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Carlotta’s
Story: A Mighty
Long Way
By Carlotta Walls LaNier
Carlotta Walls LaNier, the youngest of the Little Rock Nine who integrated Little Rock
Central High School in 1957, captivated delegates at the super-regional convention in Little
Rock in March 2010. Her talk included readings from her 2009 memoir, A Mighty Long
Way: My Journey to Justice at Little Rock Central High School (With Lisa Frazier Page.
New York: One World Books, Random House). She has graciously granted permission for
us to publish the passages she read as well as other excerpts.

I

hadn’t intended anything heroic when I signed up to attend Little Rock Central High
school, which was less than a mile from my home and, at the time, all white. The school system had come up with a plan to phase in the desegregation order issued by the U.S. Supreme
Court in its 1954 Brown vs. Board of Education decision. So when the homeroom teacher
in my ninth-grade class at the all-black Dunbar Junior High School passed around a sheet
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of paper in spring 1957 and instructed those of us who lived within the boundaries to sign if
we would be interested in attending Central the following fall, I did so without hesitation. I
didn’t ask my parents’ permission or even mention it to them right away. It was just a given
that I would pursue the top-quality education that Mother and Daddy had always preached
about at home. But that simple declaration changed the course of my life, my family’s, and
that of countless black students for generations to come.
The change would have to be forced, though. Arkansas governor Orval Faubus and
staunch segregationists throughout Little Rock resisted with all their might. In a show of
federal force, President Dwight D. Eisenhower ultimately sent the U.S. military to escort
the nine of us, who came to be known around the world as the Little Rock Nine, to integrate
Central High School for the first time. White students ostracized and harassed us daily, and
many teachers looked the other way. My father lost jobs and had to travel cross-country,
sometimes for weeks, to find work.
Eight of us survived that turbulent first year. But for me, the story did not end there. After
Faubus shut down all three of Little Rock’s high schools for the entire school year to avoid
integration, just two of the original nine returned to Central. I was one of them, and that was
my senior year. Then, just three months before my graduation, my home was mysteriously
bombed, and my father and childhood friend were targeted as suspects by an unjust legal
system. But I persevered through it all and became the first black girl ever to walk across
the stage to receive a diploma from Little Rock Central High School.

*

*

*

[This book] is as much a story about the dedication of family, perseverance, and sacrifice
as it is about history. It is a salute to my parents, Cartelyou and Juanita Walls, who stayed silently in the background and swallowed great risk and suffering. They were the ones who had in-
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grained in me the quiet confidence that, Jim Crow be damned, I was not a second-class citizen.
It was that confidence that told me I deserved the quality education the Supreme Court said
I was due, the confidence that steadied my feet to defy the racists with my mere presence at
school every single day. My parents bequeathed to me the confidence of their fathers, both
hard-working black entrepreneurs in control of their own economic lives. My family may
have seemed unlikely candidates for involvement in a movement that would spark nationwide
change. But then again, that is the point of this book: to show that determination, fortitude,
and the ability to move the world aren’t reserved for the “special” people.
From her childhood, an indelible memory and a life lesson.
I must have been in elementary school the first time I felt the sting of a white woman’s
words. Mother and I were headed downtown on one of our many bus trips when a white
woman stepped onto the crowded bus and made her way to the back of the white section.
She quickly scanned the bus and rolled her eyes.
“These nigras are all over the place,” she blurted as she took a seat.
The anger on her face and the huffiness in her voice told me her words were not nice,
and somehow I knew they were directed at me, at those of us sitting in the back. I looked up
at Mother, with a face that all my life has shown exactly what I’m thinking. In that moment,
my eyes probably asked: What does she mean? What did we do wrong?
At first, Mother said nothing, as if she didn’t even hear it. Then, ever so discreetly, she
pulled me closer to her and whispered: “Carlotta, we must be patient with ignorance and
never, ever bring ourselves down to their level.”
I would hear those words many times, too, from Daddy, like when he didn’t respond or
seem overly deferent to a white man who uttered something disrespectful: You are a Walls.
You must never, ever stoop to the level of ignorance.
I came to believe that they—mean and intolerant people—were the ones with the problem and that I must never, ever stoop to their level. That lesson would shield me in the years
ahead when I came face-to-face with the ugliest side of that foreign world.
Until then, I played by the rules I knew. I’d never seen the game played any other
way.
In the summer of 1957, the Little Rock school superintendent called a meeting with black
students who had been approved to enroll in Central High.
. . . I looked at Superintendent Blossom, who sat stoically behind a large wooden desk.
He was a big white man, about six feet three inches tall and at least 250 pounds. His dark
hair was slicked back lightly, and a pair of black glasses framed his serious eyes. His large
hands rested atop his desk. Blossom’s serious expression didn’t change when he started to
speak. He had called us there to go over the rules, he explained. Black students would be
allowed to attend Central, as expected, he said, but it would take time on both sides to adjust.
We might hear some name-calling, he said, but we were not to retaliate in any way. For our
own safety, he added, we had to leave the school grounds as soon as our classes ended. That
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meant we would not be allowed to participate in any extracurricular activities—no varsity
sports, clubs, chorus, band, or even the Student Government Association. We also could not
attend any after-school parties or sporting events. . . .
Blossom could not be serious, I thought. Sure, I was a serious student, but I’d always
maintained a full roster of extracurricular activities, too. That was the fun part of school. My
family encouraged my getting involved in school. It helped to make me well-rounded, they
said. Now I was expected to give up all of it? What about baseball? And basketball? What
about cheerleading, the student council, and the National Honor Society? Weren’t those the
rewards of working hard in school? Wouldn’t those kinds of activities give black and white
students with equal talents and interests a chance to work together and get to know one
another? The superintendent had no idea how involved I had been at my old school or how
good I was at sports, I thought. When my white classmates got to know me, when they saw
me play, they would want me to join their organizations and athletic teams. I was sure of it.
So part of me just tuned Superintendent Blossom out. In my mind, this was just formality.
Blossom was saying what he believed he had to say. But I was certain things would be much
different when I got to Central.
On September 4, the first day of school, most of the black students were escorted to Central
by four ministers.
Slowly and silently, our group began moving in tandem up Park Street toward the school.
I could hear the rumble of a crowd up ahead. It was loud, like a Dunbar football game-size
crowd. I clutched my notebook and moved with the group through the sticky September
air. With every step, the hooting and hollering grew louder. As we got closer to 14th Street,
I glanced toward the Mobil gas station on the other side of the street, and for the first time
I saw it—a mob of people that stretched as far as I could see. The sheer size of the crowd
was shocking. There must have been hundreds of people—white mothers with faces contorted in anger, white fathers pumping their fists in the air and shouting, white teenagers and
children waving Confederate flags and mimicking their parents. . . . The scene felt surreal.
With everyone screaming and jeering at once, their words sounded muddled, except for one:
nigger . . . nigger . . . nigger. It shot out of angry mouths like bullets and pierced my ears
again and again.
Adrenaline pulsed through my body and quickened the pace of my heart. But I wasn’t
afraid. The mob was too far away to stop me from getting inside. The front entrance was
just steps ahead. I was more perplexed than anything else. I had never seen such raw anger
up close before. And this was directed at me. For what? Because I wanted to go to school?
I turned away and remembered Mother’s and Daddy’s words:
They’re just ignorant, low-class people. They’re just trying to scare you. Do not stoop
to their level. You are a Walls. Just take the next step, and the next.
The September 4 attempt to attend classes failed when the National Guard, under orders
from Governor Faubus, prevented the students from entering the school. Almost three weeks
of court challenges resulted in the National Guard’s being removed from the scene and the

Carlotta’s Story

7

federal order to allow the Nine finally to attend on September 23. They were quietly escorted
in a side door, away from a large mob of protesters gathered in front of the school.
As I slid into my chair in . . . class that morning, I could feel all eyes focused on me.
That was one of the things I hated most—being the center of attention. My insides knotted
with dread. I wished to be invisible. I stared at my desktop, the worn hardwood floors, Mrs.
Huckaby’s face, anywhere to avoid the hot gaze of my classmates. Mrs. Huckaby didn’t miss a
beat, trying to go on with class as though this were a regular day. But there was nothing regular
about this. I tried mightily, but I couldn’t concentrate. Why wouldn’t they stop staring at me?
This was not at all how I had imagined feeling on the first day inside my new school.
Finally, the bell rang, but momentary relief turned quickly to even more serious dread.
Hundreds of students spilled from their classes into the halls. The noise level was louder than
the loudest football game I’d ever attended. Every face in the crowd was white, and they all
seemed to be staring at me, sneering
at me. A group of slick-haired boys
with their black leather jackets and
white T-shirts with cigarettes rolled
in them—poor imitations of James
Dean and Elvis Presley—purposely
walked too close, bumped me hard
with their shoulders, and swaggered
off, laughing at “that nigger.” The
word was slung at me so often that
day that my heart turned almost
numb.
After only three class periods, the
black students were taken from the
school under guard out of fear for
their safety. City and state police
were unsure they could control
the mob. That same day President
Eisenhower issued a stern warning
to those who would defy the federal
integration order. By September 25,
Eisenhower had sent soldiers from
the 101st Airborne to protect the
Nine when they returned to school
that morning.
For a few precious moments,
life seemed to roll in slow motion
as our caravan turned left onto
Park Street from 16th. Hundreds

Photo by Bill Clemente
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In this display panel from the National Historic Site Visitors Center, Carlotta (foreground)
and her peers are shown arriving at school to enter under the protection of military guards.

of paratroopers lined the streets around the school. They stood shoulder to shoulder, their
M-1 rifles and bayonets ready. They had been in position since five a.m., the news reports
said, cordoning off the school for three blocks on either side. A few students milled around
outside, watching the scene quietly, curiously. The streets were graveyard quiet, except for
the occasional crackle of the soldiers’ walkie-talkies. The soldiers snapped to attention when
our station wagon pulled up. This time, we rolled past the side door we had entered on that
terrifying first day. Our caravan pulled to a stop right in front of the school. This time, we
were going through the front door. Until that moment, it hadn’t registered that the game of
ducking and hiding was over. I could hold my head up. I—we—had a right to walk through
those front doors, like anyone else. And the president of the United States had sent our U.S.
military to ensure that right.
The car doors swung open. It was 9:22 a.m. My heart thumped faster than ever before.
As I stepped out of the station wagon, the morning sky seemed brighter. The nine of us got
into line, mostly by twos. A helicopter hovered above. Several soldiers trotted across the
yard to catch up with us. The twenty-two of them positioned themselves completely around
us. I felt safe, protected and proud. In tandem, we began to move slowly, deliberately—off
the curb, up the walkway, past the fountain, up the left set of steps, and then up the next set.
Finally, I stood at that grand entrance with its heavy wooden doors, surrounded by so much
brick and stone.
I took a deep breath. The granite eyes of those four Greek gods and goddesses above
my head seemed to peer down at me: Ambition. Personality. Opportunity. Preparation. Walk
with me now, I implored.
And with a new sense of calm, I stepped across the threshold.

