red 
was sent to an R.O.T.C. and in a short time was 
commissioned a second lieutenant. Then he was 
sent to the South Pacific theatre of war. After a year 
of hard fighting, he was given a furlough to come 
home. 

It was lunch time at Newport News High, and I 
was eating a sandwich at my desk. The door opened 
quietly; and, when I looked up, there stood Red 
Mclntyre: handsome in his first lieutenant's uniform; 
taller than ever and slimmer; dark brown eyes 
sparkling; and auburn hair slightly wavy. 

"Just had to come see you," he said as he 
extended his hand to me. 

"Oh, Red, it is good to see you! Come, sit here by 
me. I can't believe you are the same boy who left 
us. My! you have grown, and you have the bearing 
of a general." 

"Well, I had to grow up quickly. After I had been 
inducted, because I was tall and strong, I was sent 
to an officers' training center and told that, if I made 
the grade, I should be sent in command of a group 
into the Pacific area. I knew my best assurance of 
safety was to be well trained, and I put my best into 
the training. Since I knew the same would hold for 
my men, I succeeded in getting them to realize it too. 
We have been in heavy fighting on Iwo Jima. 
Although we had a few casualties, as a whole our 
little company remained intact as a unit." 

"I have been noticing your merit badges. It is 
wonderful of you to have rendered our country such 
service, I am, indeed, proud of you." 

"But that's not what I have come to tell you," Red 
said. "Do you remember the volume of poems we 
studied?" 

"Indeed, I do. They were wonderful poems from 
Tennyson, Browning, Wordsworth, Byron, Shelley, 
Keats, and many others," I replied. 

"When I left home to go to training, I carried with 
me two volumes: a Bible my mother gave me and 
the little volume of One Hundred Best Poems that 
we studied in your English class. You didn't know 
you had taught me to love them, but you had. I read 
from both volumes every night, and I always found 
something that increased my faith in God and in my 
fellow man. I had become so much inspired with 
the rereading of the poetry, that I thought these 
poems might help my men through their nerve-
shattering experiences in the battles. 

"So at night, when the young fellows would come 
in from fighting: crying, jittery, shocked; some 
bleeding and nauseated, I would take out my little

volume of poems; and, after telling the boys what 
such a poem had meant to me and might mean to 
them, I would read my favorite ones. I was sur-
prised at their reception. This proved the best way I 
had to calm them and to quiet their nerves. 

"And many nights, as I have lain awake, I have 
thought of you and our English class. I knew it 
would make you happy to know that I, who had 
seemed such an indifferent student, had acquired 
such a love of poetry that I wanted others to have 
the same experience. And so, I just had to come tell 
you." 

"God bless you, Red. I am happy that you could 
convey the emotion of the poet to others. Poetry is a 
power in the mind and heart of one who loves it," I 
said. 

"Be sure to continue poetry in your General 
English course. Suppose I had not been introduced 
to those poets! Without them I could never have 
established such a bond between my men and me," 
said Red. 

"I shall follow your suggestion as long as I teach 
English," I replied. 

"It's good to be back at the old school again, but I 
can't stay any longer. Since I have only a short 
leave, I have to crowd many people and places into 
my schedule. So I'll tell you good-bye until I see 
you again." 

"Good-bye, son. It has been inspiring to listen to 
you. I'll be thinking of you and praying for you." 

And as Lieutenant Robert Mclntyre walked out of 
room 309, I thought: "Who dares to predict what a 
high school student might do? Red has become a 
hero in courage and faith." 

While Red had been enrolled in the General Eng-
lish course, Philip Murray had been enrolled in the 
College Preparatory course. Phil was ambitious. He 
was going to be a lawyer like his father. He excelled 
in all the divisions of the course: grammar, creative 
writing, English literature. Possessing a high order 
of intelligence, he was both idealistic and practical. 
He wrote poetry as well as prose and contributed 
much to the school magazine, HIGH TIDE . 

But Phil's ambitions were interrupted by World 
War II. After his graduation from high school, 1942, 
with honors, he decided to go to V.P.I, to get what 
military training he could before being called into 
service. He had been in V.P.I, only a year and a half 
when he was inducted into the Army on January 8, 
1944, when he was just eighteen years old. 

In the following August, he was ordered overseas 
and stationed in England in a quiet sector of the 
service. Restive for activity in the war, when the 
Germans counter-attacked, he volunteered for active 
duty on the war-front in Europe. About February 19, 
1945, he was ordered for duty in the 94th Divison, 
376th Infantry, in the Third Army under the  
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command of General George Patton. Hardly had his 
parents been informed of his participation in the 
Battle of the Bulge before they received the news 
that Phil had been killed in action on February 28, 
1945. 

I was stunned when I read the news in the Daily 
Press. Here was a youth, who, because of his ability 
and character, would have contributed much to his 
community and to society in general, sacrificed in 
war. When I wrote my note of condolence to Phil's 
parents, I felt how futile my words must sound to the 
sorrowing parents. 

About a week after the announcement of Phil's 
death, I received a phone call from the school-
superintendent's office that Mr. Murray wished me to 
call him at his office. Since Mr. Murray was chairman 
of the City School Board, I wondered what infraction of 
the rules I might have committed to be called by a 
member of the Board. 

Mr. Murray wanted me to come by his office that 
afternoon; but, since I had another appointment at 
that time, I suggested that I come to his home that 
evening. I had wanted to take some of my 
camellias to him and Mrs. Murray, and this would 
be my chance. 

It was in March. In my garden my camellias 
were at their best. After dinner I gathered a basket 
of pink camellias and took the bus for the Murray 
home. 

As I rang the bell on the door, my heart was 
pounding with the thought of meeting the sorrow-
stricken parents. Both parents came to the door to 
greet me, their faces revealing their love and sorrow. 

"I am glad you have come," said the father. 
"There are some things I want you to know. I 
would have come to school to tell you, but I was 
afraid I might break down. It was nice of you to 
come here." 

"I have brought you some of my camellias. I 
thought the bright pink blossoms might bring you a 
little cheer." 

"Oh, they are beautiful," said Mrs. Murray. "Phil 
loved flowers. I'll put them in water. Have a seat by 
the fireplace. I'll be right back." 

"Thank you. A fire in a grate is especially cheerful 
on a chilly March night." 

"Well, I suppose you wonder why I have sent for 
you," said Mr. Murray. 

"Yes," I replied, "since I am a teacher and you are 
a member of the board, a thousand things have run 
through my mind, and I have tried to think what 
crime I might have committed." 

Placing on the coffee table the delft blue bowl in 
which she had attractively arranged the camellias, 
Mrs. Murray joined us. 

"That's just like most of us," said Mrs. Murray. 
"We always expect the worst when we are sum-

moned by our employers. But first, I want to tell 
you what a comfort your note to us has been. We 
read it again and again. We shall always keep it." 

"Thank you; but words are so inadequate in times 
of great loss. Phil's dying before he had a chance to 
live his expectant life has deeply grieved me. And if 
I, his teacher, can be so affected, I can sense the 
deep loss and sorrow in your hearts." 

"Yes," replied Mr. Murray, "this is why I sent for 
you. I wanted you to know just what you have 
meant to Phil. He was always a lover of nature, but 
you gave him new meanings in nature. He became 
more and more observant of things around him and 
looked for the spiritual significance. We both loved 
to tramp through the woods and go on hunting trips. 
Once he picked up an acorn and said, 'You know, I 
think Miss Burbank is right. She said that, to her, 
immortality was no more miraculous than life itself: 
birth, adaptation to environment, survival. When I 
look at these towering, broad, strong oaks that come 
from the acorn, or at the tall pines holding their 
green needles all winter, I think these, too, are 
miracles.' And he would quote passages from the 
poets he had studied under you to strengthen his faith 
in immortality." 

There was nothing I could say. I knew Phil was 
always interested in reading and in the interpreting 
of poetry and in the different philosophies revealed 
by the poet; but I had not surmised what con-
clusions he had reached. He was such a keen and 
independent thinker that I never dreamed my words 
were making so deep an impression upon him. 

Finally, controlling my emotions with effort, I 
said: "This both moves and frightens me. I am glad 
that I might have helped to strengthen Phil's faith in 
immortality; especially now since he had to face 
death and immortality so soon. But it frightens me 
to think what a grave responsibility it is to teach. 
Hardly ever are we teachers aware of what influence 
we are exerting upon our students." 

"You were his favorite teacher," Phil's mother 
added. We will always be indebted to you." 

The parents then showed me several pictures of 
Phil in his uniform and several trinkets and 
mementos from his several stations and activities in 
the war. They were proud of their boy: he had been 
a fine student, had strong Christian faith, and had 
never shirked in duty. At the time of his death, Phil 
was delivering a message to his commander when a 
mortar shell exploded between them, killing Phil 
instantly. 

I came away saddened because of the loss of this 
youth who had so much talent, character, and com-
passion to devote to his fellow-man. 

Several memorials were established to honor Phil's 
memory: a scholarship at Washington and Lee, a 
plaque in his church and a carillon in the tower of  
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his church, dedicated "To the Glory of God and in 
Memory of Philip W. Murray, Jr.". 

The dedication of the carillon in memory of Phil 
was held on Sunday, May 1, 1949, at the Chestnut 
Avenue Methodist Church. It was a beautiful Sabbath 
morning. The church was banked with flowers. The 
main auditorium and the annex were filled to over-
flowing with friends. A large number in the audience 
were young people who knew Phil; a large number 
were mothers and fathers who had seen their sons 
inducted, and some of whom had received the same 
telegram: "We regret to inform——————". 

I felt deeply honored that I had been asked to 
participate in the memorial services for Phil and 
spoke sincerely from my heart: 

'"Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting: 
The soul that riseth with us, our life's star, 

Hath had elsewhere its setting 
And cometh from afar; 
Not in entire forgetfulness, 
And not in utter nakedness, 

But trailing clouds of glory do we come 
From God, who is our home.' 

"This passage has become a part of me; not only 
for what the lines mean to me, but for all that they 
have meant to hundreds of my students. 

"Well do I remember the day when Phil was 
introduced to this great 'Ode On Intimations of 
Immortality.' A lover of nature himself, he under-
stood the meaning of every line. He did not have to 
say so; his face reflected his understanding of all the 
poet felt and said. 

"Sensitive to beauty, Phil was quick to catch the 
beautiful imagery portrayed by Shelley and Keats; 
but seeking further proof of immortality as intimated 
by Wordsworth, he pondered over the interpretations 
of Tennyson in 'In Memoriam': 

'Thou wilt not leave us in the dust; 
Thou madest man, he knows not why. 
He thinks he was not made to die; 
And thou hast made him; thou art just. 
'Our little systems have their day; 
They have their day and cease to be; 
They are but broken lights of thee, 
And thou, Oh Lord, art more than they.' 

