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Only later did I learn why they pushed me so hard

Mama and
Miss Jordan

By Mary Harwoop FuTrELL

ama was calling to me,
E::iing my chin in her
with a firmness that
meant she wanted me to pay atten-
tion. I started awake, realizing it
must be nearly :ru'dnight. Her ex-
pression was severe. "Mary,” she
said, “where’s your homework?”
Then | remembered. I had not
finished my assignments. I had not
left my completed papers on the
kitchen table where she could see
Many Harwooo Fumaece , who has served
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them when she returned home
from the last of three jobs that she
held. “Oh, Mama, I fell asleep,” I
told her weakly, ]

“Well, you better get up now and
finish your work. Your studies
come firstl” she said, releasing my
chin at [ast.

I dragged myself out of bed,
found my books and papers and
set out to finish my assignments,
As 1 did so, I could not help
feeling a burning injustice had
been done. Why me? Why did

she always secem to single me
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RE;IE:EEE'JDIGHT
out, cspecially, for such harsh’

treatment?

Those feelings were nothing

A X

m. Wi : idn't ar-
gue. You just MM?MM my
work and gave it to her to check. By
this time she was dozing in ‘the
rocker, exhausted by a workday
that had begun before sunup.

My mother, Josephine Hatwood,
had wanted to be a nurse, But her
parents died when she was a child,
and she had to leave school in the
sixth grade. Mama has worked ever
sSince.

My first memories were of the
nice house we had in Altavista, Va.
It was an attractive bungalow with
a small garden. My father worked
in construction. e were happy
days. | remember my older sister
Ann taking me to school with her
when I was barely three, so my
mother could do domestic work.
Later, when Daddy became ill, he
had to go into the hospital in

Lynchburg, about 25 miles away,
because ﬁuﬁm daE! not have a
hospital.

We used to ride the train down
to Lynchburg with Mama to visit
Daddy. She would take him newly
laundered pajamas and Aowers
from our yard, and we would take

ictures we had made in school.

t he got worse and worse, and we
could see Mama fighting off tears
on the ride back home.

Then Daddy died, and there was
no insurance to the mountain
of medical bills and had only
i

L

D&dgl{:a.a.ﬁam Social Secu-
rity check coming in. We lost the
house tand moved to Lynchburg,
where’ Mama worked (for three
families, in addition 'to ‘cleaning
churches, to feed and clothe ys. She
wouldn't even'considerigoing on
welfare.

I remember when Ann and I
walked barefoot to school one finc
September day because our shoes
had worn out and there wasn't
enough money for Mama to buy us
new ones, The principal looked at
us and raised his eyebrows, bur
didn't say anything, The next day
we thought he would speak, but he
didn’t. The third day he met us ar
the door.

“Why don't you have shoes ont™"

We explained that Mama
couldn't atford to buy us shoes.
“Well,” he said, “you’ll have to go
home. We can't have you attending
school barefoot. You'll have to tell

your mother."

Ann took my hand, and we
turned to home. Being the
more mischievous one, [ suggested
we spend the day in a nearby corn-
field instead. Just about the time
school was over we went home.
There was Mama, waiting for us.
That was most unusual, but the

ssip line is faster than Western

nion in & town like Lynchburg.

Mamasa wn;. frowning—and
standing straight as a tent pole, She
ilkﬂdlnEI whgre we hnclpﬁfm 1
made up a story rather than upset
her. Then she started :r}ﬁn.g.‘“Yuu
were not in school today,” she said.



* Jﬁl
It was clear she knew everything.
She told us how important it was to
get an education. also told us
never to be ashamed of being poor.
“It's not what you wear, it's who
you are,” she said. “Thats what
matters.” A few days later, when
she got paid, she took money she
wouf; have used to pay bills to buy
us new shoes.

Mama sap so few private moments
with us that we cherished each one,
especially those times when we
read aloud. I'd climb into her bed
and ‘wait until it was my time to
read. Then I got to be right next to
Mama until it was another sister's
urn.

But for all the warmth 1 felt,
Mama's toughness with me always
left me feeling as if I pleased her less
than her other children and that I
could never entirely gain her
wishes, My sister Marianne, w
Mama took in as a foster child
when: her mother died, seemed to
have advantages I never enjoyed.
I remember how envious I was
when Mama got Marianne an ex-
tra coat while I had to make do
with my old worn one. I couldn't
understand it. But Mama had
sensed that Marianne’s needs were
greater than mine, because of her
early loss.

Mama had given me one gift,
however, that has always stood me
in good stead. | had the habit of
happiness, 20 even if my small
erﬂ was not entirely sunny, nei-
ther was it sad. I also loved totalk, a

MAMA AND MISS JORDAN .

trait not always a iated by Miss
Jordan, my tenth-grade English
teacher.

She was a teacher no one wanted

because she was so strict. She stood
about five-foot-five, was very thin
and wore her hair pulled back in a
way that gave her aﬂznjriluuk. And
she wore those half-circular read-
ing glasses. Whenever she got up-
set, she would lower her head and
peer at you over the tops of her
glasses. You could feel the tempera-
ture drop when she set her features
like that.

One day in her class I was so busy
talking I didn’t reslize she had
stopped teaching and was scowling
straight at me, “Young lady, I
would like to sce you after school.”

Later Miss Inrdyan explained in a
low, but very firm voice that when
she was talking she expected me to
listen, * r'ﬁ:nhhmmtl want you
to write a thousand-word essay on
education and its impact on the
economy,” she said, “and turn it in
by next Wednesday."

