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professional sghool to go on to or what kind of bueiness or
profeseion ghoul gjou deeide not to go on fu:cher in school. It
may be, as it was in my case, not until you have tried out a
given busﬁness or profession and found in €acking for you in some
réenect. The cholce must be made sooner or later and, in most
cases, the socner the better, so as to have a longer period of
Preéparation and an earlier entey into the chosen lifework.

1t does not make one particle of difference what business
OF profeseion you enter Just so it is one essential to the wel-
Tare of gociety and in keeping with your tastes and talents. My
Philosophy 1g thagn 1f & business or profession is essential to
the welfare or society, then there is no superlofq;r any one
8uoh business or profession over any other. It is the social
essentlality of the business or professeion that is determinative.
In the horse-and-buggy daye this thought was 1llustirated
thus: :
For want of & nall the shoe ie lecet, for want of a
ghoe, the horse is loet, for want of a horse the rider
is loset,
And he nlght have added: For want of a ride, the battle was lost.
0f these four - the nail, the shoe, thfhorse, the rider - only the
rider, the pergon, 1s superior to the others. But the mail, the
shoes, and tne horse are essential to the rider and to the win-
ning of the battle. _
In thege automoblile days the same thought may be illustrat-
®d by these questions 8bout an automobile: Which is the most inport-

&Nt part -~ the steering wheel, the brake, the engine, the trans-

mlssion, the wheels, the bolts and screws, the rois? The answer

would have to be: They all are Pqually important. Without any
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one of them you would not have an automobile, only part of one.
Only the Nonessential parts of an automobile are the inferior
ones. Take everyone of them off and the parts left are equal in
8tanding. 8o 1t 1g with the callings of life.

I never brought any oressure, not even persuasion, upon
€ilther Steve or Jim as to his business or profession. Each of
them chose an essential - one the interpretatiion of business to
the public; the other, architecture; neither of them law or trust
gervice.

One-hal f of the battle of 1life 18 dealingwith people
soclally. I do not mean "soclally" in any restricted sense; it
Méan it in the sence of @ealing with pecple in all stations of
life. No matter what one's business or profession may be, one
must deal with other people. Even the research man. Even though
he 'Bay 46 nis ‘own ‘veseardl work in seclusuon, he must add the re-
Sults of his research to that of cther researchmen to get the re-
Bults of hig own Tindings accepted in the life of the world about
him amq of his generation. No one really 1lives unto himself nor
dies unto himselr. |

One of the main points in one's education is making oneself
acceptable ton other peovnle. Feople must like & person freely to
deal wltyﬁim. This 18 equally true whether ke is a businessman or
& professional man.

Bince this 18, without any doubt, true, everyone who has
&ny vart {n the unbringing of a child ehould pay attention to the
social Accentability of that ehild or that youth or that man. This

apnliee to parents ana teachers alike. It applies in the home life,
in the sghool 1ife,
1ife

in the church life, as well as in the social

itselr, Chi.idren shoula be taught to moaulate their voice so me




to make 1t attractive o other individuals or auiiences. They

should know how t¢ ,reet peonle, to converse . ch them, to say
good-bye to them. They should know how to dress attradtively and
not gaudily. 4 parent or a teacher who himeelf 1s not posseesed

of social gracec may be inclined to discount the impptance ef

what 1 am saying. But that perent's child or that teacher's pupil
himself will learn later in 1ife that he will rind ease and graceow-
nese and taet in bueinese and profession, =28 well &g in purely
social, 1ire will etand him in geod stead. Although, to be sure, =g
many & man has succeeded in epite of this social una:tractivenes,
it 1s true, none the lese, that many more men have been helped in
their business or protessiondi, as well as in thelr soelal, life

by having acquired sosial attrastiveness.

50, looking back over the past 70 years T wish that I had
paid more attentidn’ to the purely social side of 1life. Had I been
lore socially inelined I would have been more disposed to asso-
clate soclally with other people. Ae it was, realizing nmy own
awkwardness, J retired within myeelf and let the soclal world go
by. There within myself I made better grades in schools than I
would have had 1 been more outgoing end outgiving. But I would
have lery colleges and univereity a much better rounced man. As I
often have sald, although I made better grades that elther Steve
or Jim did, beth of then got 2 great deal more out of their
©Gollege life than I @id.