And he liked the practical version of immortality in 
Robert Browning's Epilogue to Asolando': 

'No at noonday in the bustle of man's work-time 
Greet the unseen with a cheer! 

Bid him forward, breast and back as either should 
be, 
"Strive and Thrive!" cry "Speed, — fight on, 

fare ever 
There as here!'" 

"Although Philip was idealistic in philosophy and 
religion, he was practical in his observation and 
living, as you may see in his poem: 

'The Power Line' 
'Twilight blends the long shadows 
Of a high tension power line 
Into the darkness 
Of a wooded hill. 
But far, far away, 
In the buzzing factories 
Industry is not baffled 
By the darkness of the night. 
Electricity drives the machines 
Steadily onward, 
Casting abundant light 
On whirring wheels. 
'Large generators have taken 
The boundless energy 
Of turbulent mountain streams 
And transmitted it 
Through lines stretching, stretching 
Across countryside. 
'From the horizon 
They follow the rugged hills; 
Rising and falling, 
Till   they  surge  forth  majestically 
Upon a grassy field; 
They pass away as 
Quickly as they came. 
'They  climb  the  rocky mountains 
And cross the muddy swamps, 
Leaving a path 
Cleared through the wilderness, 
The symbol of their relentless march. 
Over the lonely railroads, 
Across the teeming highways, 
And on the whispering tops of tall 

pines, 
The shadows of their network fall. 
'Undaunted by rain or snow, 
These steel cables silently 
Direct the course 
Of countless numbers of humanity. 
Neither flashing lightning 
Nor crashing thunder 
Halt their ceaseless task. 
Ever onward 
Always forward 
Carrying their priceless boon 
For mankind. 
‘The gas lamp lighters 
Walking the dusky streets, 
Swinging their burning lanterns 
Have disappeared beyond 
The bounds of current history 
To make way 
For an age of machines; 
An age of speed, 
An age of light. 
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'Electricity,— 
Cooking for us, 
Lighting   and  heating  our  homes, 
Preserving our foods, 
Driving trolly cars, 
Transmitting world news; 
Electricity,— 

What a blessing: 
Ever glowing light, 
Ever endless power.' 

"Philip Murray had the happy faculty of combining 
the idealistic and the practical. Possessing superior 
mentality and an inquisitiveness into the truth of 
things, he might easily have been diverted to some 
scientific tangent. But no; he was interested in the 
truth that concerned the whole of man; his history, 
his philosophy, his religion, his welfare. The world 
today needs more of his kind. 

"Yes, let the sweet chimes ring by day or night; 
and whenever we shall hear them, a tear shall fall 
for this, our son, and for our many, many sons who 
have been cut off in their youth because of man's 
infirmities. But then a new light will comfort our 
aching hearts, for these same chimes, emanating from 
the church of God, will assure us of the coming of 
the Prince of Peace and of Life Eternal." 

Hardly had I recovered from the shock of Phil's 
death when the news came that "Layton Goodman, 
Executive Officer of the Submarine 'Barbel', which 
was sunk in enemy waters, is missing." 

"Missing!" "Perhaps he might be rescued!" I 
hoped. But no. When I hurried to his mother, I 
learned that she had received definite word that 
Layton's submarine had sunk with eighty-five officers 
aboard. At first I could think of Layton only as the 
last survivor of the eighty-five officers, enduring the 
horrors of approaching suffocation. But I soon re-
flected on his high school days when he was in my 
senior English and played in the school's orchestra 
and had ambitions to go to Annapolis. 

He was a happy combination of seriousness and 
cheerfulness; serious in purpose, merry in disposition. 
Every day I looked forward to his coming to class. 
He would enter with a broad grin eyes sparkling. 
Quite frequently, after the school's dismissal, he 
would stop by my room to discuss problems brought 
up in class or some current topic. 

Just a few weeks before his graduation, he came 
in looking defeated. Since this was so unusual, I was 
perplexed. 

"Browning's 'Rabbi Ben Ezra' makes you think, 
doesn't it?" he asked. 

"Yes; it is packed with good advice and strong 
faith," I replied. 

"Can you accept that philosophy: 'What I aspired 
to be, and was not, comforts me'?" 

"Yes, Layton, I think I can." 

"Well, I can't." 
"Maybe I can, because I have had a long life of 

experience and hard knocks, and have learned to 
accept it. Otherwise, I could not tolerate the many 
disappointments that are bound to come." 

"But tell me why you can't." 
"All during my high school days I have aimed to 

graduate as valedictorian or salutatorian. This after-
noon the honors were announced and I am neither." 

"How did you rate?" 
"I came out third." 
"Well, son, does it make much difference whether 

you are the first, second, or third? You have done an 
excellent job. You have finished the four years' 
course in three years; you have taken the hard 
academic subjects; you have played the violin in the 
orchestra; you have made the National Honor Society. 
You are loved and admired by both faculty and 
students. Isn't that reward enough?" 

"I had hoped to get the honors for the sake of my 
mother. Ever since my father died, when I was four 
years old, my mother has set her star in me. My 
sisters she loves and grants their every wish; but 
me she worships and thinks I'll do great things. I 
hate to disappoint her in the first milestone of my 
career." 

"I think by tomorrow you will view this dif-
ferently. Go home and rest; eat your dinner; and 
then take out your anthology and read that whole 
stanza again. The answer is in the lines that follow 
the two you quoted." 

Layton dejectedly left the room and I closed 309 
for the day. 

Soon after my arrival the next morning, Layton 
bounced into my room, his face beaming as usual. 

"I have it," he said; "the answer is in the next two 
lines: 

'A brute I might have been 
But would not sink in the scale.'" 

I knew I should not have to worry about Layton 
any further. 

His next disappointment, however, came in a few 
days. Ever since a small boy he had had Annapolis 
as his goal. He wanted to make the Navy his career. 
Although his mother had tried to persuade him to 
become an M.D., Layton had held to his first choice. 
In his junior year he had visited his congressman 
and sought the nomination to Annapolis. Now, that 
it was almost time for his graduation, Layton was 
informed that another high school boy had received 
the appointment. 

His mother now hoped Layton would study 
medicine. But no, he was determined to get into 
Annapolis. He decided to enroll at Washington and 
Lee and take general academic studies in his fresh-
man year until he had made every effort to get to 
Annapolis.   
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He wrote a letter to President Franklin D. Roose-
velt, requesting the privilege of taking a special 
entrance examination to Annapolis. It must have 
been a good letter, because Roosevelt replied en-
thusiastically, advising Layton to go to Werntz for 
six weeks' intensive drill and then to take the 
entrance examination. 

Layton passed the entrance examination, ranking 
first in his state of Virginia, and received an 
appointment to enter Annapolis the following Sept-
ember, 1935. Then returning to Washington and Lee, 
he made the freshman year with top rating. 

During his residence at Washington and Lee, and 
during the four years at Annapolis, Layton would 
come to see me at every holiday or vacation to tell 
me of his progress. Always optimistic, he would 
bring new interests and enthusiasms whenever he 
came. Graduating as an ensign from Annapolis in 
1939, he had to choose in what branch of the navy 
he wished to serve. Since the Second World War had 
already started, this decision was critical. 

When he told me he had chosen the submarine to 
be his branch of service, I asked, "Why in the world 
did you choose the submarine, son? Any branch but 
that!" And then his reply put me to shame. 

"They needed men in the submarine and asked for 
volunteers," he said. 

He then showed me the portrait of the eighty-five 
officers who would serve with him. A finer-looking 
group of young men I have never seen. 

Layton was then ordered to attend the Submarine 
School at New London, Connecticut. Upon 
completion of this course, he received the 
commission of Lieutenant, Junior Grade. After 
serving with distinction in Atlantic waters, he was 
again sent to the Submarine School in New 
London, when he was commissioned Lieutenant, 
Senior Grade. He was then assigned to Pacific 
waters on a new submarine which had made 
history in successful secret missions. 

After his third order to study at New London, 
Layton received the commission of Lieutenant Com-
mander; and in April, 1944, he became the executive 
officer of the submarine "Barbel" which operated in 
the Pacific. 

Then in March, 1945, came the news of the sinking 
of the "Barbel", which had been torpedoed in the 
Pacific by the Japanese, on February 18, 1945. 

How many times have I thought of the last hours 
of those eighty-five officers — all young! Layton, 
only twenty-seven, was second in command of the 
ship. And even now, I often wonder whether: "What 
I aspired to be and was not, comforts me" could 
serve Layton in his greatest need. He had everything 
to live for: a brilliant career, money inherited from 
his father, and hosts of friends. 
Letters from his commanding officers to his mother

verified my esteem of Layton. 
His submarine division commander wrote: 

"The ship of which he was second in command 
has made a most enviable record. Lt. Commander 
Claude Layton Goodman enjoys a splendid reputa-
tion, and his spirit and ability have continually 
commanded the respect of his senior officers as 
well as of his junior officers." 
On March 25, 1945, the commander of Submarine 
Division 222 wrote: 
" . . . . . . . . .  .I have recently had the pleasure 
of recommending him for Qualification for 
Command of Submarines, which is proof of his 
outstanding qualities." 
". . . . . . . . .  .We have been proud of your son 
as an officer in this submarine which has distin-
guished herself by courageous and aggressive action 
against the Japanese. We know that he was 
carrying out his duties in accordance with the 
highest traditions of the Naval Service. 

The commander of the Submarine Force, Pacific 
Fleet, is forwarding to you, under separate cover, 
the United States Navy Submarine Combat Pin, 
and a Citation which was awarded your son for his 
part in this successful Patrol against the enemy. 
We feel that you will treasure them as a sacred 
and lasting remembrance of your son's activities in 
this war." 
Almost simutaneously with the announcement of 

death on his submarine "Barbel", came the news of 
the death of Herbert Grooms Smith, while he was 
leading his two companies in the fiercest battle at 
Iwo Jima. 

O Shakespeare, how true was the statement of 
Claudius to Gertrude: 

"When sorrows come, they come not single spies, 
But in battalions!" 

Phil's death in the Battle of the Bulge. 
Layton's death on the submarine. 
Ah, dear God, three of our finest! 
All three of these young men had come from 

Christian homes. And their faith was indestructible. 
No wonder their parents received such letters of 

praise for their sons from the commanding officers. 
These young men were built of the sturdy stock of 
our founding fathers: strong faith in God which 
urged them to fight for the principles in which they 
believed, to the bitter end; healthy, continent bodies 
of steel fiber that enabled them to endure the fatigue 
of battle to its victory; each a lover of all things 
beautiful: home, country, nature, that inspired him to 
fight for or die for their preservation. 

So, the tolling of the bell had summoned Herbert, 
too. 

Herbert Grooms Smith, called by his pals some-
times "Smitty," sometimes "Herbie," was a popular  
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yet a quiet and unassuming student in Newport 
News High School. An excellent student and a lover 
of sports, he became a member of the National 
Honor Society and a star on the Typhoon Football 
Team. Genial in disposition and definite in setting 
his goals for his life's achievement, he was loved by 
both the students and the faculty. 