Carlotta’s Story

9
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Two of the four sculptures above the doors of Central High.

Despite the protection of personal military escorts inside Central throughout the school year,
the Nine endured daily verbal and physical harassment.
The band of boys in the black leather jackets were the worst offenders. They seemed
to have come from the woods with their dank, moldy smell and their facial stubble, and
they made a sport of spitting on me. If you’ve ever been hit by a nasty gob, you know how
disgusting it is, how humiliating, how infuriating. The first time, the wet slime just came
flying out of nowhere, landing on the bottom left side of my face. My military escort usually walked on my right. I was trying to work my way through the crowded halls between
classes on my second day inside when without warning I felt something wet hit my face.
I flinched. Immediately, I knew what it was. But who had done it? It was useless trying to
single out the villain in the sea of smirking faces quickly moving past me. . . . In [any] case,
there was nothing I could do to respond. I had already been warned against retaliation by Dr.
Blossom before school even started; responding in kind could lead to my expulsion. And no
matter how demeaned I felt, tears were out of the question. I couldn’t let them see my hurt.
I couldn’t give them that kind of power. So without a word, I just wiped my face against the
sleeve of my dress and kept on trekking. . . .
Remembering the lessons learned in the halls became an important part of getting through
each day. When the black leather boys or their female sidekicks walked close to me and
knocked my books out of my hand, I learned never to bend over right away to pick them up,
lest I provide the perfect target to get kicked in the backside and onto my face. The first time
it happened, I was completely blindsided. In a kind of one-two move, somebody slinked up to
me on the left side and knocked against me hard, sending my books flying out of my hands.
I guess I was a pretty easy target because I usually carried an armload of books. I didn’t like
leaving anything in my locker because it was frequently the target of vandals, as were the
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lockers of the other eight. The vandals often left crude handwritten notes, like “Nigger go
back to Africa.” They sometimes took our books and destroyed our homework. So I usually
piled into my arms as much as I could carry. After my books went sailing across the floor,
I leaned over to pick them up, and somebody else whacked me with a foot in the bottom. I
heard laughter in the background as I went down flat on my face. Stunned and embarrassed,
I hopped quickly back onto my feet.
A reflection on the students and teachers at Central in 1957.
Sometimes I’ve thought about how much easier survival would have been if more
people had taken a stand. As I saw it, the students at Central fell into different categories.
The smallest group was the easiest to identify, those students who were determined to make
our lives miserable: the tormentors, the black-leather boys, their female cohorts, and the
other cowardly students who clung to their groups in the evil efforts to push us out. They
were the one who called us derisive names, spat on us, kicked, hit, pushed, and slammed
us into lockers and down the stairs. Maybe it was their parents who helped to make up the
segregationist crowds that clung to the wrongheaded belief that Central somehow belonged
to them and that the nine of us were the interlopers causing trouble by having the audacity
to keep showing up.
The second group included those students who were clearly sympathetic, even if they
did not outwardly show it or jump to our defense in times of trouble. You could tell by the
kind eyes that on our worst days seemed to say: “I’m really sorry this is happening to you.”
Sometimes they offered a shy smile in the hallways or in class or slipped a quiet note of
support to one of us undercover. Gloria has talked fondly about Becky, a kind white girl
with whom she exchanged notes during one of her classes. In their notes, Becky and Gloria
established a sort of friendship, swapping tales about regular teenage stuff. On paper, they
were just girls who shared the same interests, but the parameters of their relationship were
clear. When Gloria wrote one day to ask whether she should speak if she saw Becky in the
halls, Becky responded: “No, please don’t.” They both knew the consequences for Becky
would be great. But Gloria has always felt grateful for those few moments in class when
Becky helped her to fell accepted, as though she had at least one ally among her white classmates. The kindness of students like Becky sailed under the radar because to be detected
was to draw harassment their own way, to be dubbed by the loud-mouthed segregationists
a “nigger-lover” and thus the enemy. In this battle, the segregationists forced everyone to
choose sides. If you weren’t with them all the way in words and deeds, there was no middle
ground. You were against them. Even administrators as methodical and “by the book” as Mrs.
Huckaby, Mr. Powell, and Jess Matthews ended up on their hit list. The segregationists were
taking names, and they were determined to make the lives of their enemies as miserable as
they tried to make all nine of ours.
The majority of students at Central fell into the third group: those who kept silent. They
wanted all the “trouble” to end. They did not torment us, but they didn’t extend themselves
to us in any way, either, not even quietly. They did not want to be associated with one side
or the other. They chose to remain neutral, as if remaining neutral in the face of evil were
an acceptable and just choice. They turned away. They rendered us invisible. They are most
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likely the ones today who, when asked about the Class of 1957, try to reinvent history. Things
at Central weren’t as bad as the nine of us have said, they have recalled in recent years. The
mobs weren’t as big, they say, the bad guys and gals weren’t as bad, and the atmosphere
wasn’t as tense. Well, of course that is how they remember the Central journey these fiftyplus years later. When I was suffering in those hallowed halls, they turned away. They did
nothing. They said nothing. They chose not to see.
There was another group, a small group, for sure, but in my mind the bravest of all:
those teachers and students who at times were openly kind, who seemed to look beyond skin
color and see nine students eager to learn, eager to be part of a great academic institution.
Mr. Bell, my biology teacher, was one of them. He was young, but he seemed worldly and
wise. His mother taught me Spanish, but even her body
language said she resented my presence at the school. Her
son, however, had fought in the Korean War and had seen
life far beyond Little Rock. He kept an eye on me in class
and kept the troublemakers at bay. He didn’t single me out,
but he called on me about as regularly as he called on my
classmates. He even encouraged me to participate in the
science fair. He chose to see me.
There were others, too. The yearbook from my tenthgrade year includes kind notes from more than a dozen
white classmates who risked harassment for taking even
that small step. My exchanges with some of them have
disappeared from my memory, but their words will forever
Photo by Bill Clemente
remind me that there were moments in the midst of chaos
when black and white faded and we were just teenagers. Liz Dolan’s locker was a couple of
doors down from mine, and we also were in the same gym class. Sometimes, as we stood at
our lockers, the two of us swapped tales about our favorite show: American Bandstand. Liz
was a dancer on the Little Rock version of the show, and as she hurriedly gathered her things
in the evenings, she’d mention that she was rushing to get to the local television station. I’d
wish her good luck and compliment her the next day on her dance moves. . . .
Then there was Jenny Lee Ball, a dark-haired girl who always wore her shoulder-length
hair pulled back in a ponytail. She was on the student council, and we also shared gym, which
usually involved some type of team activity—softball, basketball, or even gymnastics. . .
. Whenever Jenny was captain, she always chose me. . . . [M]y name wasn’t the first one
Jenny called, and neither was it the last. And there wasn’t a hint of scorn or regret when she
boldly called out my name. When our team got into the huddle to discuss our gymnastics
formation—a pyramid that first day—Jenny included me in the discussion. What was I good
at? Where should I fit? Was I strong enough to help hold down the bottom? I remember Jenny
as befriending me, though I can’t think of a specific thing she said or did that was particularly
special. But I guess that was the point. I saw nothing in her eyes and heard nothing in her
tone that suggested she thought I was special or different. She just treated me with the same
consideration and dignity she showed everybody else. That’s all I ever really wanted. That’s
all every one of us wanted.
And each time I encountered a rare soul who seemed to recognize that, I considered it
a real blessing.
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The school year 1957-58 did not mark the end of the integration crisis. With the school board
seeking to delay the integration plan and the U.S. Supreme Court ordering that it proceed, in
September 1958 Faubus pushed through the state legislature bills giving him control over the
school system, and he immediately shut the three public high schools in Little Rock. Students
both black and white had to move to other schools or take correspondence courses all of
1958-59, Carlotta’s junior year. But the schools were reopened in 1959, and Carlotta was
determined to finish her high school education at Central. Although there had been incidents
of racially charged violence in the city, including bombings, in the early part of the school
year, by early 1959 things had seemed to settle down. Carlotta was three months away from
being the first black girl to walk across the stage at Central to receive her diploma.Then
came the night of February 9, 1960.
It was about nine-thirty, my favorite time of the night. I savored those moments of solitude just before bedtime when I got to unwind, listen to the radio, and think. The house was
quiet. Daddy hadn’t come in yet from his nighttime job at Big Daddy’s place. Loujuana and
Tina, then eleven and four, were asleep in their room a few steps up the hall, and Mother
was in her and Daddy’s room near the front door.
I clicked on the clock radio resting on the nightstand. The AM dial was already tuned
to one of my favorite stations, WLAC, which broadcast nightly from Nashville. It was one
of a few white stations that brought the soulful sounds of black rock and roll, rhythm and
blues, and jazz artists—the Platters, Little Richard, Fats Domino, and Etta James—to places
they’d never been before, the homes and lives of my white peers throughout the nation. It
tickled me when I imagined that maybe some of my white classmates at Central were listening secretly, too. . . .
As I changed into my pajamas, my mind felt at ease. I’d made it to the home stretch at
Central, I thought. For weeks, things had been calm, no protesters or major incidents, and