My final but supremely impmortant injunctien to you, our
grandsons, is that you accept, cultivate, and develop & sniritual
interpretation’ of 14fe! By this I mean that you have faith, as

well ae belief, in the Friendly Spirit in charge of this unlverse,
whom

|
|
|
i

Jesus called his Heavenly Father and whom we c&ll God.




290

As 1 contemplate yy spiritual inheritance, I am etern-
8lly grateful that I had broad-minded parents as well ae Christian-
Bpirited; that, for the most part, I had broadéminded and Chrisgtian-
8pirlited pastors, such as, Charles Wingate Scabrorough, James W.
Lyneh, James L. Campbell, Jack Ellis, John Christie, and now
Randolph Philllips; and that I came under the influence of such
hen a8 Lyman Abbott and Harry Emerson Fosdick.

While I have a deep-seated convietion that you should be
affiliated with andactive in some religious denominztion or sect,
I am not much concerned over which one it is. In our own family
We have Missionary Baptists, Presbyterians, Quakers, and Unitar-
lans; and Grace was i Methodist. Whatever the affiliation I shall
be satisfied if you aooé% and act upon the Fatherhood of God,
the leadership and ineniration of Jesus, and the brotherhood of
man. All elge I regard as non-essential alt%ugh helpful.

In the preceding vages 1 have presented the six decades
°f my 1life, 1890-1960, as though each decade was a separate, un-
related period of my 1life. Not so. Each decade is related to
the preceding one and affects the succeeding one.

¥riting now this final page, I should like to think of my

1life as a whole up to 1960 and of my philosophy of life all the
W&y up to the present and, I trust, all the way out to the end.

A8 a college boy, atudyin}.Englilh under Professor Benjamin
F. 8ledd, upon hearing him read it, I fell in love with Robert
Browning'e Rabbi Ben Ezra, the first stanza oc which has lingeread
With me ever 8ince and of ten has been quoted by me:

Grow old along with me!

The best 1 yet to be,

The last of 1 2, for which the first wat .ade:
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4 Our timees are in His hand

Who saith ". /hole I planned,

Youth shows but half; trust God; see all, nor be afraid,"®

And, as I have grown older, these lines from Matthew
Arnold's Sonnet to a Friend have struck a responsive cord in my
soul:

My snecial thanks, whose even-balanced soul,

From first youth tested up to extreme old age,

Business could not make dull, nor passion wild:

Who saw life steadily and saw it whole.

80, I would say to my grandloﬁi from youth through old

8ge, all the way, see life ®teadlily and see it whole. You can
if you will to do so.
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MY "HILDHOOD AND EARLY SCHOOL VGARS

A two-storey house with a gravel walk, bounded on ei-
ther side with daffodils leading up to the front eteps; a
paling fence, a swinging gate from the road to the yard;
beautiful box bushee and shubbery. All of these made a picture
in my mind that many years eince have not erased. The house
8t1ll stands and I have been back to see it. Now there is a
cement walkway, no fence, and the box-bushes are gone. 1t is
wonderful to have in one's mind such a vivid picture £f one's
¢hildhood home. It may be the plcture 1s exaggerated but it
wag the beginning of my love for gardens and the beauty of
the outdoors.

The inside of the house does not stand out 8o clear-
1y. I remember the long hall running through the center of
the house. At one end stood a combination bookcase and desk,
the top filled with books. This lovely old plece 1s now my desk
at Warren Place and in the top where the books once were are
an old Ridgeway plate dating back to 1844 and identified by
the chart on the back of the platq(aidhilk glase sugar and
8poon holder of exquisite beauty, all of which came from the
©ld home. There are also daguerotypes of Gilbert's grandfath-
ertwhen he still was in the Civil War, of his Grandmother Lew=-
ter holding two babies, his Uncle Wiley and his Uncle Bob.
There are two luster pictures, one I found here when we came
in 1950 and the other given me by my good friend Mrs. Simpson
when we visited them in England in 1956.

On the right side of the hall was the parlor. Two
thinge I remember: the lovely orystal chandelier and my Sister
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Maggle's 1 riage in that room. Acroe the hall was my moth-
ér's room. It was a combination Tfamily room and bedroom. Back
of that was an ell-room , always the room of the baby. I be-
lieve the kitchen was geparated by a porch from the main part
of the house, and the dining room was back of the porch. I
presumne there wep the same number of rooms upstairs.

It was in that house that I first came into touch
with a new-born baby. My sister-in-law, Sis Mattie, came there
for the birth of her second child, Anna Mullen White. It was
in February, and I etill remember how bitterly cold it wae
and the problem that such weather presented with a new-born
Daby in the house and no central heating system. Even the
water froze in the pitcher in the bedroon.