Having graduated from our high school, with 
honors, in February, 1939, Herbert, because of the 
imminence of World War II, wanted to make the 
best use of his time in preparation for his induction 
into service. Consequently, he attended the spring 
session, 1939, of Randloph Macon Academy at Front 
Royal, Virginia. But in the following September, he 
enrolled in the college of his choice, Washington 
and Lee University, to follow in his father's foot-
steps: to study law and, in due time, to become a 
judge of the courts in his native city. Aiming high, 
he usually achieved what he set out to do. 

In his academic preparation for his law degree, 
Herbert found time to play on Washington and Lee's 
150-pound football squad and received an athletic 
letter for his excellence in performance. When he 
received his B.A. degree in January, 1943, he had to 
suspend his study of law to take up his duties in the 
theatre of war. 

Having enlisted while a student at Washington 
and Lee, Herbert had been assigned Private First 
Class in the United States Marine Corps on March 
10, 1942, but active duty had been deferred until his 
completion of the B.A. degree. 

Within a month after his graduation, Herbert was 
assigned to active duty at Parris Island, South 
Carolina, February 18, 1943. 

After this period of training, Herbert was sent to the 
Marine Corps Schools at Quantico, Virginia, where he 
was graduated as second lieutenant on June 30, 1943. 
Then after six months' training at Camp Le Jeune, 
North Carolina, he sailed on December 19, 1943, for 
ports unknown and landed at Caledonia in the South 
Pacific, January 19, 1944. Here he was selected as one 
of the ten best officers on the island and assigned to 
the Veterans Third Division, which was sent to 
Guadacanal. 

Later Herbert served with this division in Guam 
and finally at Iwo Jima. 

Bearing the official rank of first lieutenant, Herbert 
was acting captain of two companies when, on March 
15, 1945, fighting at the front in the most dangerous 
position, in order to inspire his men to give their 
best, he was cut down by a Japanese gun. 

Ironical was the time of his death — just one day 
before organized resistance ceased on Iwo Jima. 
And on March 4, he had written his parents: "It will 
not be long now before I'll be home." 

Herbert received posthumously the Bronze Star 

Medal with Combat Bar and the Silver Star Medal; 
and his Unit received the Presidential Unit Citation. 

A few months after the death of Herbert, the world 
was electrified and horrified over the dropping of the 
atomic bomb upon Hiroshima and Nagasaki. Even 
we in the United States deplored our country's use of 
it when we found out its heinous destruction of life 
and property and — what was even worse — the 
horrific crippling and disfiguring of the people who 
were unfortunate enough to survive. 

On the afternoon that the news of the atomic 
explosion was announced over radios and television, I 
was visiting my brother's family. That news was 
followed by the announcement of Japan's capitula-
tion. The good news of the end of the war with 
Japan, however, was overshadowed by the savagery 
of the bombing and the fear that man had instigated 
the use of an implement that would bring about his 
own annihilation. 

Just about sunset, as I walked along the Chesa-
peake waterfront from my brother's home to mine 
on Hampton Roads Avenue, I noticed groups of 
people gathered on lawns, talking excitedly, giving 
evidence of their turbulance. Contrasting this anxiety, 
little children laughing and playing on the sands of 
the shore, in their innocence, were heedless of any 
danger. 

And Chesapeake Bay, alive with the activity of 
motor boats, skiers, and swimmers, was beautiful in 
the reflection of the sunset. 

The August night being rather cool, I built a fire 
in my grate, hoping its cheeriness would alleviate 
my chilling fear. The warmth from the blazing logs 
projected me into a state of reverie. 
 

REFLECTIONS  
By 

Annye B. Burbank 
 

A fire burns in the grate, warm and glowing. 
It soothes me into oblivion of all things annoying. 
It lulls me into dreamland where I recall 
The iridescent spray of some thundering waterfall; 
Or the opalescent surface of Chesapeake Bay 
With its intermingled lavender, pink, green-gray, 
Silver-sheened in patches by clouds, thinly spun, 
That intercept the golden rays of the setting sun, 
Whose ricocheting darts of flame flash from window-

panes 
Of low-sprawling houses, congruous in frames, 
Nestling in emerald lawns, and flanked in contiguous 

lines 
Of Oaks, tall magnolias, spruces, gums, or pines. 
 
A pop-pop-pop scurries sparks to the chimney top— 
And breaks my continuity of imagery. 
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My thoughts return to the people 
On the lawns, standing in groups, 
Talking excitedly. 
Anxiety on their faces reveals 
The shock of imminent war—nuclear war. 
Little children, happy in their innocence, 
Are playing in the sands of the beach. 
 
I wonder: "Lord, Lord! Shall we destroy it all— 
Homes with happy mates, 
Children unaware of impending fates, 
The beauties of creation—both God's and man's? 
And all because men hate and hate 
And will not yield to placate Violent passions for their common good?" 
 
"Ah, Dear God, You told me 
Man would bring about his own destruction. 
Is this the time? Is this the age? This age atomic?" 
 
I look into the fireplace. 
No live coals now—warm and glowing; 
Only numbness through my body flowing. 
 
I stare into the empty grate 
Until I hear the last crack 
Of ashes—cold and black. 
 
 
PATRIOTS, RETURN  
 
Return, bold spirit of America. 
Give us another Patrick Henry, pray, 
To lead us through this age called nuclear. 
The diplomatic leers of Russia betray 
Our trust in Democracy. Her dread sputnics 
Throw us into a panic. We do not know 
The what or how, but hope some magic tricks 
May save us here. Eradicate false show; 
Desire for easy living; greed grown rife. 
Let passion's blaze for freedom fire our cold 
Indifference to the principles of life, 
As founded by our fathers. Spirit bold, 
Of Jefferson, of Washington, return; 
That the torch of freedom may forever burn. 
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X   THE DUBIOUS ARMISTICE  

Finally, the Armistice came in August, 1945, but 
at what a price! Carson and Layton down into the 
seas; Phil and Herbert, who had written their parents 
they'd be home soon, killed by explosion of mortars; 
Selwin, who had come to tell me he would return to 
Cornell in September, killed in an airplane wreck—
and thousands of other young men, the pride of our 
country, sacrificed to the uncivilized instrument of 
war. 

The parents of the Rouse boys, Mr. and Mrs. 
Parke Shepherd Rouse, were, indeed, happy and 
grateful that their four sons, having served in all 
areas of the war, had come home without a tragedy. 

Their eldest son, Parke Shepherd, Jr., I knew more 
intimately than I did the other three because he and I 
reciprocated ideas of sensitivity to poetry, to music, 
to beauty in nature, and to sincerities in man's 
performance. A deliberative, undemonstrative 
individual, he was deep in thought, sober but un-
accusative in judgment, and genuine in his devotion 
to his family, his affection for his friends, and his 
loyalty to his country and the Virginia Democrats. 

A graduate of Washington and Lee University, 
Parke was commissioned an ensign, August 26, 1942; 
and, after training in the School of Communications at 
Harvard, he was attached to the "James O'Hara," an 
Invasion Transport Ship, and soon sailed for Africa. 
From there he took part in the invasions of Scily and 
Italy. While serving in these missions, he was 
promoted to lieutenant, jg. 

On returning to the United States, the "O'Hara" 
was stationed at Panama Canal. There it was that 
Parke was made aide to his executive officer on the 
"O'Hara." 

After taking part in the invasion of Sipan, he was 
attached to the Pacific Fleet Staff under Admiral 
Nimitz, July, 1944, and stationed at Pearl Harbor. 
Here he was made editor of the Pacific Fleet Con-
fidential Communications Bulletin, and promoted to 
lieutenant, January 1, 1945. From Pearl Harbor he 
reported to Guam for duty as Correspondents Aide, 
and here he remained until the close of the war. 

The second son, Randolph Dashiell Rouse, also a 
graduate of Washington and Lee, was commissioned 
an ensign in the Navy, May 26, 1942, and reported 
for duty in Washington, D. C. with the Bureau of 
Ships. On January 20, 1944, he reported for duty at 
Port Hueneme, California, and on July 1, 1944, he 
was commissioned lieutenant. He was then returned 
for duty to Washington, D. C., where he remained 
until the close of the war. 

"Ranny", as he was called by his associates, was 
the opposite of Parke in personality. An extrovert, 
he was "Hail-fellow" with everyone and happy-go-

lucky in his approach to studies and responsibilities. 
"Somehow, everything will work out all right," he 
would say. 

And so it did. While he was stationed at Washing-
ton, D. C., he saw the potentialities in providing 
houses for the fast growing populations in Northern 
Virginia. Starting on a "shoe-string", he succeeded 
like lightning. He expanded from little to big to 
fabulous in real estate; and before his friends could 
perceive Ranny's design, he had completed one 
housing development after another until he had 
become one of our richest and most respected citi-
zens in Virginia. 

The youngest son, William Dashiell Rouse, not to 
be outdone by his brothers in patriotism, left 
Hampden Sydney College after his first year there to 
enlist in the Navy. Inducted on December 3, 1943, he 
was sent to Newport, R. I. for training. At the 
completion of this training, he was assigned to the 
hospital ship, "Refuge". For the duration of the war, 
he served in the Atlantic, the Mediterranean, and the 
Pacific. 

At the end of the war, following the pattern of his 
brothers, William enrolled at Washington and Lee. 
After his graduation, he secured a government 
position in Washington, D. C. 

The third son, John Dashiell Rouse, also left 
Hampden Sydney to enlist as a private in the Army. 

After being trained at the Officers' Training School 
at Fort Benning, Georgia, he was commissioned 
second lieutenant and sent on duty to Camp Blanding, 
Florida. There he was assigned to Company A, 271st 
Infantry, 69th Division. 

Promoted to first lieutenant, he was assigned to 
Camp Pepperell, St. Johns, Newfoundland. On 
September 7, 1945, he was returned to the United 
States, and on February 7, 1946, he was honorably 
discharged from active duty but retained in the 
Reserved Army. 

Now, with the signing of the Armistice and all 
their sons returned safely home, the parents were 
eager to see their sons settle down and resume the 
American way of life. 

It was not long, however, before they realized the 
Armistice had not settled the bickerings, the jeal-
ousies, the treacheries between the East and the 
West. And the young men and women who survived 
the war were displeased at the turn the war had taken 
at the end. They deplored the use of the atomic 
bomb. They knew its use would make the next war 
all the more horrible. Then, too, they were suspicious 
of the Russian peace. They feared the duplicity of 
the Russians more than they had feared the German 
War.   
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So for five uneasy years, they experienced a pre-
carious armistice. 

In June, 1950, when the "cold war" became active 
in Korea, those who had served long hard years in 
World War II assumed they would not be called into 
service in Korea. But they were. The President, the 
Congress, the Pentagon—all seemed in a state of 
confusion, the result of which was many blunders. 