When the governor closed all Little Rock high schools in 1958-59, segregationists laid the blame
on the national government, which had enforced federal law the previous school year.
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graduation was less than four months away. . . .
No sooner had I closed my eyes, it seemed, than I was shaken by a thunderous boom.
The house shook, and I could hear glass crashing to the floor in the front of the house. I sat
up quickly with my hands gripping the sides of my bed, as if to steady the room. For a moment, I felt frozen in place. My eyes, wide with fear, darted around the pitch-black room.
What was that? Was I dreaming? The explosion had come from the front.
Then, oh, my God—my little sisters! Mother! I had to find them. I leapt out of bed. As
soon as my bare feet landed on the cold floor, I took off running through my bedroom. My
first stop was the den, just outside my bedroom door. It was eerily dark and still. I turned
toward the hall and ran up to the front of the house.
I was halfway up the hall when I saw Loujuana and Tina standing in their nightgowns
with Mother in her bedroom door at the other end of the hall. When I reached them, Mother
and the girls looked dazed and bewildered but unhurt. We stared at one another, too shaken
to even speak. Little Tina’s eyes moved quickly from Mother to me, searching our faces for
clues. A haze of smoke floated through the darkness from the living room to the hallway,
where we stood. The smoke hurt my eyes, and an unfamiliar scent filled the air. It smelled
as if something had blown up in a chemistry lab.
The sound of my mother’s voice quelled my panic. She was calm and restrained, but I
heard helplessness, too. “Call your daddy,” she said.
Incredibly, authorities suspected Carlotta’s father and a neighbor of bombing the Walls
house, supposedly to get insurance money. Although Mr. Walls was cleared, the neighbor
was somehow convicted and spent years in prison. Carlotta graduated, left Little Rock to
start college at Michigan State, and later moved to Colorado, where she married and began
her family and career in real estate. For decades she refused to let herself think about her
experience at Central High, much less write about it. But she finally agreed to participate in
reunions of the Little Rock Nine. A pivotal one was held in Little Rock in 1987.
I’d soon learn . . . that burying a painful past doesn’t mean you’ve moved beyond it. It’s
often still there, simmering, waiting for some unexpected moment to erupt, spewing forth
every hurtful thing that you thought had gone away. That’s what happened in 1987, when the
Little Rock Nine gathered in Little Rock as guests of the NAACP for the thirtieth anniversary
of our landmark school desegregation fight. It was an emotional reunion because it was the
first time that all nine of us had come together since Central. . . .
I hadn’t been to Central since I graduated. At first, it felt good to see so much positive
change. The student body president of Central—an African American male—greeted the nine
of us in the classroom that had served as the chapel and a haven for us in the morning before
class thirty years earlier. We were also welcomed home by the new African American major,
Lottie Shackelford, who had been in Ernie’s class at Horace Mann. But when we moved
into the freshly scrubbed halls, I couldn’t escape the old ghosts. The noise, the angry white
faces, the slimy spit—they were right there in my face. The next thing I knew, cool, calm,
and collected Carlotta was outside, standing under those granite goddesses, gasping for air,
unable to stop the tears from flowing. I knew then there would be no stuffing all of that hurt
back inside. I had to find a way to make peace with my past.
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By the time of the fortieth anniversary, Carlotta had become a leader of the Nine in their
efforts to tell their story and to create a foundation to provide scholarships for students like
they had once been.
Of all the wonderful events that week, the image in my head of the ceremony at the
school on September 25, 1997—exactly forty years after we first marched up the front steps
into Central—will stay with me forever. Thousands of people of all races, local residents
as well as guests from all over the world, assembled at the school to welcome the nine of
us home. They applauded and stood to their feet as we were presented. Then the nine of us
ascended the steps to the front entrance of our alma mater. President Clinton and Governor
Mike Huckabee were waiting there and held open the door for us—a gesture that touched
all nine of us deeply. Forty years earlier, we had entered those doors under the protection
of gun-toting federal troopers, against the will of the state’s segregationist governor. Now,
the president of the United States and a very different Arkansas governor stood at the door
to usher us through. There were few dry eyes among us. This time, though, I was shedding
tears of joy.
More tears were to come in 2008 on the November evening when Barack Obama was elected
president.
What a long journey it had been from Little Rock and Central to this moment.
When I climbed those steps at Central, flanked by federal troopers on that September
morning more than fifty years ago, I was just a fourteen-year-old girl doing what felt right
for me. In time, I would come to understand the greater good—that my eight comrades and
I were helping to start a journey sure to outlast any of us. But even with that knowledge, I
could not imagine a future as spectacular as this. I could not imagine that I would live to see
an African American—born of a black man from Kenya and a white woman from Kansas—
pick up that journey and chart it successfully all the way into the Oval Office.
As I sat before the television watching news reports about the impromptu celebrations
throughout the country, my she-ro Rosa Parks came to mind. With her quiet determination,
she had shown me long ago what an ordinary woman could do. But like so many of the good
soldiers who had marched out front, she had to witness this victory from heaven.
I felt grateful to be alive. Now, nothing could stop the tears.
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From the State
House to the
White House
What was it really like
to work for Bill Clinton?
Delegates to Alpha Chi’s super-regional convention March 25-27, 2010, were treated to an
informative and entertaining discussion with three Arkansas natives who have worked with
President Bill Clinton in various official roles. Gathering in the sun-washed Great Hall of the
Clinton presidential Library in Little Rock, the standing-room-only crowd listened to reminiscences of Carol Rasco and James L. “Skip” Rutherford, who served Mr. Clinton during
his years both as Arkansas governor and as President, and Janis Kearney, who joined the
1992 presidential campaign and moved to Washington for a role in the White House.
Rasco, a career teacher, worked for Mr. Clinton for ten years as the chief policy adviser in
the governor’s office and as the liaison to the National Governor’s Association. She went
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with the President to Washington as his chief domestic policy adviser, a role she filled for four
years, and then served as senior adviser in the Department of Education and as director of
the America Reads Challenge. Today she is chief executive officer of the nonprofit organization Reading Is Fundamental.
Rutherford, a long-time informal adviser to Mr. Clinton, was appointed in 1997 as chairman of the board of the William J. Clinton Presidential Foundation, whose initial task was
to plan and build the Presidential Library. The foundation also oversees multiple areas of
outreach around the world, such as providing HIV/AIDS care and treatment to underserved
populations, fighting global climate change, and developing sustainable economic growth
in Africa and Latin America. In 2006 he stepped down to become dean of the University of
Arkansas Clinton School of Public Service, a graduate program housed on the grounds of
the Presidential Center.
Kearney left her job in newspaper publishing to join the Clinton-Gore presidential campaign
as director of minority media outreach. After the election she moved to Washington as part
of the transition team, working first as a White House media affairs officer and then at the
Small Business Administration. In 1995 she returned to the White House as the first-ever
presidential personal diarist.
The panel presentation opened with statements by the participants, and then the panel fielded
questions from the audience. Here are their remarks:

Carol Rasco
I am so delighted to have this opportunity to visit with you today in this magnificent structure
that’s far more than a structure, but living history—past, present, and future.
Tonight’s session we’ve entitled “What was it really like to work for Bill Clinton?” To begin,
I’d like to share three anecdotes that I believe bring out things that are very telling about
working with him.

“Just start working on it.”
The first anecdote involved a staff meeting—to my recollection, the only one that he ever
attended in the eighteen years I was affiliated most closely with Bill Clinton. It really wasn’t
his job to attend staff meetings. This meeting was the first or second one we had after he
became governor. You could tell he wasn’t really quite sure what he was supposed to say, but
he told us, “One thing I want to make sure happens in this governor’s office, without fail, is
that if someone in Arkansas takes the time to write us a letter and ask a question or talk to us,
I want to make sure they get an answer.” He looked at us and said, “Do you understand what
I mean?” Well, the letters were absolutely piling up already. He said, “And don’t anybody
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ask me how to do that, because the answer is simple. If you sit down to answer a letter to the
governor’s office, the best thing you can do is start putting words on the paper.” And with
that he thanked us for our service and he turned and left the room.
Well, that was very typical of Bill Clinton. He believed if there’s a job to be done, start working on it. If you can’t see the full way down the road, just start working on it. Put words on
the paper. I quickly learned that that was the way he wanted policy work to be done also. The
unfair reputation he later got for making policy by putting a finger to the wind developed
because he insisted that when you came to the table for policy discussion, you dared not hold
back. He wanted everything put on the table. He would be most angry if a staff member told
him, after a policy was set or implemented, “I knew that criticism was going to come, but I
didn’t want to say anything earlier.” He insisted, “We’re going to have every argument on
the table, and we’ll decide what’s best, knowing we have looked at every angle.”

Running late and changing neckties
The second instance was the first time he was asked to testify on Capitol Hill as a governor.
One of the big issues in his comeback campaign of 1982 had been Social Security disability.
The Reagan White House had put out new regulations that were absolutely onerous. On the
hot campaign trail in Arkansas, Bill Clinton had heard a couple tell about their son who had
been cut from Social Security disability because he had been told by an examiner that even
though he had no legs and only one arm, he could work. The parents had asked the examiner
what job he could do. With tears in their eyes they told Bill Clinton that they were told he
could be stood on a blanket in the back of a pickup truck and raise the stop and go sign during highway construction. Bill Clinton pledged that day if he got in office he was going to
be so loud about that issue that no one could ignore him.
Well, the Democrats invited him to come to Washington to testify. My office did a lot of
work preparing for the testimony, and I accompanied him with a huge number of accordion
files. Just before going from the hotel to the Capitol to testify, he proceeded to buy a new tie

18

Working for Bill Clinton

at the hotel gift shop. It was hideous, but at that point I just wanted to get there on time. You
might remember he wasn’t known for being on time. He was changing ties as we crossed the
street; we almost got killed crossing the street, him and his tie and me and my two armloads
of files. When we got to the hearing room, he insisted I sit beside him. I said, “Oh, I’ve
watched this on C-Span before, and I’m supposed to sit behind you.” “But what if I need to
ask you something? I want you where I can see you.” I said, “You’re going to be fine—just
talk, as you usually talk.”
We got through that day. Here was a man testifying before Congress. It showed me for one
of the few times I ever saw Bill Clinton feel a little uncertain about himself, because he’d
never done that before. Of course he did a marvelous job, and was asked to come back that
afternoon to sit down and work with them on policy; he was one of the few governors ever
asked to come into a room, behind closed doors, with members of Congress to work on
policy. But they recognized his genius. Just remember that he was also a man who almost
got killed changing his tie.

The two-block motorcade route
One of my most vivid memories is of our second week in the White House. The President
was asked to speak to the National Governors Association conference, which he had attended
regularly during his time in the governor’s office. We got ready to leave for the speech, and
he asked, “Why is the motorcade here?” I explained that security required it. He said, “You
mean we’re going to disrupt traffic and take this long motorcade just to go two blocks?”
Then when we got to the hotel, for security reasons we had to drive the limousine into the
basement and walk through a secret route of halls lined with blue drapes for the occasion,
up to a special room just behind the podium. As we walked past the drapes, he said, “Rasco,
look at this—they put all these things up because of me? This is really bizarre, isn’t it? Used
to, I just sauntered in to these NGA meetings. Now we have to take a car for two blocks, go
down through a tunnel, come up through this row of blue curtains, and go to a special room.”
He told me years later that that was the day it hit him that he truly had entered the crème
de la crème of the Federal Bureau of Prisons called the White House—and that things were
going to be very, very different from then on.