It 18 interesting that unexnected thinge make last-
ing impressions upon 2 child's mind. Tt is a warning to be
careful what we say and do before even our very young. I
8%1ll can see in my Mind's eye the hearse coming into the yard
to take my father's body to the church for his burial. It was
drawn by horses with trappings of black cords and a casket
Covered with black cloth, a sad picture for a 1ittle ntme-
year-0ld girl.

S0, a marriage, a birth, and a death are after 60
yeare associated in my mind with the first home I ever knew.

1 remember the Towes' home next door. Mrs. Towe came
from Virginia which seemed a far way off. There was an air
of &ristocracy °nd refinement about her that was & little aif-
Terent from most of our countryfolk. They stood in awe of her;
she “put on airs," they said. But my mother understood, and

they were great friends. Her children were Just younger than
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I but we grew un as nlaymates. I can remember Mrs. Towe com-
ing over and wearing a saillor hat which she titled a little
to one side. I thought she was so stylish &nd nromiced nmyself
that when I grew up I would wear my hate tilted to one side
and "put on aipre.*

Couein Kate was a Balf-cousin (whatever that is8) and
lived across the road. She had been a very beautiful woman
Put had had smallpox which hed left her feo marked. Sue was
one of her daughters and my vlaymate. One "0ld Christmas*
(January $6th) I spent the night with Sus. We pretended that
¥e 8%111 believed in Senta Claus (then why shouldn'’t he come
en 0ld Christmae?) and h ung up our stockhings. Cousin Kate
vleyed the game with us, and the next morning the stockings
were filled with esndy, orange, apple, and niggertoes. I be-
lieve that wae a greater thrill than the first Christmas had
been,

My father had a sawmill near the railroad. Occesionaly
I wee allowed to g0 down and ride on the log-train. I em told
that T was a very slender child with very blonde curle, and
becanse T wag younger than my brothers and sister I was much
indulged. And worse than that, oftentimees a nuisance. T can
8ee my mother now when the family was repesting some choice
but of newe or goeelp loocking at me and saying, "Little nitch-
ére have big ears." Once she did not give the warning in time.
My eister had a beau that wae ::B:coeptable to the family but
ot to her. In spide of her diecouraging him he neresisted in
his attention. One day she had a note from him saying he would
be paseing through and would call. She let out her disapproval

in no neertain terms. I remembsr my mother shaking her head
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at her. But I thought that now wes the t'me to come to my
sister's aid. So, when the young man appeared, I met him
at the dcor and sald, "M§ eister does not like you, and nei=-
ther do T. An@ we hope you will not come agaonBuffice 1t %o
82y that he 41d not come again.

I @s remember the great care the help at the awmill
took of me when T went there. I suenect I took advantage of
their attention at times and wae a 11%tle "haughty.,*(they
called 1% then). I am glad T seldom hear the word now because
T dlslike 1% so much. It (the sawmill) was sueh a fasecinating
place with its great piles of sawdust. The sound of 2 mill
sawing lumber arousee in me today a feeling of nostalgia.

1 remenmber very little about my church life. In later
Years I have vipited the church many times, and it stande to-
day verymuer as 1t 414 whén I was & child. In the church cem-
etery are buried my mother and father, two bréthers who died
in infanog, ana my brother Anfirew, five years my senior, vho
 dled while he still was a law student. In the church is a men-
orial window %o my rarenta.

The schoolhouse wae a one-room building near the church,
8et in a pine grove., Mles Helen Garrett wos the teacher, and
8he was erinnled. She probably had had polio but we never had
heard that ywora then. T have no recollection of work done in
the eohool-room but 1t must have been fairly zood, eince I
vent from there to 8 Waghington City graded school and entered
the sixth grade. But'T d6 remember playing housekeepning at re-
0e98. Ve made the walls of our rooms out of pinestraw, the
furniture out of at‘ok.. It was very reallstic %o ue. Perhaps

that ie where my interest in "fixing un" 2 house started.
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Nothing intereasts me more than arranging cnd rearranging my
home. 1 love nretty clothes but something new for the house
give me a 1lift that even new elothes do not.