Youth was war-weary and entered the service 
dispirited. Many did not understand why they were 
being sent to Korea. 

So it was with John Dashiell Rouse. He was the 
quiet, retiring one of the family. Never would he 
start an argument. He was too courteous and con-
siderate of others' feelings to hurl an insinuating jest 
or a libellous accusation. Everything about a war 
was distasteful to his nature. Yet he had served his 
country well in World War II; and, though he was 
among the Reserves, he thought he would not be 
recalled to active service. 

As soon as he was released from World War II, 
he completed the last two years on his college 
degree at Washington and Lee. Then secure in his 
position in The Bank of Warwick, Newport News, 
Virginia, he married a wonderful girl, Anne Notting-
ham Colonna, and established their home. And 
when his son, John Dashiell, Jr., was born, Dashiell, 
the proud father, believed his dreams were really 
coming true. 

But fate ruled otherwise. In December, 1950, Dashiell 
was recalled to active duty and assigned to the 
Seventh Division of the Thirty-first Infantry. Im-
mediately he was sent to Korea. 

Never again did he see his three-months-old son. 
On September 2, 1951, acting as Captain of his 
Company, though titularly he was First Lieutenant, 
while leading his Motor Company against the Chinese 
Communists near Chu Dong, Dashiell was killed. 
For his gallantry in action, he was awarded the 
Bronze Star, the Silver Star, and the Purple Heart. 

Had Dashiell survived the war, how happy he 
would have been to watch his son John grow into 
manhood, graduate from Ferguson High with highest 
honors, and enter Yale University, where, in his 
freshman year, he became affiliated with Fenno 
Heath's Choir and Glee Club in the Department of 
Music. 

To Dashiell's wife, General M. B. Ridgway, U.S.A., 
wrote: 

"The untimely death of your husband, First 
Lieutenant John D. Rouse, has been a tragic loss 
While no one can fully share the sorrow which the 
death of a loved one brings, he will be sorely

missed by his comrades, too. 
"We earnestly hope that you may find some 

comfort in the knowledge of the understanding 
sympathy of those who knew him and shared 
service with him in this Command. There should 
also be some measure of consolation in knowing 
that he met death pridefully and manfully in the 
service of his Country. 

"I have faith that his devotion to duty, in 
defense of all that we and the free peoples of the 
world hold most dear, has helped us on the long, 
hard road by which alone we may expect some 
day to reach a just, an honorable, and an enduring 
peace. 
"May  God  grant  we  continue to follow that road 
whatever be the sacrifices entailed. "With sincere 
sympathy, I am 

Respectfully, 
M.. B. Ridgway, 
General, United States Army 

The Chaplain, Captain Samuel R. Neal, 31st Infantry 
Regiment, wrote: 

"It is with deep emotion that I write you con-
cerning the death of your husband, 1st Lieutenant 
John Dashiell Rouse, Company Commander of Com-
pany B of our regiment. I had been with the regi-
ment only since the middle of August, but in that 
brief period I had become very fond of Lieutenant 
Rouse. He never missed a church service, and he 
always encouraged his men to attend. We also en-
joyed his wit. I frequently heard some of his 
witticisms quoted in other companies of the regiment. 
"I visited John quite a few times in the front lines. 
He and his men built a little chapel just 50 yards 
down the ridge from their front lines. Just two days 
before John was killed we held a dedication service 
in the chapel, and our Public Information Office took 
a picture of the service. I am enclosing a copy of the 
picture. There are two officers standing at the very 
rear. Lieutenant Pebble is on the right and 
Lieutenant Rouse is on the left, partially hidden by a 
tree. I am conducting the service.... 

"His last words were these: 'Men, it looks as 
though we shall have to withdraw, but be careful 
that we don't leave any wounded here.' This remark 
was typical of Lieutenant Rouse's kind and thoughtful 
spirit. 

Sincerely yours, 
Samuel R. Neal, Jr. 
Chaplain 
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XI   THE FUTILITY OF ENDLES WARS
"Be not carried about with divers and strange 

doctrines. For it is a good thing that the heart be 
established with grace." 

—Hebrews: 13, 9 
The Korean War was a series of cataclysmic 

blunders: the lack of military judgment by the 
"Commander in Chief"; the recall of General 
McArthur before he could achieve his goals to win a 
conclusive victory; the inconclusive settlement of the 
war; the continuation of American military 
occupation in South Korea. 

The indeterminate end of this Korean War and the 
establishment of American bases in foreign countries 
have extended tensions in smoldering anger that 
blows hot or cold. Indeed, these bases pose a threat 
to the strong nations, although they may appear a 
Santa Clause to the indigent or impotent nations. 

Even had we no internal problems, our nation 
cannot assume the burdens of defending all other 
countries against aggression. 

But the United States is preoccupied with its own 
turbulences. During my lifetime intermittent emer-
gencies have become chronic emergencies; and no 
one has the answer to the problems: nuclear control, 
population explosion, social degeneration, powder 
kegs of hate and anger in the slums, iconoclasts of 
religion, over-centralized federal administration, 
dubious decisions in the Supreme Court, and forced 
integration of the unprepared with the prepared 
students which is weakening the quality of education 
in our country, when we need the best quality 
possible. 

Paul Goodman in The New York Review, November 
3, 1966, in his essay, "The Psychology of Being 
Powerless," says: "History is out of control. It is no 
longer something that we make but something that 
happens to us." 

This essay should be read by all of us, since it has 
so much to say to our great middle class: the 
educated, the devotees of the arts and ethics, the 
respecters of law and discipline, the believers in a 
religion and in their ideals of achievement. "And it 
is this silence," Goodman says, "that renders us 
powerless." Afraid of getting involved, we bury our 
opinions and withdraw into our little retreats. 

And why are we silent? I think this silence is due 
to the fact that we have been so many times de-
ceived: Woodrow Wilson's election on the theme: 
"To keep us out of World War I;" the "sell-out" at 
Yalta; the Korean unfinished business; the rash rush 
into Vietnam and the escalation without any end in 
sight. 

But I believe we silent ones have erred in not 
putting our shoulders to the wheel and demanding 

that these things shall not be. 
None of us wishes to use the tactics of the 

ignorant or the unprincipled. We need no marches. 
We abhor the violence, the destruction of life and 
property, and the disregard for the law. We are 
weary of the rude, the crass, the vulgar who block 
streets, doorways, campuses—even the halls of our 
universities and the entrance to the president's office. 

But I believe there is a way to transform our 
latent power into an active power; and that is, for 
each of us in this great majority to inform his re-
presentative of this majority's opinions, and to urge 
him to work with the Congress to bring these pleas 
to fruition. 

Such questions as these should concern us: 
1. Should the members of the Supreme Court be 

appointed for life? If our citizens are retired at the 
age of sixty-five because of physical deterioration 
and mental ineptness, should not the judges sitting 
in our highest courts and rendering decisions that 
affect not only the individual but our states and 
nation, retire at sixty-five or not serve more than 
four years? Should Congress permit anyone with 
questionable integrity, sagacity, or acumen hold such 
a sacred and responsible position in our Supreme 
Court? 

2. Why Should a President become a" Commander-
in-Chief" and plunge our country into any kind of 
war—hot or cold—without the consent of the Con-
gress? Had our present "Commander-in-Chief" ap-
pealed to the United Nations to call for a 
conference of North Vietnam, South Vietnam, the 
United States, and any other nations involved, at the 
beginning of North Vietnam's aggression against 
the South Vietnam, the difficulties might have been 
resolved, and the more than 6000 lives of our 
American young men might have been saved. 

But our silent millions in the powerful 
potentialities of the middle class remained voiceless 
and permitted an impulsive decision to go 
unchecked. 

3. Should the few religious iconoclasts blast the 
religious faith of our forefathers who established 
this nation upon such a firm foundation of faith in 
God, of faith in man's endurance and perserverance 
through his integrity of character and nobility of 
purpose? 

Should the infidel or the Supreme Court control 
our religious desires and shatter our beliefs? God is 
not dead, but I fear the teachings of the professor of 
theology in a college supported by a church, when 
he proclaims "God is dead." Why do we remain 
silent? Isn't it time that we, the great middle class, 
express our shock and make our pleas to our 
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representatives to stop this debacle in our religious 
life? 

While the elders of my generation, in reviewing 
their life span, lament the changes that have in-
filtrated the social and spiritual life of our nation; 
while the frenzied minority of teenagers are screaming 
their protests against any restraint of law or 
discipline or flaunting their vulgarities and excesses 
in dance, song, or sex; while these strident voci-
ferations and wanton destruction of life and property 
monopolize the news of the press, the television, 
and the radio; — let us remember the vast majority 
of our youth who are quietly moving ahead to get

an education, to establish a refined culture through 
the arts of drama, poetry, music, fiction, and painting 
and sculpture, to maintain freedom of worship, and 
to preserve our democracy in government. 

Let us, the adult members of our society, support 
these ideals of our young people so that our young 
war heroes shall not have died in vain, and that our 
present youth who are the rock and hope of our 
future society may have the opportunity to realize 
their ambitions. 

 
"Nations fall, not by attacks from without but by 

moral decay within." 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

ONE AMONG MANY  
by  

Annye B. Burbank 
 

In solitude, by the radio, 
I hear you sing, "I'm All Alone;" 
And think of thousands just like me, 
Grieving alone, on land or sea: 
 
For lover, husband, wife, or child, 
Or home destroyed by passion wild. 
"Lord God," I pray, "deliver me." 
A sense sublime then answers me: 
 
"Drink deep; drink deep of sorrows old; 
Descend; descend into valleys cold. 
Now climb and climb, to mountains high, 
And see the throngs go trudging by. 
 
"Peace comes to those who lose themselves 
In others' sorrows, joys, or fears. 
You're not alone, but one of them. 
Give them your love. They'll sing, 'Amen!'" 
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XII   THE CREATIVE SPIRIT  

The opening of school in September had always 
been a happy time. The reunion of school friends 
after three months' vacations, the exchange of greetings 
between teachers and pupils, the bustle of 
preparations for the new semester, and the registration 
of students in their new classes created an 
atmosphere of expectancy and excitement. But this 
September, 1952, held more promise for a gloriously 
happy year than any other previous September. The 
senior class of this year had already established a 
reputation of excellence, both in scholarship and in 
activities. Moreover, the girls were not only intelligent 
but also charming; and, the boys were manly, 
amiable, and ambitious. 

It was not long before the class justified its ex-
cellent reputation. Since I had such fine classes to 
work with, I was determined that this should be my 
best year. 

In the study of grammar the students learned to 
apply good usages in their themes. No themes of 
400 words once a week in my category of developing 
style in writing. Instead, the students had a six 
weeks' course of daily writing and revising. By that 
method, the student, as well as I, could watch his 
daily progress. 