Janis Kearney
I’m going to talk a little bit about more personal stuff from a former sharecropper, because
that’s who I am. I grew up in southeast Arkansas, one of nineteen children of sharecroppers.
My parents taught us to work really, really hard. I grew up chopping and picking cotton and
dreaming about what I could do once I got out of those cotton fields. What I wanted to do all
my life was write. I couldn’t have in a million years imagined I’d end up in anybody’s White
House, least of all of a man I admired so much for all the years he served as our governor.
It was during his governorship that I got into politics. Before then, I didn’t much like poli-
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tics. But in 1987 I went to work as a newspaper managing editor for a woman named Daisy
Bates, who became my mentor. After three months she decided she would retire as editor of
her paper, and I found that running a small, struggling newspaper of the African American
community was harder than chopping cotton. During that time I got really interested in
politics and learned that Bill Clinton was a different kind of Southern politician. In 1992 I
took a sabbatical from the paper and worked on his presidential campaign. Well, we know
what happened—he won. After the election I was preparing to go back to my little newspaper, but almost at the last moment before they were to leave for Washington I was asked if
I was interested in going to the White House. Before I made up my mind, I went to see my
father, who was 89 (he’s now 103 years old!). My mother had died by this time, and I was
his caretaker. I told him what the job was and asked him if it was OK. I saw the sadness in
his eyes, and I saw the pride in his eyes. He told me there was no way in the world I could
turn down an opportunity like that, because that’s what he and my mother had taught us, all
those years—to believe that impossibilities can be possibilities if you work hard enough—and
we were crazy enough to believe them. For someone like me, a sharecropper’s daughter, to
walk into the White House seemed almost impossible.

First day in the White House
So the day that sticks in my memory more than any other day of the Clinton administration was
the first day that I walked into the White House, knowing that my parents, and their parents,
who were slaves, could never, ever have dreamed of a day like that. I cried. For one thing,
my mother was no longer with me, and there was no way I could have been there without
her support. Every day that I walked into that White House, I had to pinch myself, because I
knew that not many people in this country have had the honor to be a part of a White House
staff. I will never, ever be ashamed of that. Yes, there were dark days of scandal and disappointment. But what about all the days that I saw Bill Clinton and his staff work through the
night to make things better for all Americans? That’s what I am proud about.
I feel good that I worked for one of the most intelligent but also one of the most compassionate
leaders of the 20th century. I was the White House fly on the wall. My job as presidential diarist
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was to observe and chronicle the presidency. I believe I saw greatness almost every day. I sat
in on important meetings attended by very important people. But I saw that ultimately what
was important to that President was making a difference in the lives of ordinary people.

Meeting Nelson Mandela
Another very memorable day to me was the day Nelson Mandela walked in and Mr. Clinton
introduced him to me. Nelson Mandela has been a hero of mine for a long time; he was the
hero of my father, who had always told me why he was important. To see Nelson Mandela
and Bill Clinton become almost immediate soul mates, friends, meant so much. I felt I was
in the presence of two giants, two great men, and I was very proud of that moment as well.

Last day in the White House
The last day that was important to me was the day that I left, January 20, 2001. I will never
forget it. I tell people it took at least six months, maybe longer, to get the White House out
of my system—that feeling, that energy. It was an amazing thing to walk back into and be a
part of the real world, because even though you don’t really think about it when you’re in the
White House, you’re in a bubble. You have left a whole lot outside. So I had to come back and
become a part of regular things—to know that I wouldn’t be walking back inside the White
House again, not being able to pick up the phone and tell someone what was going to be on
the news tonight. All those things changed a little bit who I am. But I’m grateful that I was
grounded enough, grounded down that country road in southeast Arkansas. I really didn’t
lose everything. I took it with me to the White House, and I hope I served the President well
because of that. I loved what I did as the chronicler of the presidency.

Skip Rutherford
I’m the Arkansan who didn’t go to Washington, mostly because I had three small children
and couldn’t figure out to afford it. My story begins with a call I received from Bill Clinton
saying, “Would you head up my presidential library project?” When you get such a request,
you say yes. I hung up the phone and thought, what in the world is a presidential library?
What did I just sign on to do? I had no idea, really, but I started researching and studying.
We began working on the project in 1997, and opened it in 2004.

“House trailer on stilts”
One of the things Bill Clinton said was, “I want to bring modern architecture to the South.”
Most everybody in Arkansas thought this would be a colonial-type building—the traditional
Southern architecture. When this thing sprung out of the ground, you know, they called it
a house trailer on stilts. They called it all sorts of stuff. But he was determined to make not
only a statement about service but also a statement about architecture. This is also the first
green presidential library. When it won the AI “platinum green” award, it silenced some of
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the critics. We spent a lot of time making certain the building was environmentally sound
and solid.

The real George H. W. Bush
This Great Hall in which we’re sitting is where President Clinton and President George H.W.
Bush filmed the commercials for the relief effort for the Indian Ocean tsunami that happened
shortly after the library dedication in November 2004. When you tour the exhibits, you’ll see
the replica of the Oval Office. After they filmed the commercials, the two former presidents
went up to the Oval Office and sat on the couch to visit a bit. This was a normal business
day, with tourists walking past. I was standing at the door when two ladies stopped by and
looked in. One of them elbowed the other and said, “Hazel, they got a wax museum in here.”
I thought, “Hazel, in about thirty seconds that wax museum is going to start walking.” Sure
enough, in a moment when George Bush stood up, Hazel’s knees almost buckled. President
Bush walked over, stuck out his hand and said, “Hello, I’m George Bush.” She said, “I’m
Hazel. And you really are real.”

Unintended consequences
This library is on land that was an old, abandoned warehouse district. One of the reasons
we chose this site was that the President wanted the library to be a part of downtown Little
Rock, not out in a field somewhere. He wanted to contribute to the economic, tourism, and
educational well-being of the city. Another advantage of the site was that we didn’t have to
relocate any homes—at least not in the traditional sense. Let me tell you what was the worst
thing about this project. After we began clearing the land, it wasn’t until I saw the vacant
homeless camps along the river that I realized that the project had caused people to move—
people who had lived a life I didn’t know one thing about, had no clue about although I didn’t
live that far from here. We had disrupted the home life of many people. This project was the
right thing to do, and it’s been a great success, but the unintended consequences affecting
those people still bother me.
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Bill Clinton comes here about once or twice a month. He comes to this library and the
Graduate School of Public Service on this campus. He’s very much a part of this. He has
great interest in the abandoned railroad bridge next to the library that is going to become a
pedestrian bridge, and in the $4 million wetlands project by the river. Both of these projects,
which are about to begin, are spurred by Clinton’s ongoing ideas and energy. Although
Janice, Carol, and I have experiences with him that have been different, we have all shared
his incredible work ethic, vision, and drive to make the world better. That may be from his
own little neighborhood of Little Rock to his work with AIDS in Africa. It’s been absolutely
extraordinary, and it continues to be one heck of a ride.

Q and A
The panel entertained several questions from the audience.

“The West Wing”
Q: How much was being in the White House like the television show The West Wing?
RASCO:
I didn’t watch the TV show very much, but from what I saw there was only one big difference. On the TV show, the Oval Office was created to scale, but the staff offices were much
bigger than in reality. You have to remember that the White House is an old structure built
in a different era.
RUTHERFORD:
Let me tell you about the coolest thing that ever happened to me, of all the fringe benefits
of working with Bill Clinton. In 2000, I was in California raising money to build the library,
and the cast of The West Wing had a party for us on the set. I was drinking wine in the Oval
Office with Rob Lowe, Allison Janney, and all those characters. It was the coolest thing I’d
ever done! When you walk through the set of The West Wing, which was modeled on the
Clinton West Wing, you see a lot of similarities.
KEARNEY:
The television producers did a lot of research in the White House, taking pictures, asking
questions, and talking to people, when they were developing the show.

The White House as home
Q: The White House is a home as well as the focus of government. How does that work on
a day-to-day basis?
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RASCO:
It’s tough on the people living there. Every time I see President Obama’s two little girls,
I think back to when Chelsea went there as an adolescent. I just almost think it’s criminal
what the families go through, because they are constantly on call; there’s no real privacy;
they’re totally in a bubble. But I watched Hillary work so hard at helping Chelsea have as
normal a life as there could be when your daddy is President of the United States. Hillary
was always looking ahead. Chelsea had a birthday less than a month after we moved to
D.C. Hillary had taken Little Rock friends to be with Chelsea during the inauguration, and
she made sure friends were flown up for her birthday. She was constantly thinking of things
like that to help her. Now, Chelsea was an outgoing, smart kid who wasn’t going to have
trouble adjusting going to a new school; lots of kids go through that. But it’s tough when
your dad is President and you’re the first child in the White House in a long time. Saturday
Night Live has already made fun of you, and people are saying things about you that aren’t so
great. And Chelsea wasn’t the one elected. But the Clintons did a beautiful job, and I see the
Obamas doing the same thing. Child-rearing is tough enough under normal circumstances,
but to think about living in that setting added on top of it! They are due a lot of respect for
the way they pulled through it.
KEARNEY:
There’s also the fact that they were not alone in their home—ever. There was always someone else there. They never had real privacy like you and I have. There was always someone
coming through.
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RASCO:
Let me tell you an interesting story. My daughter was about Hillary’s age, and one time she
was with a group of junior high friends from Little Rock visiting Chelsea. The girls decided
at one point that they wanted to play hide-and-seek in the White House. After a while, Hillary realized it was getting late, so she asked one of the Secret Service officers to let the girls
know it was time to go to bed. Mary Margaret, my daughter, came out to tell me good night,
and her eyes were bigger than I had ever seen. She said, “Mother, you know those guys with
the things in their ears? They knew where every one of us was!”
RUTHERFORD:
I can say this about life in the White House, though Carol and Janis probably wouldn’t. I
don’t know about President Obama, but both Presidents Bush, at the end of the work day,
tended to go home and stay home. President Clinton would go home, have dinner, usually
do homework with Chelsea, and then come back. He loved working in the Oval Office. Now
that’s fine, but if the President is in the Oval Office, the staff has got to be there. If staffers
went back home for dinner, they’d have to come back, so a lot of times they just stayed at the
office. It was hard on his staff. He physically wore them out working till 11 or 12 o’clock. So
having a home in the House is good if you can separate home and work. With all the highest
respect for our dear friend, the guy has incredible energy, working sixteen, eighteen hours
a day. That will kill the staff.