Uncle Kit and Aunt Gertie lived in a li=tle village
ebout four miles away. A vieit %o them uruelly meant *spending
the day," eince %o drive that distance a& back tock culte &
while., Ten children #f that family loved %o be grown and, simoe
there ag not too mueh @iffe ence in their ages, Gthere was &
houseful when they all got together. It was overwhelning So a
11v%le girl who with her brother five yeers older yas the
only child left in her home. After one of these Visids I re-
;lgm‘lzfﬁ' how bothered T wae in trying to Alstinguieh the childsen.
Afixr gseriousness T asked ny mother 1f she thought Aunt Gertle
kneu the nmmes of all her ohildren,

Ny adored and adoring companion of those firat ten
years was my Brother Andrew. From the time that I went away
%o school in Washington until his death in 1908 we were sep-~
@rated most of the time. He was either in school or working.
Brilliantg, ambitious, he was anxioue tc carry on the legal
waditoon of some of his forbeare. Death claimed him in Jan-
UAry 1308 before he was %o have got his law degree n June.

I vielt the Outer Banke,

I must have been ten years 0ld when I began ® make
my first visite to Cape Hatteras. My Sisater Maggle, whose wed-~
@ing I remember so vividly, had married a young doetor. They
8ettled in the 11ttle willapge of Woodville under what seemed
the moat faverable circumstances - an excellent practice, a

lovely home. But Dr. Davis was not looking for an easy life

but for a rewarding one. Probably there wee sonething of a
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ploneer in his makeup. Anyway, there came to him the informafion
that the “Bankers," as the inhabitants of that narrow strip of
sandy land that lies between the ocean and the sound on the
east coast of North Carolina was called, had no doctor for a
distance of 30 miles. At that timw that stretch of land extend-
ing from the Chicamicomico to Hatteras was ae isolated a set-
tlemen as could be found on the Atlantic Coast. There were mo
roads and ferries as there are today, and the only way to reach
these Outer Banks from the mainland was by sailboat. Most of
these boats depended entirely upon sailing and had no auxiliary

motors,

Thie 1s what Ben Dixon Mackeill in hie Ihe Hatterasman
(John P, Blair, Winston-S8alem, N. C., 1958) has to say about
Dr. Davis and hie mode of travel in those days:
A8 early as 1906 a gasoléne engine had been installed
in a 36-foot sharple by Dr. J. J. Davie, who practiced
medieine on the Islands for a time, eventually retiring
southward in the face of the persistent and unrewarding
healthfulness of the inhabitants of these Island, He remem~
bered that he was never, in f£ifteen years, called upon to
trest a case of pneuminia on the Outer Banks, and the die-~
éase continues to be Virtually unknown. But the Islanders re-
member his boat, though none as yet has admitted having tmav-
elled in 1%, ana Just yesterday a visitor - a Midgett, of
course ~ gleefully recalled how, in 1910, the gas boat under
contract to carry the mails broke down and how he hitched
O %o 1% with nie bugeye, toed 1t in plumb to Manteo, and
Wag back home before bedtine. (240)

The "sohooners necescarily were very small since they
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would have %o land in shallow water.

The only transvortation between the villages on this
8trip of land was by boat and by horse-drawn, two-wheel carts.
The latter was nececesarily a slow process, since it was so
sandy. I have ridden in the carte on the beach when the sand
was packed; then the going was & little better.

1t wag to Buxton (Cape Hatteras) that my brother-in -
law came with his young wife and one child. Twelve milee out
in the ocean extend the Diamond Shoals, called the Graveyard
of the Atlantic. 4 few miles from my sister's home stood the
0ld Lighthouse., What a thrill as a child to be allowed to
elimb to the top and see the big light that was always light-
€d from sunget to sunriee that warned the men of the ses of
the denger of thie spot! It was later that a lightehip was
installed on the Diamond Shoels 12 miles ocut. Several milee
frou their home was the Lifesaving Station commanded by Cap-
tain Pat Ethridge. Here a little £irl with wideopen eyes and
€ars wae shown the lofeboats, told how the men patrolled the
beaches, hoy they shot the lifebuoys out to drowning men, how
they manned the boat to €0 out to the vessel in trouble. No
book of adventure ever has been written more fascinating than
were those stories of the sea as related to me by those men.
80 muen good literature has cone out of the Banks in recent
years. David Stick and Ben Dixon MacNelil have written splen-
d1d histories. as 1 have read them 1 have realized that it
le almost ineredible what man can do. Now cne can, by means &f
ferries and the roads that have been built, go from Manteo to
Hatteras and bacr. in one day. I dld that in 1956, when 60 years
480 8uch a trip would have taken several daye in a sailboat,
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eepecially if we happend in a "slick ca'm," (calm) so the
8tory goes. In 1949 in company with our son Jim and Gussie
Walker and Sarah Thompson I flew in a emall plane from Manteo
to Ocracore and back in a few hours.