And, believe it or not, every paper passed in to me 
on one day, I carefully criticized with comments in the 
margins and returned the next day. 

The reason I could do such a stupendous amount 
of theme criticism was that I enjoyed reading what 
the student had to say and comparing his improve-
ment from day to day. 

Sensing my interest in their improvement, the 
students became as enthusiastic as I. Consequently, 
after such intensive practice in writing, they became 
proficient in writing essays, critical or personal, in 
portraying character, or in discussing philosophies and 
ideas. 

At the Patrons' Meeting, it was fun to hear the 
parents express their concern as well as their in-
terest. 

"What in the world are you doing to my child? 
One morning at two o'clock, seeing a light under 
Caroline's door and thinking her to be ill, I hurried 
into her room; and what do you think I saw? There 
she was, sitting in the middle of her bed writing! 
And when I asked her why she was writing at such 
an outrageous hour she said, 'Miss Burbank told us 
that whenever we felt an inspiration to write to do 
so right then, or we could never recapture the same 
spirit or the same thought. Well, I had the in-
spiration and so here I am writing. Run on back to 
your room. I'll be through and back to sleep soon'" 
Several patrons were standing around. They all 

laughed  because   they   were   having   similar  ex-
periences. 

"Where do you think I found my boy one after-
noon?" asked another mother. "Charles came home 
from school, threw his books on his desk; but 
keeping his notebook, he said, 'I'm going out for 
some fresh air, Mother. I'll be back in time for 
dinner.' When dinner was ready and he hadn't come 
back, I went out to look for him. 

"When I got no answer to my call, I rang the little 
bell which usually brought him in. Finally, I heard a 
thin voice somewhere up in the air, calling, 'Here I 
am!' When I looked up, there was Charles standing 
on the top of the city water tank at the end of our 
street, waving his notebook. I was afraid to try to 
make him hear me; so I waved for him to come, 
and, panicky, I went into the house. 

"Charles came in laughing.’This shows to what 
heights we'll climb for Miss Burbank. She told us to 
observe some scene, or a building, or some object; 
and in the best imagery possible, to write an 
objective description. I climbed the tank for a 
panoramic view of the city; but, finding that too 
inclusive for a short theme, I took notes on a ship 
coming up the James River through the elevated 
passage of the James River Bridge. I think I can 
write a good theme tonight.'" 

"His paper was excellent," I said. "I restrict these 
practice papers to two pages, but they require a 
great deal of revision to make them excellent in 
diction to give an exact image and in construction 
to give coherence and unity. I enjoy correcting 
their papers; and, though it may be hard to believe 
this, I think my students like writing. I certainly 
hope so." 

"They must," answered another mother, "the way 
they work over their papers." 

Several years after her graduation, I met Caroline 
in Atlanta, Georgia. I was eating lunch in the airport 
station while waiting to emplane for home, when 
she, recognizing me, ran to me to say, "Hello, Miss 
Burbank. I am teaching English in a high school 
here, and I am trying to follow your method, es-
pecially in themes." 

"Bless you, my dear. I know you are a good 
teacher because you were such an excellent student." 

When Caroline left me to join her companions, I 
thought, "It pays to give them my best. How happy 
she looks." 

To test the students' powers of observation, ima-
gination, selectivity, I led them, in small groups, to 
study the gothic window in the Presbyterian church, 
which was half a block from the school. The students 
were to jot down their observations in their
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notebooks while they were in the church, and on 
their return to school, upon reflection, to write a 
description of the window. 

On the day set aside for the observation, the wea-
ther was unpredictable as the sun was intermittently 
shadowed by the clouds. Since the window was 
more beautiful in the sunlight, I had hoped for a 
bright, clear day; however, with the first class of the 
morning, I proceeded to the church, hoping for the 
best. 

By the time the students had taken their seats in 
the auditorium of the church, the clouds had so 
obliterated the sun that they cast a subdued, lurid 
light through the figures and the designs of stained 
glass in the window. The attention of the students, 
nevertheless, was directed to the center section-the 
Resurrection. I diverted their attention momentarily 
by pointing out the different scenes in the life of 
Christ that complemented the center section. 

After discussing the adjacent scenes with the 
class, I redirected the students' attention to the 
Resurrection. By this time the clouds had so 
suppressed the color tones that there was a grayish 
eeriness permeating the whole setting; so much so 
that the group could see and feel only the sorrow as 
exhibited by Mary and John — even by Christ 
himself. And I was sorry that I had brought them at 
such a time. 

But suddenly the clouds dispersed and liberated a 
flood of brilliant sunlight. Quickly the sun trans-
formed the muddy-purple robe of John to amythest; 
the gray-blue dress of Mary to sapphire; the brick-
brown to amber; the garnet draperies to ruby; and 
the dull white robe of Christ to a rich pearly satin. 
But surpassing these in radiance, was the trans-
formation in the expression on the individual faces. 
On the face of the beloved Disciple there was 
serene faith; on that of Mary, love and adoration. 
And the former weariness of the Christ was 
transmuted to such a peaceful calm that the students 
recognized the Christ as the Prince of Peace and as 
a symbol of Immortality. An almost inaudible "Ah" 
escaped from the group. I knew they had caught the 
true interpretation of the scene and had experienced 
the significance of the Resurrection. 

The students wrote their descriptions of the win-
dow; and their reactions and imagery were superior 
to those in the themes of former students. But finer 
than the results of writing the theme, was the spirit-
ual bond between the teacher and the students, 
emanating from the joint observation of the Resur-
rection scene. 

From objective description, the class advanced to 
the personal essay, and then to the writing of 
poetry. Each poem, no matter how short or how 
long, was a sincere expression of the writer. I first 
introduced the cinquain and was surprised at how 

much of the student could be revealed in five short 
lines. 

When Mary came into my class, she appeared 
quiet, perhaps too sad for one of her age. Yet, 
tragedy had struck her early in life. In the previous 
summer, her father, whom she adored, came to a 
tragical death; and she was still suffering from 
shock. In her cinquain she wrote: 

 
 

Vicissitudes 
 Why is 
Life gay, then sad, 
Full of foolish frolic, 
Changing again from dawn to dark, 
To sorrow? 
 
 
 

Detecting the sorrow behind this cinquain, I 
planned to do all I could to lift the burden from this 
girl's heart. When we studied Hamlet, I dreaded 
teaching the famous soliloquy "To be or not to be" 
because I knew this girl had experienced the same 
doubts about suicide as Hamlet had. However, just 
as "the show must go on," so the rationalization of 
the soliloquy had to be discussed in class. 

At the conclusion of the discussion, noticing the 
expression of confusion on Mary's face, I hastened 
to say, "Whenever I read this soliloquy on suicide, I 
like to think of Robert Browning's visit to a morgue 
to view the bodies of three suicides. He, too, 
wondered how and why these three should take their 
own lives, but he concluded that man could not 
judge; only God could rightly judge, and man fared 
better under the judgment of a merciful God than he 
would under the judgment of man." It was a relief to 
watch Mary's expression change from frustration to 
a new confidence. 

A few days after her graduation, Mary wrote me 
this note: 
"I just want to tell you how much I have enjoyed 
being in your class. I know I have learned not only 
English—but also how to live life to a better 
advantage, which is very important to me. 

"You possess an understanding and knowledge 
that no other teacher I have ever had has been able 
to express in the classroom. I can honestly say that 
your inspiring attitude has meant a great deal to me 
and helped make my senior year in high school one 
that I shall never forget." 

Tommy, who was an all-round good student and 
athlete, had lost his mother when he was only four 
years old. Although his grandmother had done an 
excellent job in training her grandson in character 
and personality, he had not forgotten the impact of 
of his mother's death. 
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Mother 
Listen: 
The howling wind 
Brings back to me that day 
When in a silken casket lay 
Mother. 

—Thomas Weymouth 

Kenneth Craig was a member of this brilliant 1953 
class of graduates in Newport News High. I believe 
this class was the most challenging one of my 
career—and the most delightful. 

A sincere Christian, Kenneth had planned to go to 
Germany to study to be a Lutheran minister; but, 
through his studies and his observation, he was 
converted to the Catholic faith and became a teacher 
of English and the European languages in a Catholic 
college to prepare young men for the priesthood. 

It was not until the summer of 1968 that I re-
ceived a letter from Kenneth. He wrote: 

"I know you sometimes wonder what has be-
come of me since I was converted to the Catholic 
faith. For several months I have felt impelled to 
write you of my work in the Catholic Church. 

"When you taught me in my senior College 
Preparatory English class in Newport News High 
School, you never knew that I adored you, but I did. 
And when you told us to keep your notes—that they 
might be useful to us some day, I did so.  

"Consequently, when I was assigned to teach 
English and the European languages to the young 
aspirants for priesthood, I used your notes in both 
the English language and the English literature. I 
tried to use your method of presentation, too, but no 
one could do that. 

"I must tell you, however, that this course 
became so popular that it was the talk of the stu-
dents in 'bull sessions' and on the campus. The result 
was the headmaster asked me to publish a textbook 
based on your notes. It sold like wild fire. I was then 
asked to translate that text into the European 
languages. These translations have also been very 
successful." 

Of course, I was so elated over Kenneth's success 
that I immediately answered his letter. After ex-
pressing my pride in him and congratulating him on 
his achievements, I told him of my activities: that I 
had established an English curriculum at Hampton 
Roads Academy with emphasis upon a study of 
Greek humanities in the junior and senior years. 

After four years of teaching there, I had reached 
my goal of teaching fifty years and decided to ter-
minate my regular teaching in schools. For several 
years, however, I tutored frustrated students who 
had been eliminated from college because of failing 
freshman English. After tutoring these students for 
several months and restoring their confidence in 

themselves, I prepared them to take a re-entrance 
examination to their former colleges. These students 
not only passed the examinations. They were ad-
mitted to sophomore English and continued to suc-
ceed until their graduation. 

Although I have reached the age of eighty, I have 
been blessed with good health and still maintain a 
pretty garden, a comfortable little home, and an 
ample wardrobe—all of this without hired help. 

Kenneth's next letter was filled with high spirit 
and good wit. But there was one paragraph that 
disturbed me: 

"You say you are eighty and can still perform in 
your usual vigor. I am only thirty-three and am 
already spent. When I entered the education de-
partment of the priesthood as a teacher of lan-
guages, I found so many pressing needs of change 
that I pushed myself too hard, too fast. Therefore, I 
have developed a serious heart condition. 

"According to the ages of 80 vs 33, one would 
expect you to go to your reward before I do. If you 
do go first, when I enter St. Peter's Gate, I shall ask 
St. Peter whether you are in Heaven. If his answer is 
negative, I shall then request of St. Peter that he 
send me to Dante's Inferno to be with you." 

This is the last letter I received from Kenneth. In 
this letter he had given me his new address in 
Germany to which I had mailed my last letter to 
him. Kenneth did not receive my letter, for it was 
returned to me unopened. 