The library collection
Q: This is my second time in the Clinton Library. There are a lot of things here. How does
that come to be? That has to be a huge logistical task.
RUTHERFORD:
It is complicated. Here’s the short answer: All the gifts that the U.S. receives during the time a
person is President ultimately end up in that person’s presidential library. So anything given, a
head-of-state gift or otherwise, is put into storage at the National Archives to go to the President’s library when it is built. Let me give you an example of the magnitude. Clinton walks
down the steps visiting golfer Greg Norman, tears a tendon in his knee, and is on a cane after
surgery. The American people, seeing Clinton on a cane, start sending him canes—hundreds
of canes. Ronald Reagan’s library has thousands of jars of jellybeans. George Bush played
horseshoes—you ought to see the horseshoes in the Bush Library. So when they find out the
President is interested in something, the American people begin sending him things.
KEARNEY:
(Pointing to a brooch on her dress.) I’d like to show you this frog. President Clinton collected
frogs, and I can’t tell you how many frogs were sent to him from all over the world during
his eight years. I’m sure someday there will be a frog exhibit here in the library.
RUTHERFORD:
This happens all the time: Some lady will come in, on a tour, and she will say, “I sent him
a quilt. Where is it?” “Uh, it’s in that building, in storage. Probably will be on display next
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week.” There are so many items that it will take forever to process them all. We haven’t
rotated our permanent exhibits yet, because usually it’s six to ten years before a presidential
library collection is given a makeover. The way you keep them fresh is with the temporary
exhibits. Right now you’ve got exhibits on the Oklahoma City bombing and Madeleine Albright’s brooch collection. We bring items out of storage for these temporary exhibits.
KEARNEY:
It’s not just items that are saved. The same is true with documents. The very first day the President comes in, the collection of documents begins. That’s a federal law—that anything that’s
done and composed—memos, schedules, anything—is saved. The White House works very
closely with the National Archives to collect all the documents, and they told me many times
that President Clinton had more paper, more personal letters, than any other president.
RUTHERFORD:
I need to add that President Clinton’s handwriting is terrible. So in this collection you have
yellow stickies all over his papers, with notes from someone like Janis telling what his writing says. So you’ve got this famous historical document that is verified by yellow Post-it
notes.
RASCO:
The first time the staff of a new administration gets into the White House offices is an hour or
two after the inauguration. But that very afternoon in 1993 we had a meeting of department
heads in which we were told, “From now on, remember that everything you write in this
job becomes a part of the official record—so be sure you don’t mind your mother reading it
someday in a history book.”

Genocide in Africa
Q: In terms of world politics during the Clinton years, I think about the genocide in Africa.
What was President’s Clinton’s reaction to that? And if he has regrets, what would he do
different if he could go back?
RUTHERFORD:
One day I asked him what was the worst day of his presidency. When you think of all the
things that happened in Clinton’s presidency, you probably would expect a certain answer.
He looked at me and said, “It’s not what you think it is. It’s Blackhawk down.” And I think
if you were to talk to him today, he’d tell you that he—they—the government—waited too
long. I think it’s one of his regrets, and though he’s never said this to me, I think it’s one
of the reasons he has a specially strong commitment to Rwanda. When we were building
the library, we had a three- or four-hour meeting to plan the exhibits. The museum designer
told President Clinton, “I want to hear the good, the bad, and the ugly, the victories and the
defeats. I want to hear about what you thought you did right and what you thought you did
wrong, where you succeeded and where you failed.” And when he talked about his failures,
that was one of them. It was one of his big regrets.
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RASCO:
He has told me the same thing. Similarly, he often has said to me that he hopes I am seeing
every time he’s in the newspaper that he’s working on AIDS, because he and I had some of
our biggest battles over the fact that I thought he needed to be doing more. He knew me well
enough when he gave me my first job that I wouldn’t be polite about things I felt passionate
about. One of my greatest regrets as domestic policy adviser is that we didn’t do more on AIDS,
and I remind him of it all the time. So it is with great pride I see him working on it now.
KEARNEY:
When I was interviewing him for Conversations: William Jefferson Clinton, from Hope to
Harlem, I asked him that same question. He categorically said that Rwanda was his greatest
regret as President and that he’d do everything in his power to make up for that.

The saxophone
Q: This question is a little lighter: How often, if ever, did Bill Clinton pull out his saxophone
and play in the Oval Office?
KEARNEY:
I don’t recall that he ever played in the Oval Office, but he did play over in the Yellow Room.
From time to time, they’d bring in musicians, and he played with one of the great musicians;
I don’t remember his name.

Following the program, delegates snap photos of the panel.
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RUTHERFORD:
Back during his presidency, Arkansas’s Old State House Museum, next to the Peabody Hotel,
wanted to display one of his saxophones. I called up there, and they said they could give me
one to take back from Washington. I went to his assistant’s office in the White House, picked
up this big instrument in its case, and carried it in a taxi and up to the airport ticket desk.
They looked at my ticket and said, “Oh, Little Rock, Arkansas. Bet that’s Bill’s saxophone.”
I said, “Well, as a matter of fact, it is.” By the time I got to the gate, I’d been upgraded to
first class. The saxophone was in the cabin with us. After we got up in the air, the stewardess
and copilot came back and asked if they could open it up and see it. I said, “You moved me
up to first class, we’ve got the sax right here, we can play the thing if you want to.”
RASCO:
We want to leave you plenty of time to see the library. You’re free to catch us if you can, and
we’ll answer things that you wanted to ask. Thank you very much.
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SYMBOLS ABOUNDING--Pieces of the Berlin Wall, emblem of the Cold War, stand
on the Westminster College campus, where Winston Churchill in 1946 labeled the boundary
of Soviet control an “iron curtain.” Adjacent to the wall, sculpturally modified to symbolize
its collapse, rises the college chapel, a London church designed by Sir Christopher Wren
in 1667. Severely damaged in World War II and destined for demolition, the church was
brought to campus for restoration and today is home to various campus events and the
National Churchill Museum.

All photos courtesy of the Westminster College Office of Alumni and College Relations.
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Churchill,
the Cold War
and a Missouri
College
By David Jones

A

small Alpha Chi college in America’s heartland seems an unlikely spot for the
making and marking of world history. Nevertheless, it is certain that Westminster College, in
Fulton, Missouri, will be forever regarded as such a place, linked to the history of the Cold
War as the setting of both the symbolic beginning and end of the conflict between Soviet
communism and the West that dominated the last half of the twentieth century.
Westminster’s role in Cold War history began in 1946 with British Prime Minister Winston
Churchill’s visit to campus to deliver his famous “Iron Curtain” speech. Churchill’s metaphor
This is the fourth in a series of articles about distinctive programs or projects at Alpha Chi colleges
and universities.
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reverberated throughout the world, giving a graphic name to the repressive Soviet system,
and the fame of the oration inevitably became part of Westminster’s identity. After the fall
of the Berlin Wall in 1989, sections of the demolished wall were given to the college, and in
1992 Premier Mikail Gorbachev came to Westminster, delivering a speech that symbolically
marked the end of the Cold War.
Reminders of the Churchill speech and its long aftermath are woven into Westminster’s
identity. A year ago the college staged one of the most notable commemorations of the twentieth anniversary of the fall of the Berlin Wall. Hundreds of Westminster students, faculty,
and staff knocked down a mock, graffiti-covered Berlin Wall at precisely the time the real
Berlin Wall had fallen in 1989, and celebrated not only the freedom that the fall of the Wall
symbolized but also Westminster’s unique historical position in the annals of the Cold War
between East and West.
But why Westminster, a 1,100-student liberal arts college in central, rural Missouri? How
did it come to be the backdrop for such symbolism? Let’s begin at the beginning.

The Speech
The United States, Great Britain, and the Soviet Union had of course been Allies during
World War II in the defeats of the Axis powers, Germany, Italy, and Japan. The war had been
won in 1945, but the peace could not hold. The American people saw the Russians, allies
during the war, as heroes. But the Russians, having been invaded from the west for not the
first time in their history, were beginning to take over control of Eastern Europe. Winston
Churchill, Prime Minister of Great Britain during the war, was noticing the events with alarm.
Churchill, along with U.S. Presidents Franklin Roosevelt and Harry Truman, having negotiated with Soviet Premier Josef Stalin during World War II conferences, was well aware of
Soviet suspicions about Western interests and motives, and was well acquainted with Soviet
behavior. He wanted to warn the world of Soviet intentions, as he had tried in vain to warn
the world about the Nazis in the 1930s.
The U.S. President at the time was Harry Truman of Independence, Missouri. Churchill
had first met Truman at the Potsdam Conference in post-war Germany in 1945, a conference
at which the U.S. and Great Britain had ceded a sphere of influence to the Soviets in Eastern
Europe in response to Stalin’s promise for elections in those countries. However, Churchill
and Truman were doubtful of Stalin’s promises, increasingly so in 1946.
Westminster President Dr. Franc L. McCluer decided to invite Winston Churchill to make
a speech at the tiny college. Traveling to Washington, McCluer met with Harry Vaughan,
who was a Westminster graduate and a military aide to President Truman. Interested in the
idea, Vaughan took McCluer to visit “the boss,” President Truman, and pitched the idea of
a Churchill speech to Truman. Truman sent the invitation to Churchill, writing, “This is a
wonderful school in my home state. Hope you can do it. I’ll introduce you. Best regards.”
Churchill accepted the invitation and traveled by train with Truman from Washington to Jefferson City, Missouri, twenty miles south of Fulton, along with Vaughan, other officials, and
journalists. The poker games involving Truman and Churchill are now legendary.
On March 5, 1946, Churchill and Truman were received as heroes in a parade through
the town of Fulton (population then about 7,000; now about 12,000). Churchill’s speech took
place in the college gymnasium, where basketball legend Hank Iba, a Westminster gradu-
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Churchill delivering his historic “Iron Curtain” speech.

ate, once played. The gym is now a National Historic Landmark. The speech, entitled “The
Sinews of Peace,” contained one of the most memorable phrases ever uttered, certainly of
the twentieth century:
From Stettin in the Baltic to Trieste in the Adriatic an iron curtain has
descended across the Continent. Behind that line lie all the capitals of
the ancient states of Central and Eastern Europe. Warsaw, Berlin, Prague,
Vienna, Budapest, Belgrade, Bucharest and Sofia; all these famous cities
and the populations around them lie in what I must call the Soviet sphere,
and all are subject, in one form or another, not only to Soviet influence
but to a very high and in some cases increasing measure of control from
Moscow.
So began the Cold War.
According to author David McCullough, Churchill and Truman had discussed the speech
at length, and Truman knew exactly what Churchill was going to say, despite his later denials.
Truman warmly greeted the words, but the Soviets, and many Americans, were outraged at
the “Iron Curtain speech” because the erstwhile Soviet heroes were now being spoken of so
harshly. In fact, Stalin said:
In substance, Mr. Churchill now stands in the position of a firebrand
of war. And Mr. Churchill is not alone here. He has friends not only in
England but also in the United States of America. In this respect, one is
reminded remarkably of Hitler and his friends. Hitler began to set war
loose by announcing his racial theory, declaring that only people speaking
the German language represent a fully valuable nation. Mr. Churchill
begins to set war loose, also by a racial theory, maintaining that only
nations speaking the English language are fully valuable nations, called
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upon to decide the destinies of the entire world.
But time would tell, and Churchill would be proven to be a prophet. The Iron Curtain
had indeed fallen on Eastern Europe, and it would not be lifted until 1989.