Now the Outer Banke is fast becoming a Mecca for tour=
ists.

Some other recollections I have. The kindness of the
péonle and their honesty. They snoke an idiomatic language -
and Elilzabethan English. Anyone eoming in from the mainland
ves an "outgider,"bu t the natives were so hosnitable and
welconed them heartily.

My recolleetion of 2 cemn meeting wae one held at
Little Kinnakeet. T am not sure how T became a part of 1t be-
cause I anm egure that my sister and her busy husband did not
Piteh & tent there for several days, as was the custom. Whole
families came bringing orovisions to last several days. The
Teligioue part of the meeting d1d not linger with me but the
memory of the visting from tent to tent and exchange of news
between the regeldents of the Cape, of the villiges of Hatter-
88 and Chicamicomico doee. I am told that it was a nlace for

"eourting" ana that many romances had their beginning at camp

m-etinga,

I'11 never forget the fearful storms when the waters from
the sea and the sound sometimes would meet/ And the winderful
geafood,

One vivid recollection that remains to this day - com@ing
to Elizabet), City on a sailboat during a memorable three-day
8torm of Augu.c 1899. Fortunately the wi. . was blowing in our
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favor or I probably would not be living to tell this. We left
Trent, several miles south of Cape Hatteras, early one morn-
ing. Late that eévening we were in Elizabeth City, but what a
Fough voyage, I can't remember being unduly frightened. I
could tell that the crew was sérious and had no time for gques-
Ylons from me. I shink I had not realized until we landed how
toncerned our families might be.

Ky slster and her husband continyed to live on ths
Banks around 20 years during which ten of their 12 children
were boprn, Theso children grew up dependent for the most part
Upon one another for companionship and for thelr education umon
the teaching of their parents. And how Desutifully educated %
they were. Ang mose of that family have become dilstingulshed
¢itlzens. When they became of college age the family moved to
Beaufort, North Ca£olina, dividing their time between Beauforsty
&nd Washington, D, C.

Even as far back as my childhood many people of distinc-
%ion found their way to these Bankse. Sowe came to hunt. Where
else could one rind such wild life. The name of T. Gilbert Pasr-
8on, the great naturaliss, booamo a magic word in my sister's
Tamily, He was thelr guest on his research expeditions znd would
come bring;ng books to the childrem and so much information of
what wag golng on in the outeide world. Some of the clder mem=-
bers sti1] remember Thomas Edison Jr.'s visit to their home.

The following 18 a letter from my eleter Maggle, Mrs.
J. J. Davis, now (1961) 88 years old.

xr‘o J. J. Davis
Smyrna, North Carclina

M 10 1960
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Dear Graces

I think your memory of your childhood is better than
mine, but after 88 years in this world and so much water un-
der the bridge I do well to remember at all. In the days of
my childhood fourteen years were mine before you arrived in
this world and that goes back before the sawmill or the cot-
ton gin aeroge the road.

T remember when we lived on a farm and I drove them %o
the m111 with horse and eart, I don't think I was ten years old,
£0 that was before your time.

One of the thrills of my life was when the R. R. came
through to Edenton. We all wers so excited and when the whie-
‘tle blew we all ran out to see 1t. I still like the train.

About Buxton, T wonder if they were my hanniest daye.I
A1dn't think go after Herry's accident (You were there.) Hat-
teras could hold me no longer. I saw nothing there for me. My
fusband would have stayed, not me, but he was the one who saw

farther then :

Yes, Thomas Edison, Jr., stayed at our house. Not. Sr.

Several others, but not too clear now.

(The rest of the letter is about current, personal,
fanily matters, ) '

Love,

Sieter.
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MY YOUTH AND COLLEGE YEARS

The second decade of my recollections begins about
January 1899,

I go to Washington to sehool.

When I was 12 years old a new world suddenly ooened up
%o me. In October 1898 my Sister Sarah had married D. H. Reed.
He vas a government employee in Washington and at night was
Tiniehing up his work for his medical degree. Actually he mar-
rled Sarah and took me on algo, for from the first I was a
Very intimate part of their household. Always he extended to
me every courtesy.