I should like to know what has happened to 
Kenneth. Should any reader of this book have any 
information concerning this fine young teacher, I 
shall appreciate his communicating it to me. 

So carefree and indifferent had John always seemed, 
that one would never have thought of his writing on 
such a subject as "The Tear". 

The Tear 
The tear! A sign of grief, A mark of 
sudden fright, A veil of long sought 
happiness-Relief! 

—John Allen 

And other little gem-thoughts, condensed in such 
short space, I wish to record. 

Love of Man 
0 Love, 
Thou art the wings 
On which we soar to heaven. 
For how can man that loves not man 
Love God? 

—Kenneth Craig  
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Fall 
Fall finds 
Willows bending 
Their heads to touch their toes, 
And ducks writing their farewell 
In the sky. 

—Judy Marks 

Autumn  
Autumn, 
With your fires 
You burn through trees and leaves, 
And blaze your soon-forgotten mark; 
Then pass. 

—Charlene Nachman 

Age 
Age is 
A funny thing 
Cherished in wine and cheese 
And furniture—most anything— 
But me! 

—Judy Marks 

Vanquished 
Dewdrops: 
Shimmering, glistening, 
Mirroring gilded rays 
Till the lambent flame of morning sun 
Devours them. 

—Robert Moseby 

The Stars 
The stars, 
Little pinpoints of light, 
Cut in a sky of blackest night, 
Glimmer beyond our reach like many 
Costly jewels. 

—Ann Newsome 

Last Leaf 
Last leaf, 
You linger with us 
Like some old feeble being 
Who clings to life's short dangling thread, 
Then snap! 

—Ann Newsome 
 
 

From the cinquain the class advanced into more 
difficult forms and were encouraged to write in 
patterns of their own choice. As a result of these 
students' creation, I was able to publish the best 
edition of the school magazine, LAUNCHINGS, during 
my sponsorship of the "Writers' Club". 

Francis, who was a keen observer of nature wrote 
this. 

I walk In Color  
I cannot sleep this night, so bright 
Shine day colors yet in my eyes. 
Never did I live an autumn day 
Before, or never had there been 
A live one. 
 
There was one maple tree. 
It gleamed goldenly, sunlight gilding 
Each lifted leaf; I stood 
Beneath, in pool of yellowness. 
I was rich, and unprepared for more. 
 
But there—to the right— 
Forest fire of flaming red! 
I left the gold, and held hands 
Against the crimson, half thinking 
To be burned in blatant blaze. 
 
You, too, sky, 
Have joined in color carnival. 
No insipid blue of ordinary days 
But royal, regal, 
Startling hue, 
Fitting canopy for gold and flame. 
 
I walk in color, and through color, 
Until I, too, am color, 
And all moods of color. 
 
I cannot sleep this night. 
Day colors are yet in my eyes 
And a day's vividness beats 
In my heart. 

—Francis Hull 
 
 
 

Caroline laments the destruction by a winter day. 
 

The Thief 
0 cold grey sky, 
How can you stay so still? 
O winds that sigh amid the shivering branches, 
Have you chased away the thrush, the 

whipporwill? 
 
O frozen earth, 
What happened to your flowers? 
What thief could steal 
Those fragrant, blossoming bowers? 
 
Each tree has lost her green and golden gown, 
And wears upon her shriveled limbs a cloak  

of brown. 
What happened—who has stolen them away? 

The silent culprit is a winter day. 
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When Martha entered the freshman year, she 
made an impression on both students and faculty by 
her response to the welcome address of the 
President of the Student Council. Ingenius in writing 
and in delivering speeches, she always, through her 
poise and self-reliance, commanded the attention of 
her audience. 

While a freshman, Martha joined the Writers' 
Club and surprised the senior members with her 
poem "I Saw". 

I Saw 
I saw the royal purple draped 
Around the altar rail. 
I saw the righteous robe of white 
On Christ, in olden tale. 
 
I saw the simple flowers that 
Adorned the mercy seat. 
I saw the children bearing palms 
To lay along the street. 
 
I saw the Master touch the babes 
With loving fingertips. 
I saw a lone disciple rise 
With prayer on gentle lips. 
 
I saw a choir of voices 
In the aisle begin to sing. 
I saw a wild and shouting crowd 
Proclaim our Saviour King. 
 
I saw, with rusty pegs and blood, 
Christ nailed upon the tree. 
I saw him suffer there alone. 
I saw him die for me. 

—Martha Robeson 
 

Upon recovering from a serious operation during 
the summer before her senior year, Martha wrote: 

 
On Borrowed Time 

O Lord, 
I had not thought to live 
Another day; 
I thought the clocks had ticked 
My time away. 
 
For I was but 
A February child, 
Not meant to feel life's June 
Or August smile. 
 
But I am here 
Alive and strong and well. 
A secret Thou didst know 
But would not tell. 

I shall not ask 
The What and Why and Where. 
I know the Who—— 
My God was there. 
 
Now Lord, 
On this, the first of all her borrowed days, 
This debtor 
Falls upon her knees 
And prays. 

—Martha Robeson 
Discovery 

Some say that He lives far away, 
And yet, I found my God today. 
 
I went up on a mountain high 
And sat alone beneath the sky; 
 
And gazed a circle all around 
On ageless trees and ageless ground; 
 
But time and space there could not be, 
For I knew but eternity. 
 
And I'll remember long this day, 
For God was there, not far away. 

—Martha Robeson 
Though most of Martha's lyrics were inspired by 

some religious theme, many of them were inspired 
by her love of nature. Among those published in the 
school magazine, LAUNCHINGS, the following 
was one of my favorites: 

Early Buds 
Little tree, 
Can't you look around and see 
That winter's here? 
 
Anxious little cherry, 
We think that it is rather queer 
When buds appear 
In February. 
 
You'd better button up your jacket, 
Fasten and seal tight your placket 
To keep out winter's sting. 
Wait until a later date, 
Hesitate, anticipate 
The warmth of spring. 
 
We love an early budding tree, 
But we'd not want to have to see 
Your sweet buds freeze. 
So won't you, please, 
Save each blossom and each berry, 
Anxious little cherry? 

—Martha Robeson 
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In the early part of the literature course, the class 
read W. H. Hudson's Green Mansions. Since these 
students had fine sensitivities, they enjoyed this 
romantic tale. And from their reading and 
discussions they evolved esthetic reactions in both 
prose and poetry. 

In an essay, Anne imagined herself to be Rima in 
heaven awaiting the coming of her lover. Below is 
an excerpt from her essay: 

"......But happiness cannot live forever, and soon 
came the days that I had to wander by myself again 
—as when a child I wandered alone with nature's 
beauty, and a spirit; and in the heart of nature found 
warmth and consolation. The beauty of the soft 
clinging green of parasitic verdue, and sparkle of a 
recast sunbeam lurking in the depths of a mountain 
pool, and the beauty of the tender limpid blue 
stretched far above me, surrounded me, and 
refreshed the idle dreams of my lonely heart. In the 
stillness of the night and the solitude of the day. I 
would pretend the image of my mother was with 
me, and we would sit and talk—not as human 
beings talk—but in a silvery-toned language like the 
melodious song of some tropical bird." 

—Anne Newsome 
 
 
 

Caroline's response took the form of a lyric 
revealing the love of Abel for the beautiful Rima. 

 
My Rima 

Rima, soul of loveliness divine, 
Gaze with tender eyes now into mine. 
 

Can you see there all the misery and despair, 
All the pain that I was forced to bear 
When, suddenly, I lost my love so fair, 

When I lost you, my Rima? 
 

Rima, fairest of all the forest flowers, 
Happily I now recall those hours. 
 

You were like a brilliant butterfly, 
Fluttering between the earth and sky, 
Leaving me to wander with a sigh, 

To search for you, my Rima. 
 

Rima, strange and thrilling was your song, 
Warbled in a tongue forgotten long. 
 

Even now I hear that melody, 
And your mystic face I seem to see, 
Shining with the love you shared with me, 

A love that cannot die, my Rima. 
—Caroline Crutcher 

 
Martha expressed the loneliness of Rima without 

Abel, but promised that Rima's loneliness would be 
compensated by her reunion with Abel through 
immortality. 

Rima 
I was lonely; 
A single maid 
That walked the jungle paths, 
And knew the jungle beasts, 
And spoke the jungle tongue. 

I was lonely, 
For there was no other like me; 
No one to walk with me, 
No one to talk with me 
In my language. 

nely, 
Until he came, 
Until the love 
That I knew at the last 
Was born. 

Our time was brief, 
And tragedy struck swift. 
For death, a monster 
That I could not tame, 
Seized me and took me far away. 

And I am lonely still, 
Waiting 
For my lover and his love; 
Until we two shall be one, 
And time will be eternity. 

But Francis showed the frustration of Abel in his 
despair after the death of Rima. 

Void 
You, Rima, into white flame. 
You, moth, into white blaze. 
I, Abel, into charred and blackened void. 
White of ashes, blackness of despair 
Drive a dream to die; 
Drive a soul to die; 
How lives a man's soul, no dream at its core? 
 
Not always was it so. 
We walked, Rima, in green mansions 
So splashed in color of sun and feather 

and foliage 
That our dream, nurtured in strange and silent 

shadings, 
Took the hues and the music and the motion 

of green mansions. 
We counted leaves against the sky; 
We touched the wild and free with gentle hands. 
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One day I walked from out a slanted shadow, 
And I walked alone. 
Rima, Rima — why? 
Was there such in your heart leading you 

to know 
I could never follow where you need must go? 
Was there in your heart leading you to see 
That a dream will die if it is not set free? 

I find no answer. 
I walk wildly, calling upon creed and code, 
Rooting doubt in dogma, shunning 
Compassion's touch. 
 
You, Rima, into the white flame. 
You, moth, into white blaze. I, Abel, into 
charred and blackened void, 
Ever and eternally. 

—Francis Hull 

I was delighted with the originality of the re-
sponses from the whole class. From these reactions 
to Green Mansions, I knew the class would enjoy 
the English literature that would follow. Besides his 
artistry in writing poetry, Francis showed a special 
talent in writing personal essays and won several 
awards, among them a State award. Soon after his 
graduation, he wrote me this note: 

"Dear Miss Burbank, 
"On Monday, in Richmond, as I sat through many 

speeches, and waited for the time for my essay 
award, I thought of you. I thought of how you had 
shared your wealth with me—your love of poetry, your 
appreciation of beauty, your discernment for quality. I 
thought of the encouragement and guidance you had 
given me and your patience when often I didn't 
measure up to the fine standards you offered me. 

"Such a little while since I graduated, and yet 
somehow, I am beginning to feel already that awards 
and recognition are of little importance now, unless I 
continue to grow from this point. I won't have you 
next year to 'light my candle'; so I shall shelter the 
light you have started. Whether it becomes a little 
flame, or a bright one, its origin will always rest in 
you. 