The Church
Efforts at Westminster to commemorate Churchill’s Iron Curtain speech began in the
1960s, spearheaded by the college’s president at the time, Larry Davidson. The existing college chapel, Swope Chapel, had outlived its usefulness, and college officials were thinking
about replacing it. During the 1940 Blitz, a number of London churches had been heavily
damaged by German bombs and had not been repaired. By the 1960’s some of these had
been razed, and a number of churches designed by the famous architect Christopher Wren
were on the list to be destroyed. Reading in Life magazine, college officials learned about
these churches and considered the unusual possibility of saving one of them and moving it
to Fulton to commemorate Churchill’s speech.
Eventually, the Church of St. Mary the Virgin, Aldermanbury was selected as the structure
to be saved. The church had been founded in the late twelfth century, though it had burned to
the ground in the Great Fire of London in 1666. The church was rebuilt after the Great Fire,
however, becoming the ninth London church to be so saved. Sir Christopher Wren designed
the church in 1677.
Learning of Westminster’s intentions, Churchill himself said, “I am honored… . The
removal of a ruined Christopher Wren Church, largely destroyed by enemy action in London
in 1941 [sic], and its reconstruction and re-dedication at Fulton, is an imaginative concept….
It may symbolize in the eyes of the English-speaking peoples the ideals of Anglo-American
association on which rest, now as before, so many of our hopes for peace and the future of
mankind.”
The cost of moving the church from London to Fulton was $2 million. Donors included
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Welsh actor Richard Burton. When money was successfully raised, workers disassembled
the church (most of the inside had been burned by the German incendiary bomb in 1940)
and carefully labeled each of the 7,000 stones, which were shipped to Fulton. By 1967, the
outside of the church had been reassembled on Westminster’s campus in Fulton, but it took
two more years for workers, using pre-war photographs, to reconstruct the interior of the
church. Intriguingly, Noel Mander, who was a fire warden and had watched the church burn
during the Blitz, built the organ that was then placed in the reconstructed church and is still
in use.
On May 7, 1969, the church was rededicated and today serves as the college chapel and
the site of a number of important college events (including the annual Alpha Chi induction
ceremony for new members, which occurs immediately prior to the yearly Baccalaureate and
Commencement), weddings, and other community events. The church is the only Christopher
Wren-designed church in North America. The Winston Churchill Memorial and Library,
which is a museum devoted to explaining and memorializing the life of Churchill, is in the
undercroft of the church. An annual lecture series, the Kemper Lecture, brings speakers to
campus to discuss various aspects of Churchill’s life. The museum was recently renamed as
the National Churchill Museum through an act of the U.S. Congress.

The Wall
Okay. So what about the Berlin Wall? How did a substantial piece of the wall end up at
Westminster College?
The Berlin Wall was erected between East and West Berlin by the East German military, beginning on August 19, 1961. For twenty-eight years, it separated the two halves of
the former German capital and served as a symbol of oppression. West Germans decorated
their side of the wall with graffiti; the eastern half was of course patrolled by East German
guards. It was in front of the wall that President John
F. Kennedy famously said, “Ich bin ein Berliner” and
President Ronald Reagan equally famously said, “Mr.
Gorbachev, tear down this wall!” The wall began to be
demolished in Berlin in November, 1989, and, by the
end of 1990, the wall indeed was down.
After the wall fell, Winston Churchill’s granddaughter, Edwina Sandys, traveled to Berlin with her
husband in 1990 to secure sections of the wall for
the college. East German officials agreed to give to
Westminster sections of the wall that had been near the
Brandenburg Gate. Sandys, a sculptor, then created the
“Breakthrough” sculpture, two human figures carved
out of the sections of the Berlin Wall to symbolize the
breaking down of the wall. A dedication ceremony on
the campus included former President Reagan, who had
famously urged Mikhail Gorbachev to tear down the wall just a few years earlier. Dr. Rob
Havers, the National Churchill Museum executive director, said, “Certainly having the wall
section here where Churchill first prophesied about the Cold War gives it added significance
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In the shadow of the Wall,
Gorbachev makes his 1992 speech
at Westminster.

and symbolism than if it had remained
in situ in Berlin.”
There are pieces of the Berlin
Wall at only eighteen sites in the
United States, including three presidential libraries (Ronald Reagan’s,
George H.W. Bush’s, and Richard
Nixon’s), and, strangely, the men’s
room at the Main Street Station Casino and Hotel in Las Vegas. But no
site is more appropriate than that in
Fulton, Missouri.
On May 6, 1992, as an estimated
audience of more than 20,000 people
gathered on the Westminster campus, on the same American soil where Churchill had given
a name to the era, former Soviet President Mikhail Gorbachev symbolically ended the Cold
War with his speech “The River of Time and the Imperative of Action.” Fittingly, he stood
before the sections of the wall that had been moved to Fulton after the wall fell in Berlin.
Thus, the Cold War that symbolically began at Westminster College also ceased there.

The Anniversary
Like all powerful symbols, those at Westminster live on. November 9, 2009, was an
exciting date for the college, as it was for a number of sites across the U.S. That night Westminster celebrated the twentieth anniversary of the destruction of the Berlin Wall, concluding
a week-long commemoration on campus that included lectures, a film series, an art contest,
and children’s programming, all efforts at helping twenty-first century students to understand
the history of the Cold War.
During the week, in a program called “Freedom Without Walls,” Westminster history club
students created mock panels of the wall and installed them around campus, at neighboring
William Woods University, and elsewhere in Fulton. Students, faculty, staff, and community
members were invited to apply graffiti to the mock panels, much as West Berlin citizens had
once decorated the western side of the wall with similar graffiti (the original graffiti remains
on the real columns at Westminster). On November 6, the mock panels were moved to Latshaw Plaza on campus next to the real Berlin Wall.
On the night of November 9, hundreds of Westminster students, faculty, and staff, joined
by Lansing Hecker, the German Honorary Consul, and Dr. Bernd von Muenchow-Pohl,
Director of the German Information Center USA, knocked down the mock Berlin Wall at
precisely the time the real Berlin Wall had fallen in twenty years earlier.
The ceremony had special significance to current Westminster president Dr. Barney
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Students on November 9, 2009, knock down a mock Berlin Wall to culminate a week-long celebration of the twentieth anniversary of the Wall’s fall.

Forsythe, a former U.S. Army officer who had been stationed in West Germany. Forsythe
commented, “We want to open our campus to the world on this historic night as a reminder
of what a defining moment the fall of The Wall was for freedom-loving people everywhere.
Berlin was my first assignment during my years in the U.S. Army and the night the Wall fell,
my wife Jane and I wept with joy, knowing that the Cold War was coming to an end.”
A lot of people are very cynical about today’s college students, feeling that that they
are not interested in history or aware of much of it. However, the outpouring of interest and
emotion during the event at Westminster stands in direct contrast to that cynicism. Keynote
speaker Dr. Bernd von Muenchow-Pohl said, “This was great for me. To see so much enthusiasm for the young people, for me, was a very moving experience.” New Alpha Chi member
and current Missouri Delta president Brigitta Vieyra was one student who enthusiastically
participated in the event. She later said, “It was such a vivid and powerfully moving event
that is still so fresh in my mind. There was a special feeling in the air the night my fellow
students and I tore down the replica wall. We came together as empowered, future leaders
of the global world to re-enact the historical moment, making our history textbooks come
alive. Once on the other side, we all hugged and smiled to celebrate our physical declaration
of committing to a world without walls.”
A small college has a significant place in world history and continues to commemorate
and celebrate that fact. Because of Westminster’s fame as the symbolic birthplace and resting place of the Cold War, the college has been able to host speeches by other world leaders,
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such as Ronald Reagan, George H.W. Bush, Margaret Thatcher, and Lech Walesa. Let us
hope that we never forget the many people who lost their lives in the struggle for freedom
and that we continue to learn from our history.
David Jones is sponsor of the Missouri Delta chapter at Westminster College and also an at-large member of the National
Council. A professor of psychology with a Ph.D. from the
University of Southern California, he directs Westminster’s
freshman seminar program.
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gain this year we asked sponsors, alumni, and faculty at Alpha Chi institutions
to contribute brief essays on an assigned topic. Our interest this time was the individuals
the authors regarded as their most influential professional mentors. Not surprisingly, all the
respondents were college teachers and most of their chosen role models were other academics
who inspired, challenged, and encouraged them. As the following essays show, we remember
most the people who demonstrate to us how to live and how to relate to others, not those
who only tell us what we should know or believe.
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Father George Tribou, High
School English Teacher
I knew I wanted to teach even as a grade-schooler.
I’d begged Mom and Dad to send me to kindergarten. They agreed even though they had to
pay, kindergarten not being part of Arkansas’s public school curriculum in the late 1940s.
I loved it. I loved grade school. I loved my teachers. Yep, I was going to teach, despite
Gram Tebbetts’ warning that I’d “never make any money.”
But what to teach—that became the question as I attended Little Rock Catholic High
School. Maybe math: I made my highest grades there. Maybe history: I learned a lot from Father Reuben Groff’s lectures, eventually testing out of Western Civ when I entered college.
Then came grade 11 and my first English class with Father George Tribou. His American literature course and his 12th-grade British literature course decided it. I would teach
English.
And have I ever done so—four years as a T.A. and forty years as a professor of English
at Lyon College, a record number of years as a professor at Lyon, I’m told. Fr. George Tribou
sure made his mark on my career. He was all I wanted to be.
First, he was tough. “LS,MFT,” some of us would chant, borrowing from the old Lucky
Strike ads. “Lord Save Me From Tribou.” He expected a lot, and he held us to his expectations.
We took notes in his classes, and he tested us on them. We memorized passages and recited
them before the class—Macbeth’s soliloquy on the inevitable consequences of our deeds, for
example. We memorized titles and authors. We read out-of-class novel assignments and took
standardized tests over them. We wrote essays for homework all through the year.
Oh yes, he asked a lot. And guess what: we learned a lot. I tested out of Comp I when I
got to college. Fr. Tribou was AP English before AP English arrived in Arkansas.
Second, he made literature fascinating. When we read works about boys our age—A
Separate Peace and Lord of the Flies, for example—we talked not so much about literary
techniques as about how the lives of the characters compared to our lives and the lives of
those we knew. We talked about friendship and pride and betrayal.
When we read about girls and love—in Jane Eyre and Wuthering Heights—he challenged us to reflect on what we wanted in our relationships. Maybe we were just looking for
a girl who’d “think as highly of us as we think of ourselves,” he suggested in one discussion.
Ouch! A decade before “relevance” became the catchword, Fr. Tribou helped us see how
relevant literature is.
And finally, he was as interested in our characters as in out reading and writing. When
Jim Crow still prevailed in Little Rock, he asked the sweaty white boys in his class if we
believed Jesus when He said that whatever we did to his brethren we did to Him. “Sure,” we
agreed. Who’d call Jesus a liar?
Then he asked if we’d turn Jesus away from the café where we were ordering a burger.
If we’d send Jesus to the balcony of the movie house. If we’d refuse Jesus a sip of water
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from a Whites Only fountain. Fr. Tribou tossed Jim Crow from our hearts and minds and
prepared us for the racial—and human—equality that was soon to spread even into Little
Rock, Arkansas.
In short, Fr. Tribou prepared us for the future—intellectually, socially, and morally. Isn’t
that what every teacher should do?
Terrell Tebbetts
Professor of English, Sponsor
Arkansas Iota, Lyon College