He and my sister, feeling that the school at Chapanoke
was not adequate, suggested to my mother that, beginning in
January 1899, I come up and stay with them and go to the pub-
1ic sehool in Washington. That was quite & gesture for a bri@
and groom to make. In the meantime my Brother Jim and his wife,
Sister Mellie, had come to be with my mother at the old home.

Then came the preparations. I needed clothes. How wasl
to make what seemed to them the long Journey to Washington
8chool? I 4o remember that I had a new green outfit that I
thought was the last word. More about that outf.t later.

Chapancke wae on the Norfolk end Southern Railrocad, and
there wag & train that went to Norfolk. The 014 Bay Line was
the name of the steanship line that made an overnight trip to
w“hinston from Norfolk. Bit I never had been even to Norfolkg
and 1 eertainly could not transfer alone from the Norfolk and
Southeprn Depot to “he boat. The problem was s~'ved by Major

Jackson, Major was Cousin Kate's husband. Whether Major was
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his given name or.an honorary title I do not know. I 8till
have a faing recoliectlon of Mejor as a short, stubby man
with a blaek mustasoch and an abrupt way of speaking. His bus-
iness, and evidently a good one, was buying chickens and eggs
from the Gouniryeide and on Friday driving a truck to Norfolk
where, I presune, he put them on the market Saturday morning.
KaJor offered to take me on the truck with the chickens and
e8ee and other nroduce and put me on the poat. This wasn't as
I would have liked 1t. I would hnve‘nueh preferred having all
the Tamily put me on the train and wave good-bye. Perhaps
lh.dding a few tears, which I am sure my mother 4id anyway. Bt
the way wae a safe way and saved money.,

A8 I have sald before, I had great nride, “haughty, "
they called me, and I ®day remember the embarrassment that
the rige through the streete of Norfolk on the truck witn the
Chickens, I kept hopong no one would see me, but I am sure the
8ight of a 1ittle girl in & geen outfit Jolting along with the
Chickens cauged many to stare.

When it vas learned that I was to make the trip from
Norfolk to Washington on the boat alone, it immediately be-
came a neighborhood projeet. I was briefed on what to do on the
boat. They to1a me, 8o Mr as possible, what to do under any
®ircunstances.

The addregs of Sarali and Dr. Reed was in my pocketboolg.
I was t0ld what to do in case they should miss me at the boat.
I was given a lunch. That teo saved money, and the awkwardness
of my trying to ortent myeelf in a strange diningroom on a
bout,

1 remember very 1ittle about the night; but I do remem-
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ber the thrill when I looked out the next mrrning and saw Dr.
Reed standing on the doek waltilng Tor ne,

Baturday afternoon I paid my first visit to a department
atore, loodward & Lathrop's/ I had been ghven money to buy my
firev pair of kia gloves, and I was eager to have then before
i, went to church on Sundey. When taken to the glove countew I
4id not know there oould be as many gloves in the world as I
8&w there. But with all those gloves there was only one paig
for me - a paip of the most vivid green cne oan imagine, al=-
most a bilious green, and they were on sale!

i presented a problen when I wus taken %o school. What
grade should I be put in? As for reading, arithmetic, and epel-
Ung, I was equal to 4f not shead of my age-goup. But there
were so many other things, such as drawing, modeling, music,
et ceters, that I hed had no training in. T was first-grade
naterial in thoge subject und sixth-grade in only three or
four subjects, Moreover, I was an 0ddity to those city-born
children, I talked differently., I said “Sat-day® for Saturday.
“hen aeked what sort of a house I lived in, I replied, "A
wood house." I can alnost hear their peals of laughter. Chil-
dren can be go ¢ruel to other children; but, as I found laterl
they can also e 8o kind,

One rainy day we were playing in the basement. I had
degun to feel thag 1'wae at lest one of them and was Joining
in their games, 4 eord hung from the ceiling to pull off and
on the laght, Remember, I never had eeen electrict lighte be-
Tore coming to Washington, I jumped up and accidentally pulléd
the cord anq the basement was dark. I was taritied. I thought

that I naq broken beyona répair the whole works, and the oth-
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érs encouraged m. in thinking so.