"I have never said to you, as I sometimes wished, at 
the end of class 'Thank you for this hour.' Now, from 
my heart, I thank you for those hours. 

"My gratitude and affection are with you, and will 
be with you always. 

"Francis" 

Whenever I read this note, each time—thinking 
over my years of service, with their joys and sorrows, 
their triumphs and failures, their loves and hates—I 
glow with the satisfaction that "this is the reward of it 
all." 
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XIII   THE REWARD OF IT ALL 
It was late spring, 1955, near the closing time of 

the school year; near the time when the seniors 
would be graduated from the security of home and 
high school to the uncertainty of the future when 
they must assume responsibility and take the initia-
tive; near the close of the career of teaching for me, 
Annye B. Burbank. 

On the bus coming home that day, I mused over 
the past years—forty-six of them in teaching. How 
many blue Mondays had there been! How many 
glorious Fridays! How many Easter holidays! How 
many single holidays, like an oasis in a desert! 
Those years had been a strange combination of 
experiences. Although I had loved the hours of 
actual teaching, I knew of no one who more joyfully 
looked forward to Fridays at three-thirty P.M. or to 
a holiday or to a summer's vacation than I. I had 
always been eager to begin my classes; I had always 
been eager to close them. At the tap of the bell I 
began; and, after exactly fifty-eight minutes of 
teaching, at the tap of the bell, I dismissed my 
classes. No lingering or loitering—I meant business. 

Changes had come and gone. When the idea of 
pensions had been first introduced in the Virginia 
Education Association at Richmond, in the early 
years of this century, I thought how absurd for me 
to think of a pension—even though Lucy Mason 
Holt had pointed her finger at the large group of 
teachers in the audience and said: "Now don't you 
think you will never need a pension. Most of you 
out there expect to get married and think you will 
never need a pension; but let me prophesy that 
ninety per cent of you will need this pension." I 
smiled as I thought of that prophecy. 

Lucy Mason Holt was right. Most of the teachers 
in that 1915 audience had been retired by 1950. I 
was one of the last of that group to go, in 1955. 

As president of the Newport News Education As-
sociation, and later as president of the Classroom 
Teachers Association, I had put in years of patient 
work to get new pension laws to guarantee a teacher 
adequate retirement, so that he or she should not 
have to live as a pauper. 

Since I had to convince the City Council and The 
School Board that the State Pension needed to be 
supplemented by a City Pension, I secured from the 
State Education Department copies of the State 
Pension Plan to distribute to each member of the 
School Board and the City Council. 

I recalled the seven long years (1942-1949) I had 
spent in educating these people to the needs of 
better retirement. I had visited the individual mem-
bers of each group and shown them the pitiable 
pension granted by the state, and urged them to take 

definite action to reduce the retirement age from 
seventy to sixty-five years and to supplement the 
state pension to guarantee the retired teacher at least 
a hundred dollars a month. At that time the state 
pension was about thirty dollars a month. 

At first, all were skeptical. But I kept hammering. 
The City Council was the first to respond favorably, 
but the city manager was reluctant, because he 
feared the impermanency of the plan because of 
lack of funds, and he did not want an increase in 
taxes. The new superintendent of schools insisted 
that my idea was visionary and could not be 
attained. The teachers on the committee, afraid to 
press any matter not sanctioned by the superin-
tendent, gave excuses of being too busy to serve 
and dropped out one by one. Two stalworth teach-
ers, fearless yet always courteous, and I were left to 
carry the bag alone. 

Since there were seven teachers to be retired in 
June, 1947—five white teachers and two Negro 
teachers—I knew that, in that time of the high cost 
of living, those teachers could not survive. So 
quietly, I watched for opportunities to visit indivi-
duals on the council and the Board to urge them to 
provide a supplementary pension. The City Council 
promised me to do what they could. As a con-
sequence the Council, after investigating actuarially 
sound retirement policies, established a retirement 
plan for all city employees, including the teachers, 
which far exceeded any hope of the teachers, and 
acted as a boon for all people employed in any 
capacity in the public schools. 

As soon as the Council had voted unanimously 
for this Pension, two of its members called to tell 
me that they had provided not only for the active 
personnel in the city's schools but also for all those 
who had retired previously to 1947, including the 
administrators, the teachers, the maintenance 
workers. 

I shall never forget the jubilant faces of the Negro 
delegation, including a few very old janitors and 
maids already retired, that came to my room (309) 
one afternoon to thank me for getting them the 
pension. "We could never have gotten this unless 
you had worked for us," they said in their profusion 
of thanks. 

Even now, although their ranks have greatly 
thinned, often when I get on a bus, I hear some aged 
retired Negro say, "That's the lady who got us our 
pension." And that is sufficient reward for all the 
effort I made in their behalf. 

It is great satisfaction to me to meet on the streets 
many of my colleagues who have retired since 1947 
and are really happy in their retirement because 
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they feel secure to live comfortably in their de-
clining years and free from dependence on others. 
The knowledge of their feeling of security is also 
reward enough for my efforts in their behalf. 

The bus stopping at my corner broke my reveries. 
On arriving at the gate to my home, I took from 
the mail box my letters and then went on into the 
house. The heading on one of the long envelopes 
was "The College of William and Mary, Williams-
burg, Virginia." "Another recommendation blank 
for one of my students," I thought. As I threw the 
letters down on my bed to take off my hat and 
coat, I noted on the flap of the overturned letter 
"Alpha Chapter, Phi Beta Kappa." "What can that 
be?" I asked myself. 

Usually, I read my mail after dinner, but curiosity 
aroused me to read that Phi Beta Kappa letter im-
mediately. 

"It gives me pleasure to inform you that the 
Alpha Chapter, Phi Beta Kappa, has elected you 
an honor alumna into membership with this chap-
ter......" 

I could read no more. I could not believe it. So, 
after a hasty, undesired dinner, I carried the letter 
to my two brothers, who lived in neighboring houses 
on Chesapeake Avenue, to confirm my interpretation 
of the letter. 

Since the letter stated I might invite two guests 
to the evening program, I invited my two brothers. 

After I had written my acceptance of the honor, I 
received a call from the College of William and 
Mary, asking me to make the response to the speech 
of welcome at the evening session of the initiatory 
exercises in Phi Beta Kappa Hall. 

Initiation Day was a gala day for me. When I 
arrived at the room of the Williamsburg Lodge, re-
served for me to dress for the initiation, I found on 
the dresser a bowl of lovely yellow rose buds, in the 
middle of which had been placed a card: "Congratu-
lations! Walter Chapman, Assistant Manager." 

"My!" I thought; "That's wonderful. It has been 
years since I taught Walter. I had no idea he was 
assistant manager of the Lodge." 

By the time I had taken off my wraps, the bellhop 
brought an orchid from the Alpha Chapter. And I 
had brought with me an orchid, a gift from my 
brothers. 

When Dr. Baldwin, a professor in the science 
department, was escorting me from the Lodge to 
the Apollo room of P.B.K. Hall, he said: "This 
should have happened to you long ago. Many of 
us here would give our right arm to have such 
esteem of our students as you have." 

"Oh, thank you, Dr. Baldwin. You make me very 
happy to hear that. I have wondered how this honor 
came to me. I know nothing special I have done. I 
have enjoyed working with the girls and boys, 

helping them to get ready for college." 
Following the initiation and the presentation of 

the key, I was escorted to the formal dinner at the 
Williamsburg Inn by Parke Rouse, one of my former 
students, who had been elected a member of P.B.K. 
at Washington and Lee University. There we joined 
my brothers. 

After the dinner, the members of Alpha Chapter 
and their guests assembled in the auditorium of Phi 
Beta Kappa Hall for the general program. The 
newly initiated members and those on the program 
marched down the center aisle and upon the stage 
while the college choir sang. After the invocation 
and the address of welcome, I arose to make the 
response for the alumni initiates. Since my brothers, 
several of my friends on the faculty, and some of 
my former students were in the audience, I felt at 
home with them and could speak freely. 

Having been allotted five minutes for my response, 
briefly I said: 

"Mr. Chairman, members of the Alpha Chapter of 
Virginia, Phi Beta Kappa, and guests: 

"It is, indeed, a great honor to be accepted into 
membership of this Chapter of Phi Beta Kappa. And I 
believe the alumni who have just been initiated into 
this fraternity feel especially honored. 

"When one is a student in a college, he soon 
establishes his reputation as an inferior student, or 
an average student, or a superior student and 
remains under close observation of the faculty. 
Therefore, it is not surprising when the superior 
student in his senior year is elected to Phi Beta 
Kappa. 

"But after graduation from college, one can easily 
be lost in the masses, in the fusion of the general 
pattern of society. Consequently, when one is singled 
out and given such recognition by such a discrimin-
ating body, one deeply appreciates and humbly 
accepts this distinguished honor. 

"But we shall not idly sit reflecting in this glory. 
"No. Time is flying. And of us who have been 

able to remain stable during this age of conflicting 
ideas, both at home and abroad, society will con-
tinue to make great demands. 

"Society hopes for better things to come: peace of 
mind and prosperity in living; sanity in philo-
sophies; sincerity in religion; honesty in political 
and civil practices. These are heavy demands; yet 
they are worthy and justifiable. And since these 
attributes are so necessary in the democratic way of 
life, society must look for leaders. And where shall 
we look for such leaders? 

"Since learning this afternoon, at the initiation, 
the high principles of Phi Beta Kappa. I think that 
we, its representatives, might do much to bring to 
fruition these social ideals. 
"All during my teaching career, I have been 
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propelled by two ideas: 'A charge to keep I have;' 
and 'I am come that you may live more abundantly.' 
Many a time have I been made happy to see my 
scholar outrun his master. I have seen many major 
in English; and some, after making Phi Beta Kappa 
and securing a Ph. D. degree, have become pro-
fessors of English. Today I was made particularly 
happy to see my former student, Jean Thompson, 
initiated into Alpha Chapter. And I can now recall 
many other students who have been so honored. 

" 'A charge to keep I have' with my patrons who 
have entrusted their dearest possessions to my tute-
lage. 

" 'A charge to keep I have' with my administrators 
who have chosen me as their ambassador to dis-
seminate knowledge and the principles of character. 

" 'A charge to keep I have' with society which 
furnishes the means of education through which it 
hopes to have an intelligent and improved citizenry. 

"This idea has grown until, of late, it has become 
a passion in order to try to offset the many, many 
trivialities that have been creeping into our theories 
of education. 

Then, too, I like to think of the words of the great 
Teacher: 'I am come that you might live more 
abundantly.' I am aware of the pleasurable living 
through the media of the radio, the television, the 
opera, the symphony, the theatre; but I am also 
aware that one can live more abundantly if he 
possesses a facility of his language in speech and 
in writing, and if he has the intimate appreciation 
of the products of great minds: such as, those of 
the poets, the philosophers, the historians, the 
scientists. 