Bill Snodgrass, History
Professor, and C. T. Shades,
English Professor
I grew up looking for those who would lead me to my greatest fulfillment as a
professional. Really. I considered being a cowboy, a ballerina, or a truck driver, all admirable
professions, but they weren’t for me. However, the fourth career stuck: college professor.
No one in my family had attended college, so when I announced in the second grade that I
wished to be a professor, that announcement went unnoticed. That dream never left me. Yes,
I’d be an English professor. I attended Phillips University where I discovered my mentors:
Bill Snodgrass and C. T. Shades.
Dr. Snodgrass taught American history like he’d witnessed every event in the text. He
made history come alive, and I majored in history to follow this pied piper. His yellowed
lecture notes sat on the lectern, unused. He’d clasp his hands behind him or in front of him,
pace, and simply talk to teach—Teapot Dome, 1860 election, the Battle of New Orleans.
Snodgrass challenged me to learn as much as I could and plop my yellowed lecture notes
on the lectern. I don’t use them, but I know them, and I know more than what’s recorded on
paper just as Snodgrass had information not in the papers in the stained manila folders he
carried. Information doesn’t need to be recorded anywhere but in memory. Dr. Snodgrass
couldn’t have had enough time to write all that he knew, for he was always learning more.
I’ll never be as good as Bill, but after thirty years, he’s still my target.
History my major made English my minor. I skipped some classes, but never a Shades
class--except one. I arrived late at the locked classroom door and stood outside with my ear
to the door to listen to class. Shades sat us in a circle and never gave tests. He asked questions
about readings, and our responses became the basis for grades. Nobody came unprepared;
that would’ve been embarrassing—a fate worse than death. Shades asked opinions on style,
symbolism, grammar, characterization, plot development, etc. and asked us to comment on
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others’ comments. Nobody’s mind ever wandered from the discussion. Shades taught me to
listen to students, to give students something unusual to ponder, and never to be ordinary. I
savored the opportunities for personal expression concerning Faulkner, Mao, or L’Amour.
He walks with me into my literature classes. I hope to inspire students the way he inspired
me to read and mark up the margins of a novel. Through him, writing and reading became
my life-long activities.
Each man came from a small Oklahoma town. Snodgrass loved dominoes, Lincoln, and
cigarettes. Shades wore cowboy boots and harvested wheat. They taught me that learning
was a demanding physical labor, yet an addictive treat like Turkish delight. Thanks, Bill.
Thanks, Tibbie.
Sara Jane Richter
Dean of the School of Liberal Arts, Sponsor
Oklahoma Zeta, Oklahoma Panhandle State University

Hillary Clinton, First Lady,
Senator, Secretary of State
The individual I have identified as my mentor is actually younger than I, and although
I have never met her she has been an inspiration to me. We are both graduates of Wellesley
College, an all-female institution that trains its students to be leaders, independent thinkers,
scholars, problem solvers, and contributing citizens—in short, to step out into the world
and make a difference. In a sense, the college itself could be said to have been our primary
mentor.
Hillary Rodham Clinton is five years younger than I. She is Wellesley class of l969,
while I am class of l964. However, she and I clearly received the same message and training,
which she conveys every day in her public life. While she is not an English professor like me,
Hillary has been my professional role model and mentor for the following reasons:
1.

After Yale Law School, she could have worked for any famous law firm, making
big money. She chose instead to follow her heart to the South for marriage and a
family in lieu of big salary and prestige.

2.

While in the South, she established and acted upon her top priority of community
service: volunteer work on behalf of the health and education and welfare of children.

3.

She undertook the multi-tasking of a woman of the 1970s: wife, mother, professional, public servant, volunteer, community leader.
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4.

Once in the public eye, she conducted herself with dignity in the face of relentless
public scrutiny. It seems to me that she survived the torrent of public criticism by
focusing on the larger issues and the real goals of public life: once again, improvements in health and education for children and for all people.

5.

When the right time came, she took on the responsibility of running for office
herself.

6.

She became a team player in the Senate, having been elected on her own merit.

7.

She did her homework in the Senate. One would expect no less from a Wellesley
woman.

8.

She became an expert in certain areas.

9.

She earned the respect of both political parties by her conscientiousness and diplomacy.

10. She undertook a serious effort in running for President of the United States.
11. She took her defeat with grace.
12. She became a team player for the winning Presidential candidate.
13. She now serves the nation tirelessly and effectively, contributing her expertise and
her energy for the sake of the larger purpose and the higher goals.
In summary, she never gave up. She kept on working and contributing even through
personal trials and professional disappointments. She showed a remarkable lack of personal
ego and a lack of pettiness in favor of serving a more transcendent goal.
Many days it serves me well to remember Hillary Rodham Clinton’s grace, dignity,
work ethic, ideals, and service when I am besieged by personal disappointments and professional setbacks. I am reminded that there are larger issues at stake and that, as the college’s
motto, “Non ministrari, sed ministrare,” says—Wellesley women are here to serve, not to
be taken care of.
Susan Stayton
Professor of English, Sponsor
Texas Alpha Rho, Concordia University Texas
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Lindsey Churchill, Sociology
Professor
Lindsey Churchill was more than just my dissertation mentor at the Graduate Center of
the City University of New York; this professor of sociology was also my friend and intellectual guide. Frankly, I was in awe of his intellect, his cool demeanor, and his self-assured
way of going about his life. With two Ph.D.s to his credit from Harvard, one in mathematics
and the other in sociology, I was thrilled that he agreed to chair my dissertation committee,
but also fearful that he would soon realize that I didn’t know all that much and might change
his mind. He introduced me to the field of ethnomethodology, a new specialty within sociology, and most importantly helped me believe in myself. Yes, I had the intellectual ability to
grapple with theoretical issues within the field; I could make a contribution to the field; and
I could hold my own among cutting edge theoreticians.
I remember what he said to me in 1975 as I was going to give a paper for the first time
at a conference on ethnomethodology at the University of California at Santa Barbara. The
paper was on my dissertation topic, “Language and Psychiatry: Notes for How RealityConfrontation Gets Done.” He said, “Just remember, you know more about this topic than
anyone else there. And, if you can’t answer a question, you can always say, ‘That’s interesting. I’ll look into that. Thank you.’” The presentation went very well and I didn’t have to
use his line, but knowing that I could made all the difference.
I also remember how grateful and honored I felt when he insisted that a paper that we
had worked on together was accepted by the Journal of Psycholinguistic Research and he
insisted that my name be listed first as senior author.
What my mentor, Dr. Lindsey Churchill, did, ultimately, was not just teach me sociology;
he enjoined me to enter the field, and became a role model for me as a professor. I learned
that I, the student, had to do the heavy lifting, but that I could do it. And, if I could do this,
there was no limit to the other things that I could do. In short, he made me believe in myself,
and, if I can do that for my students, whether I or they grapple with the theoretical issues of
sociology or any other field or not, I will be a successful professor.
That is his legacy to me and one that I hope I pass on. We build on the shoulders of
giants. For me, he was that intellectual giant.
Susanne Bleiberg Seperson
Professor of Sociology, Sponsor
New York Rho, Dowling College
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Joseph E. Pryor, College Dean,
Alpha Chi Executive Director
Until this writing assignment was suggested, I’d never thought particularly about having
had a professional mentor. It didn’t take me long, however, to realize that I had, and the choice
was obvious—my predecessor as executive director of Alpha Chi, Joseph E. Pryor.
I met Dr. Pryor before I’d ever heard of Alpha Chi. He was academic dean at Harding
College when I enrolled there in 1962. Dr. Joe, as everyone called him, was obviously a busy
and well-rounded gentleman. Although he was a brilliant mathematician and chemist who
still taught classes (I had him for Inorganic Chemistry and Analytical Mechanics as part of
my math major track), he also clearly relished his roles as faculty representative to Harding’s
intercollegiate athletic conference and adviser of our award-winning yearbook.
I certainly didn’t set out to imitate him, but in retrospect, some details of my undergraduate career—for example, I edited the college paper and was a member of the varsity bowling
team—and my decision to go into college teaching after grad school made it not too surprising
that I eventually would follow in his steps with Alpha Chi, another of his passions.
As an alumnus of Alpha Chi and young faculty member, I was asked in 1975 by Dr.
Joe if I’d like to edit the society’s publications for a small salary. From that time I worked
closely with him on Alpha Chi business for nearly twenty years. The experience deepened
my respect for him as a leader and a man. For most of those years he served Alpha Chi for
no salary, operating what was essentially the national office out of his dining room with the
help of only his dear wife, Bessie Mae, and occasionally his Harding secretary. He loved what
Alpha Chi stood for—academic excellence, high character, and the desire to make scholarship effective for good. As these were his own standards, he was perfect for Alpha Chi. His
selfless service proved the genuineness of his commitment to those ideals.
Dr. Pryor was a man of dignity who loved tradition, but he had a ready laugh and was no
stuffed shirt. His work ethic was remarkable, his work habits exhausting. Until I discovered
his talent for grabbing quick naps, I wondered how he operated on so little rest; on one of our
first Alpha Chi trips I had barely sat down and buckled my airline seatbelt when I glanced
over and found him already sound asleep, his chin on his chest.
I’ve never aspired to match Dr. Joe’s prodigious example of working long and late, but
I’ve tried to honor his service to Alpha Chi by striving to imitate his dedication and wisdom
in serving this society based on the highest ideals. My colleague in the national office, Lara
Noah, has often said that the principle we call on when a new or thorny situation arises is to
ask, “What would Dr. Joe do?” Answering that question has seldom let us down, just as Joe
Pryor never disappointed Alpha Chi.
Dennis M. Organ
Professor of English, Executive Director of Alpha Chi
Arkansas Eta, Harding University
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Roger Brooks, English
Professor, Browning Scholar
Dr. Roger L. Brooks has assisted me throughout my academic career. He was born
April 14, 1927, in El Dorado, Arkansas, graduated from Sulphur Springs High School, and
served in the Navy before majoring in English and history at Baylor University, from which
he graduated in 1949. In 1950 he earned an M.A. in English and history from the University
of Illinois and married Martha Withers. In 1959 he earned a Ph.D. and in 1960 accepted a
position at Texas Technological College in Lubbock, where he became a full professor and
associate dean of the Graduate School, and where I was his student in Victorian literature.
As I neared the end of the coursework for my doctorate in English at Texas Tech, Dr. Brooks
suggested I read Roma A. King’s study of Robert Browning’s poetic style, The Bow and the
Lyre: The Art of Robert Browning, noting that such a study could be written on the poetry of
Arthur Hugh Clough. With his gentle direction, in May 1965 I finished my Ph.D. in English
with a specialization in Victorian literature.
Dr. Brooks left Tech to serve as dean of Arts and Sciences at Texas A&M-Commerce,
and later president of Howard Payne University. In the 1980s he returned to Baylor to become
director of the Armstrong Browning Library until he retired in the mid 1990s, after which
time he led tours to England, Europe, Asia, and Africa, twenty-five tours in all. Meanwhile
at Hong Kong Baptist College, William Jewell College, and Pan American University at
Brownsville I taught a wide range of courses and turned into a generalist with publications
limited to reviews for Choice and a few minor in-house journal articles, until 1989, when
Dr. Brooks invited the thirteen ex-students whose dissertations he had directed to present
papers at a conference on Robert and Elizabeth Barrett Browning at the ABL. My husband
Will Stephenson and I presented a paper on the lack of forgiveness in Robert Browning’s
work. With Dr. Brooks’s encouragement, we continued to present papers and even found
we could publish them while we discovered the excitement of reading, researching, and
writing together. Dr. Brooks even provided each of us a small grant to work in unpublished
manuscripts of the Brownings, in which Will found “Adam’s Farewell to Eden in His Age.”
Dr. Brooks enabled us to publish that poem with some explication in Studies in Browning
and His Circle. Recently I reviewed the new five-volume Sandra Donaldson edition of the
Complete Works of Elizabeth Barrett Browning. It was exciting to find references to our
publication of that poem in the scholarly edition. I still call on Dr. Brooks from time to time
for letters, and with his recommendation ten years ago I won a Fulbright to teach for a year
at Xiamen University in China, one of the best experiences of my life.
Dr. Brooks is retired now, but he spent his career encouraging students and directing
them toward futures in academia. This is my chance to give him my heartfelt thanks.
Mimosa Stephenson
Professor of English, Sponsor
Texas Alpha Omicron, University of Texas at Brownsville
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Richard C. Monk, Criminology
Professor
One repays a teacher badly if one remains only a pupil… You respect me; but how if
one day your respect should tumble? Take care that a falling statue does not strike you dead!
--Nietzsche, “Of The Bestowing Virtue” from Thus Spoke Zarathustra
Being or finding a mentor is a serendipitous, often nomadic event. It happens unexpectedly and by chance, and the realization of the meaning of the event invariably is delayed.
When I met Richard C. Monk in the mid 1970s, neither one of us showed much for a
future in academic life. He was supposed to be working on a dissertation, but seemed distracted by it. I wanted to work in journalism, reporting and writing for a big city newspaper.
I answered an ad for a local monthly newspaper, whose offices were in the basement of an
old Baltimore row house while a small brothel operated on the second and third floors.
In this basement the editor, Larry Krause, introduced Dick Monk as a general advisor.
He handed him a copy of my first article, and Dick proceeded with a fifteen-minute critique
of my article’s shortcomings, awkward points, and jumbled syntax. Blather mixed with insight, humor complemented by indulgence, a mentor was in the making. We became drinking
buddies exploring the various Baltimore locales.
Eventually, Dick finished his doctorate and began teaching sociology and criminology
to students in a variety of schools, from state universities and elite private colleges to historically black institutions and state prisons. And I wound up departing the newspaper life for a
doctorate in philosophy, finally settling into a local university.
Throughout these nomadic moments, Dick and I kept in touch and visited one another if
we were in the area. He invariably invited me to attend a class, either as a guest lecturer or a
commentator on the themes addressed by the class. Once he invited me to lead a discussion
of Michel Foucault’s classic Discipline and Punish with his class at a high security prison in
Jessup, Maryland. Apparently that morning there was a large fight in the yard, and we were
offered personal escort to the classroom. Dick refused and insisted the two of us go without.
He did not want his students to think he was afraid.
This and many more anecdotes taught me something very important: respect your
students. Unlike many faculty who relish the backroom pastime of complaining about their
students, Dick always appreciated and encouraged them to be scholars and budding sociologists. If a working-class student came to his office worried that the private school students had
a greater advantage, Dick would quickly remind the student that he or she had the advantage,
having seen so much more about human struggles in his or her first eighteen years than the
more privileged students.
In addition to leading scintillating classroom discussions, Dick published several editions
for the Taking Sides series and hosted a couple of regional conferences that included presentations by both faculty and students. Both projects gradually inspired me to publish an ethics
reader and to organize an undergraduate conference that is approaching its eleventh year.
A mentor is not an exemplar or role model, not to be imitated or worshipped. Rather,
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he or she is someone with whom you cross paths and teaches you about the possible paths
awaiting you. And, as Nietzsche points out, the good pupil departs. It’s the lessons of mentors like Dick Monk that endure.
Alexander E. Hooke
Professor of Philosophy, Sponsor
Maryland Epsilon, Stevenson University
		