Had 1t not heen for the wonderful understanding of the
teacher to whose grade T was aseigned, I would never have made
1t. After 40 yesrs the image of Miss Fleming (I can't remember
her firet name) comees beck to me. And the lo3d Psalm, which &she
used to read so frequently at the morning devotional impressed
1%self 8o much on me that it still is my favorite, especlally
the twelfth verse, "As far as the East is from the West, so
far hath He removed our transgressions from us,"®

I returned to Washington the next fall and epent the
entire year there. By that time I had caught up enough in the
exiracurricular sub ect to be a fully accredited menber of ny
grade. It was a wonderful Year. By then I was "taken in.*
Perhaps I had loet mome of my off weye or, &isher, those city
children just accepted them. I stlll remember some of the friends
of thoee days. I aoquired too a faniliarity with the besutiful
1%y of Washington. My love for the beauty in architecture snd
art steme rro;n thosé- two fe.i'rs in Washington, Scon I had leamned
Ty way around enougfx to visit alone the Corcoran Art @alleryaand
the Washington Monument, the Smithsonian Museum, =nd the White
Rouse; and 1 even took ny eisterle out-of-town guests eight-
eeeling,

Dr. Reéd and my eister attended Mt. Vernon Methodist
Church, 1 revelled in ite Bunday Sehool and it many delit,ht-
ful social doings. ; :

One person stands out vividly in my memory. I developed
8ome contagious disease, chickennox I believe, and was sick
€nough for my sister to call in a physician. The phyelician
that came was none other than the eminent Dr. Sterling Ruffin.
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He came because of Dr. Reed's assotlation with him in the
medicel echoui. In those daye a doctor's visit meant unus-
ual 8tir in a household., The sicknese of the patient (if he
Was not 100 111)" faded into insignific ance besids the import-
&nee of the doctor. When the eminent Dr. Ruffin arrived and
dealy géntly with me and talked like other folk I was overcome
wWith admiration.

I do want ‘to express my appreciation of the sacrifice
that Dr. Reed and Sarsh must have made to have ne with them
in Vaehin gion. Dr.'s mother, Cousin Magie, a distant cousin
of ny nether, wpent part' of her time with them.

In the summer of 1899 their first child, s son, Elwocod
Reed, wue dorn, S0, when I went back the second year, T am
Bure, 1t made a crowded housshold. A teenage girl i1sn't always
8 Joy to have around. But Dr. Reed and Sarah, as well as Cous-
on Maggie, accentied me cheerfully. I shall alwaye be grateful.

In a later periocd of my life B again spent a great deal
°f time in their home. You will hesr much about this later,

1 go to Elilzabetn City.

But before 1 g0, let me quote & letter from my Sister

Serah about my two years ih Washington with her and Dr. Reed:

My dear Gracey

T thoroughly enjoyed liting over those scenes and exper-
lences you had' with ue' in Vashin@on. Some of thew may hot have
been 86 pleasant at the time, but I assure you it wae our pleas-
ure to share with you your sorrows and Joys, and you certainy
were a great'comfort to me. and Dr. Reed 1oved you and always
thought you belonged to us. =

In your writing I think you could have said much about

the big snow in February 1899. we had never seen anything lilee
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1%. I haven't since; maybe, you have. It was a dang@rous and
difficult experience Dr. Reed had getting home from the State
Department, the postman, Mr. Carroll, in whosehome we had an
®artment, didn't get home Ror two days, his wife was awfully
¥peet - couldn't get any word from him. Many were lost &n
arifve of snow.

I remember one Easter when you were so smartly dressed
in & new spring outfit. It turned cold and rained all day. I
think you covered the time and made an interesting story.

I didn't remember the details of your trip to Washinggon
the first time, but you dressed it up and made it interesting-
will be to your grandchildren, I am sure.

(The rest of the letter is about current, personal, fam-

ily matters, )

Thank you for letting me read your notes - very inter-
“4ting.

Sarah.

Now, back to Elizabeth City.

' the fall of 1900 my mother decided that we eould no
longer stay alone at the old homeplace and I must be put into
prevaratary school for college. Mr. 8. L. fheep as & you ng
man hsd come down from Pennsylvani&a to Elizabsth City as an
educator. Just where he aid hie first teaching T am not sureb
but 1t wae soon recognized that he wae a "maturalpborn teachaw.%
He marriea into a prominent Southern family and establéshed what
Wae known as The Atlantic Collegiate Institute, both a dayschool
and a boarding school. The “boarding" part of it did not exidst
when I attended Mat my Brother Theo had att 4ed it sometime

before I 4id ana (if I remember correctly) there were several
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small houses in 2 Sheep yard that at the i@ housed & lim-
1ted number of students. The home of Mr. and Mrs. Sheep wae
8 beautiful house on Main Street that is now occunied by their
daughter Margerect, Mre. Garlsnd Towe. There were out-0f-town
Puplls in my day but they were naying guests or relatives in
the homee of Elirzebeth C1i%y residents.