"So, fellow alumni, 'A charge to keep we have' to 
help our fellowmen live more abundantly. 

"Some of us have only a short time to live, and 
soon our obligations will devolve upon others; but 
like Tennyson's Ulysses, I quote. 
'Come, my friends, 
‘Tis not too late to seek a newer world. 
Push off, and sitting well in order, smite 

The sounding furrows; for my purpose holds 
To sail beyond the sunset, and the paths 
Of all the western stars, until I die. 
It may be that the gulfs will wash us down; 
It may be we shall touch the happy isles, 
And see the great Achilles, whom we know. 
Though much is taken, much abides; and tho' 
We are not now that strength which in old days 
Moved earth and heaven, that which we are, we are-
One equal temper of heroic hearts, 
Made weak  by  time and fate, but strong in will 
To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield.' 

"Therefore, Mr. President, we, the alumni of William 
and Mary, who have just been initiated into the 
Alpha Chapter of Virginia, solemnly pledge to do 
our best in the execution of the high principles of 
Phi Beta Kappa." 

After the benediction and the recession to the 
Lodge room where a reception was given to honor 
the initiates, I stood in line receiving congratulations. 

I was bewildered. Could this be reality or was it 
only a dream? 

"Congratulations! I envy your reputation as a 
teacher," said one. 

'' Congratulations! This society has not honored you. 
You have honored our society," said the Head of the 
English Department. 

But the statement that delighted me most came 
from the heads of the departments of history, phi-
losophy, and science, who said: "I can always re-
cognize the papers of your students. They are 
superior to the other students' compositions." 

After the reception, my brothers and I returned 
home, I could not sleep that night. Nor could I 
concentrate on any definite work the next day — 
Sunday. I kept retrospecting on the past forty-six 
years of my experiences: some of them heartbreaking, 
disappointing, frustrating, but most of them inspiring, 
exhilarating, gratifying. And as I recalled the thou-
sands of my young students who had become the 
leading citizens in their community, I concluded: 
                    "This is the reward of it all." 
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THE POSTSCRIPT 

................. ."Feelings, too, 
Of unremembered pleasure:  such, perhaps, 
As have no slight or trivial influence 
On that best portion of a good man's life, 
His little, nameless, unremembered acts 
Of kindness and of love." 

—Wordsworth: "Tintern Abbey" 

Dear Students: 
During a tour of Southern England in the summer of 

1964, I came upon the ruins of Tintern Abbey. 
Since I knew the lines that Wordsworth had com-

posed   a  few  miles above Tintern Abbey, I took 
delight in retracing his path along the banks of the 
Wye River, and in recalling his matchless poem on 
the beauties of nature and his Transcendental Phi-
losophy of the Spirit dwelling in all forms of nature. 
Reluctant to leave a beautiful spot, yet eager to see it 
all before I had to leave, I think I must have felt as 
Wordsworth did when first visiting these beautiful 
"hedge-rows and pastoral farms, green to the very 
door." 

"............... .When like a roe, 
I bounded o'er the mountains, by the sides 
Of the deep rivers, and the lonely streams, 
Wherever nature led." 

Then when I returned to my hotel at the end of the 
day, these lines recurred to me: 

............. .Feelings, too, 
Of unremembered pleasure: such, perhaps, 
As have no slight or trivial influence 
On that best portion of a good man's life, 
His little, nameless, unremembered acts 
Of kindness and of love." 

Again today, the lines are so strong in my memory 
that I cannot conclude my book without mentioning 
some of your many, many acts of kindness and of 
love. I cannot record them all, or I should never live 
to end my book. 

Most of the pictures on the walls of my home were 
given me by students in Hampton High, 1909-1920. 
Styles in hanging pictures have changed every seven 
years; but my pictures hang on the wall whether 
fashion says "on" or "off". Why? Because every time 
I glance at those pictures, I think of Mary Sims, 
Elizabeth Lake, Dorothy and Elizabeth Junken, Julia 
Holt, and Eldred, Harry, Frank, Fletcher, Thomas, 
Emory, J. S., and others who, in a class, gave me a 
picture at Christmas. And Sclater, I shall go to my 
grave, indebted to you, for your more than fifty years 
of love, loyalty and service, for which you would not 
accept any compensation. 

There were fine people in Hampton High when I 
taught there. I believe Hampton had the finest

school spirit in our country in those days. A football 
game! Every shop and business would close so that 
everybody could see the boys win another game. 
And we had wonderful dances at the Yacht Club, 
chaperoned by the patrons, the favorite rector, Dr. 
Carter, and a few of us "young" teachers. 

In those days, there was never a fear of bad con-
duct. Every one was a lady or a gentleman. And 
everybody had a good time. 

When I left Hampton High to teach in Newport 
News, I found the students and the patrons there to 
be just as delightful as those in Hampton. 

You don't remember that afternoon, George, 
when because of a terrible shock, I was afraid to 
trust my emotions any further and asked my 
principal, Mr. Stanley, at noon, please to excuse 
me from the afternoon classes. But I do. 

As soon as school closed that afternoon, you 
came to my home, tapped lightly on my door; and, 
when I let you in, you said, "I thought you might 
be alone and I came to chat a while." You didn't 
know it, but God sent you, son. 

You "seven dwarfs", this may have escaped your 
memory, but not mine. That beautiful Easter season 
— thirty years ago — you clubbed in and bought 
me a lovely azalea: named "Old Faithful" and 
adorned with my favorite color — rosy-lavender. 
Let me tell you a secret: When the plant outgrew its 
place in my flower-bed and I had to move it, I 
divided it into seven parts, naming each part for 
each of you. Come to my garden next spring when 
they are in bloom; because they are still beautiful, 
in spite of my having moved them from three 
different locations in the wrong seasons. 

Tommy, dear, "How shall I say?" You 
remember the election year: the band, the 
tardiness, the reprimand? Bless you, son! Today 
you are my representative in Congress. I am proud 
of you, Congressman Downing! 

Martha, I often think of that summer when you 
lay so ill, and some of your school-mates and 
friends gathered in the church and prayed for your 
recovery. And God heard their prayers. 

And Dickey Gay said, "God has been good to us. 
He has spared Martha from His Kingdom a little 
longer to stay with us. In September, Martha, you 
came back to join your senior classmates and to be 
an inspiration to the school, achieving the "School 
Spirit" letter and graduating valedictorian of the 
class. 

Dickey, I believe you were the most talented of 
all. Do you remember the oil painting of "Ophelia" 
you painted for me? It's hanging on the wall that I 
have to pass a dozen times a day, and each time I  
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recall the delightful exchange of ideas on poetry we 
used to have. And I still play the records you left with 
me when you went into the service. Where are you 
now, Dickey? It has been years since I have heard 
from you. 

And Taylor Goode, the oil painting of "Hamlet", in 
his mother's chamber, stabbing Claudius behind the 
arras, hangs just below Dickey's painting. You do not 
know this, but I value this painting among my 
choicest possessions. Here is the reason: You came 
into my class, having no interest in English — and 
particularly none in literature. Well, son, when you 
brought that painting into my room at lunch time, and 
said you had painted it for me, I was the proudest 
teacher in the world, because I knew you would not 
have taken the trouble to paint that scene unless you 
had liked the tragedy of Hamlet. 

Catherine Newbill, Harriet Hutton, Myrtle Snyder, 
Nancy Nelson, Nancy Tanley, Billy Peach, Madison 
Price, and the rest of you in that E-Period section of 
English in the spring term of 1951, the Collector's 
Edition of The Return of the Native has been a joy to 
me. You thought to send it to me for my long-
expected-absence because of my broken wrist. But 
bless you — I was absent only one day and returned to 
school before you could deliver the precious volume. I 
still have the lovely card with all the signatures of the 
members of the class; but fearing the names might be 
lost, I have recorded them on a flyleaf. Thanks a 
million for one of my favorite novels. 

Lewis, the volume of The Sonnets from the Por-
tuguese and the volume of Shakespeare I keep in 
reach of my hand. I love them, and especially your 
inscriptions. You, too, Parke, are always present with 
me in the volumes you have given me, and in the 
precious notes of appreciation. 

George Cole and Apollon, I remember your high 
ideals to improve the social order and to make our 
country a true Democracy. Keep trying. 

Wolfley, you made me happy when you phoned me 
that you were in the ministry and were going, with 
your family, to do missionary work in Africa. 

I could go on and on and never end this book; so I 
must stop. 

But I cannot omit the hospitality of my patrons: 

McMurrans, Rouses, Sterlings, Coles, Graceys, 
Orphanidyses, Hewinses, Heaths, Applewhites, An-
dersons, Robesons, Minnigerodes, etc. Their faith in 
me inspired me to do my best for their most precious 
possessions - Their sons and their daughters. All their 
many kindnesses I remember. 

Well, my dears, you have made me the "happiest 
of men." I believe I am the happiest retired teacher 
there could be. No time for loneliness or bitterness. 
Such happy memories crowd one upon another that 
they push out the morbid, the ugly, the retaliatory, 
the disappointing. 

And God has been good to me: wonderful health, 
indomitable spirit, and a confident faith that those 
who believe in Him and work, day by day, under His 
guiding hand can truly say: 

"Grow old along with me! 
The best is yet to be, 

The last of life, for which the first was made: 
Our times are in his hand 
Who saith, "A whole I planned, 
Youth shows but half; trust God: see all, nor be 
afraid!" 

—"Rabbi Ben Ezra" 
—Robert Browning 

"In the words of Tiny Tim: 'God bless you, every 
one!" 

Annye B. Burbank  
 

WISHES 

If wishes   might   I make for you — say three — 
And had the promise of fulfillment, too, • 
I  wonder  now just  what  these three should be 
To make your life complete. Will these three do? 
Position? Ease? And Wealth? These let us scan: 
Position leads to pride and Ease to sloth; 
Wealth's transitory, vain. So these I ban. 
Then Happiness? Satiety I'm loath 
To will, "for then  grows dull the life that feeds 
On joy alone." I have it now. Since "God 
And Soul stand sure," I wish you Faith that breeds 
High Purpose; Will to pursue by any rod 
Of pain or pleasure; Strength to do good, no ill. 
The time is yours. Go make it what you will. 

 
TO WORDSWORTH 

by 
Annye B. Burbank 

One hundred sixty years ago you wrote 
"The World Is Too Much with us." 0 Romanticist, 
Man has not changed since then. Fanaticist 
In extravagance, with each passing note, 
He has intensified his lust for power, 
For wealth, luxurious ease. He can't resist 
The fastest car. Upon a home he will insist 

 
That will surpass his neighbor's—fine dower 
To posterity! "And all for what?" I ask. 
No time to enjoy the comforts of the home. 
No time to stop the speeding car to tend 
The glories of the land, or sky, or sea— 
God's gifts. We race to get and spend 
Only to bring disaster in the end. 
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