Sandy Pfeiffer, College VPAA,
Provost, President
Last semester as I was taking my academic gown off its hanger in my office before
walking over to our campus graduation ceremony, I thought of my greatest professional
mentor—Sandy Pfeiffer. The wooden hanger, which had originally belonged to Sandy’s
father and still has his dad’s name etched on it in pen, came into my possession when Sandy
left it behind in an office swap years ago.
Sandy had been the department chair for about a year when I was hired as an assistant
professor at then Southern College of Technology (now Southern Polytechnic State University), but he was already proving himself to be an excellent administrator and mentor. I
was attracted to Sandy for his upbeat personality and honesty in negotiations even before
I signed my contract. He did not disappoint, and continued by mentoring me in several
important areas:
Service: In my first few weeks on campus, Sandy saw me at a library event and suggested that I take over his place as our department’s representative on the campus library
committee—my first committee assignment. He continued to keep an eye out for my areas
of interest (athletics, speech, among others) which led me to a number of campus committee jobs and raised my profile on campus. It wasn’t long before most of my 150 colleagues
across the university knew who I was, which led me to more service of note, including a
couple of stints as moderator of the campus faculty.
Scholarship: Sandy was a national leader in technical communication and had written
one of the leading TCOM textbooks, Technical Communication: A Practical Approach. To
help me get my feet wet in publishing, Sandy asked me to help with the research paper section of an upcoming edition and was generous with his praise for my creative approach to the
chapter. Since then, I’ve often published in the scholarship of teaching, and have presented
many papers at professional meetings as well.
Politics: Due to some messy campus politics, Sandy was forced to resign as department
chair, and after a couple of even messier months, several of my colleagues asked me to step
up to the position, which I did (thus the office swap and hanger acquisition). I didn’t much
care for being an administrator, but Sandy had established a departmental ethos of gracious-
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ness and good service that made the job bearable. Another great thing that Sandy did in these
uncomfortable circumstances was to keep out of the way, letting me know that he would
advise me only if asked, and believe me, there were a number of times I did. If he was bitter,
he kept it to himself—more good mentoring.
Resilience: After another year or so, the politics had worked themselves out. We had a
new president, and Sandy was once again our department head, a position he kept until he
became our university’s Vice President of Academic Affairs (and I was back as department
chair for another year: Rats!), and, keeping his past political troubles in mind, was a breath
of fresh air at his job. I remember talking to a fellow department head with whom Sandy
was having problems tell me, “Even though we disagree, Sandy keeps on coming by for
a friendly chat about the issues.” From there, Sandy continued to go on to greater things,
next as Provost and later interim president of Ramapo College, and currently as president of
Warren Wilson College. What a lesson in resilience!
Every couple of years, I’ll be working in my office when Sandy, in town for some conference or business, will pop his head into my office. And next time he does, I’m going to
thank him for his excellent mentorship—and remember to give him that hanger back.
Mark Stevens
Professor of English, Sponsor
Georgia Nu, Southern Polytechnic State University

Bert Allen, Psychology
Professor
When I think about who has influenced me the most regarding the kind of professional I
would like to be, I keep coming back to Bert Allen. Bert was one of my psychology professors
when I was in college, and he is now one of my colleagues. As a professor and as a person,
I hope I can reflect some of the qualities that I see in him.
Bert has a great deal of compassion. He has a heart for people who are young, people with
disabilities, people who live in poverty, people who are homeless, and people who serve in
the military, among others. It may sound more cumbersome to refer to all of these groups as
“people who…,” rather than the labels by which they are often known, but that is how Bert
sees people. He sees people first, not ages or labels or problems or conditions. Bert treats
people the same, no matter their age, position, socioeconomic status, or intelligence.
Bert champions the cause of peace, whether that be between countries, people of different religions, or people of different beliefs. Ironically, on a conservative Christian campus,
this is not always a popular position to hold. However, Bert stubbornly clings to the belief
that peace is a worthy goal and that nonviolence is the best way.
Bert has always shown a great deal of respect for and interest in other people. He trusts
that people have the ability to arrive at answers on their own when they are supported and
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encouraged. He has the humility to believe that he doesn’t always know what’s best for
people, and that, in fact, they may be able to figure out what is best for themselves. This is
probably why so many students, faculty, and staff over the years have gone to Bert’s office
when they were going through difficult times and needed someone to talk to or, more accurately, someone who would listen.
Though he is nearing the end of his career, Bert still loves students. He hasn’t grown
cynical and weary. It doesn’t take much to impress him—just sincere interest, curiosity, and
a willingness to work hard. On second thought, maybe it does take a lot to impress him! Still,
what he expects is what all professors should expect of their students, and what all students
can give. Bert works hard to get students to engage material, rather than allowing them to be
passively exposed to material. He trusts that students can take in all of the required reading
material outside of class, so he uses class time to show them vivid demonstrations of concepts
or have them engage in dynamic discussions about selected important ideas.
I don’t think I would be a clinical psychologist or have my Ph.D. now if it weren’t for
Bert Allen. He believed in me more than I believed in myself, and he has done the same for
many other people. He has left quite a legacy in his teaching career. I only hope that I can
emulate the qualities I see in him.
Lori Mills
Professor of Psychology, Sponsor
Tennessee Nu, Milligan College