My Brother Dallas and his wife whom I alwaye call Sis-
Maitie (mnning the Sister and Mattie togsthsr) with their
two sone and daughtsr 11ved mcross the sireet from the Sheeps'
reafidence. 1¢ was to their home that my mother and I came.

Before I go into ny years snent in school in Elizabeth
C1%y T want to say & 1itile sbout the sadness of the breaking
up of = home. I naturally take roots very quickly and I have
never left sny nlece that I have lived long without a heart-
ache. I gtill become nostalgie for all of the places I have
lived ~ for Chapanoke my firet home, for Washington, for Eliz-
abeth City, for Winston-Salem, for Resleigh, for Wilmington, and
now how I love Warren Place.

As I have said before, T do not remember all the detuile
of the houss at Chapanoke, but I do know that it had a great
many valuable things that were disposed of. T suspect some of
these thinge would be found today in the homes in that commun-
1ty. It wae at the veriod when antigues were not so much valued
and peonle were turning to the new and discarding the old. Then
& Tull veriod of the Golden 0ak was on the way in. My mother
eould take only & few of her nossessions to Brother Dall's and
80 many valuable things were given away. I do remember the four-
PoBler beds. I wonder what became of them. On the other hand,

here at Warren Place, where three generations have lived suc-
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cessively, the old has beesn preserved.

In 1900 Elizabeih City was & town of possinly seven or
elght thousand people on the Pasquotank Hiver. Its main street
started at the west end of the town and ran to the river. The
upper part of the street was lined on both sides with beautiful
trees and was the mein residential section. Nearer the water it
becane business, wE%k Church Street, which ran parsllel with
ain, and Hoad Street which croesed 1t about half-wsy of ite
length were residential streets. Downtown Water Street and Poin-
dexter crossed 1t and were business streets. I wish I could de-
8cribe adequaiely the Main Street egpecially upon a summer after-
noon or évening when people strolled leieurely along the streef,
8tonping to chat with those who preferred to stay at home and
roek on the vorch. No matter how busy the housewife might be in
the morning, she changed to a pretty summer dress and, if she
did not go "calling,“(yes, thet was done in those days), she
E&t on her norch and wateched the world go by. Usually dinner
Was in the middle of the day and then the help left. You had a
nice "pola supper, "

Our neighbors were the Sheeps, the Harneye, the Meekins.
Farther down were the Aydlette and the Kramers. It was with the
latter that I have kept my contact for these nearly 50 years that
I have been away,

The school was & frame building on Road Street. Later,
when the hino-nonth public schools came into being and the day
of the private schools waned, Mr. Sheep closed his school and
vas made Superintendent of the 8choole of Eligzabeth City. I re-
turned to teach under him in the public schoods for the two



years precedi my marriage,

It 1s difficult to annralse what Mr. Sheen's private
80hoo0l meant to that section of the atate in those days. I an
fure there must be other 1iving alumnae and alumni who would
lik%e to join me 4n paying tribute to the memory of Mr. Sheap.

I seem to have heen orientea very quickly in Elizabeth
C1%y. The training I receivead in the Washington publie schools
made 1% much easier then if I had gone from the one-room school
1 Chapanoke. I had to work hard. T was no brillisnt student
but an anbitious one. I had keen competition. There was Louise
Ferebee who had come from Curricuck County. Our grade ran veru
0lose together. Loulse had 8 buoyant personality. I still ean
envision Louise, Pauline Sheep, Hatgle Harney, and mycelf +alk-
ing arm-in-aym up Matn Street, and Louise leading us &1l in fun
n@ gayety. Pauline married very young and her husband lived
only a short while, leaving her with one child. Later she was
married to Powell Glidewell of Reideville, Beth ars dead. Loulse
narried Dr. Boasioy, and ehe became very active in the e¢lub and
church worlk of the state, and T heard a great deal of her when
Ve returned to the state in 1950, honing to see her after all
these years, Buv soon after our return ehe dled suddenly., Hat-
tle Harney never marriea but begsn to teach immediately after
her gradudtion’ tr 1904, ‘Bhe sontisded teaching in Elizabeth Gity
for 50 Yeere, and at her retirement a few yeare sgo she was hon-
°red not only by her native city but by the entire state as a
great teacher. Although she had retired, I understand that her
iNTerest in youth has mot aiminished and ‘that she etill is de=

Yive in many eommunity and church orgenizations.