Well, I met my deadline. I was
confident. It was a good paper. And
I expected a sign of approval from
her. Next day in class, however,
she was peering at me over her
glasses. She «called me forward
and returned my paper. "Go back
and rewrite it,” she said. “Remem-
ber, each paragraph is supposed
to bﬂginm“fith a topic sentence.”
When returned- my paper a
second time, she mrrocter the
grammar, The third time, the
spelling. The fourth time, it was
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punctuation. The fifth time, it
wasn't neat enough. I was sick|
The sixth time, I rewrote the
whole paper slowly, in ink, leaving
generous margins. When she saw

it, she removed her glasses and
smiled, She finally the pa-
per. After that, I put the whole
thing out of my mind.

It must have been two or three -

months later when, again, I was
talking m class, The kids' were
s:l}rmg, topl Miss Jordan is
staring utfup, and she had
that um& ook on her face. "Did
you hear what [ said, Mary?" .
“I'm sorry, I didn't.” T looked
around for one of my friends to
whisjr.r the answer to me, but no

Miss Jordan continued: “I was
talking about an essay contest that
28

Corsiok -,
was held citywide. 'I'l:m'_l,r ve an-
nounced the winners.” She paused.
I was completely perplexed. Then
she said, “Class, I am happ}r to
inform you that Mary has won
third prize in the essay contest—on
the impact of cducation on the
economy.”

I'was amazed and thrilled. It was
the first time I had ever won a
prize. Years later, [ told a reporter
that story, and my comments were
quu[cd at length in a newspaper—

including my
9, unflattering des-
cription of Miss
Jordan'sa
[ didn't know Mm
Jordan was still alive. But
I fuund out. She wrote me, and said
that her appearance wasn't what
was important. What was impor-
tant was the lesson [ had learned.
When [ wrote and rewrote that
paper for her, I ta learn how
to discipline myself.

I was touched by her Icttcr
Except for Mama, she was the per-
son I most wanted to pi:ue in this
world. !

. At the end of tenth gndc, the
whulc class took a comprehensive
achievement test, and | came in
number five. Suddenly all. the
teachers began urging me to con-
sider college. But it remained a
remote hope, There was no way [
could afford to go. I applied any-
way and was accepted to Virginia
State College in Petersburg.

When graduation night came,

Mama was there, especially proud

>
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- MAMA AND MISS JORDAN
because | was the first member of them. But Miss Jordan's' admoni-

our family to finish high school
(followed, a year later, by my sister
Ann). Mama was sitting up near

the front, and I ca sg:lt her cre as I
was smiling

got my diploma.
through the tears.

Evmth:ﬂ:i“lgh wund:;_f:;lle moment
wasn't igh spot of the evening.
To my amazement, they called my
name, and they just kept calling.
Each ume, another announcement
of another scholarship for college
From sororities and fraternities and
businesses and churches there came
one award after another—$1500 in
total, at a time when an auto cost
:bmu;mlmldgutnmll:ge
after alll

They hadn’t told me or Mama
nnjl'tiun But [ think my favorite

Eﬁ.ﬂ Jordan, knew because
sh: was smiling and nodding her
head as if to say, “See, now, what
you can do wi dwcipiim?"

| majorep in business education
and kept winning scholarships and
also worked summers. Even at col-
lege I heard remarks abour my
simple clothin t of it handed
down or sewn E Mama. I just kept
remembering her words—"It’s not
what you wear, it's who you are.”
Still, when mom:m.lldm:. I r.n:d
b 1oL it e
com to pain and s 1
I-'hmapn had through for m:g
Some of my fnl:ndl in
school became incensed w

bcg:n to appreciate what g:nern-
tions of discrimination had cost

tions on self-discipline me in-
tcnt on my studies. And ‘Mama's
md wmdl kept me from
or discouraged.

you're unhappy

ever
Hm
with thtl:l l:r]r to

she d say. “And if
knocked dnwn, get up ar t
over againl” -

Since . then, the lm-.ngt]u and
skills that 1 acquired from both
Mama and hﬁ:ﬁnrdan have acted
as twin beacons that have guided
me, for many jyears as a classroom

r in , and more
recently as president of the Nation-
al Education Association. I have
tried to emulate Mama'’s fortitude
and Miss Inrdmu clmty uf mmd

And in my battles
nation and in behfmteadeu.

have come to appreciate the value
of Mama's unyielding demands.
Stll, one question continued to
gnaw at me for more than 30
years.

Then Mama came to visit. We.
were standing side 'Jj' side, washing
up m: after a
f-'nm: ring a deep

l\'hma, huw come you
w:re n]wnrya so much tougher on
me than on any of the others?™

She laid down her dish towel
and looked pensive. But she didn't:
say anything.

As [ waited, [ sensed that Mama
was wrestlin ml:h strong feehngs.
trying to ﬁm? a response. But there
was to be no reply that day.

The next morning Mama and I
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READER'S DIGEST

sat at the breakfast table, looking
out to the garden. We talked about
nothin bI:th quicullr, and then n}
pouw:l of us a second

coffec. We sat in silence fnriupmn-
ment more when Mama toock my
chin in her hand with that calm
firmness. She looked me straight in
the eye and said, *You asked me a
r.!ueniun yesterday, Mary Alice.
I've been thinking of an answer.
You had strength. But you were
very strong-willed. I had to be

v

harder on you because :you rhad
more gifts, more to give, and it was
more important for you to get all
the schooling you could because [
just knew that many other people
would be depending on you to do
your best. That's my answer to your
S e il bl iy
my .chin,
and I could hear the grnnﬁ.falher
clock ticking in the den. I nodded,
and she re ished her grip. I
understand, o At last I did, |

Reprints of this article are available. See page 212.
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Headline Hits,

Headline on 2 sto
for a cheess contest:

In the Allentown, Pa., Morning
ITCHING TO FIND BARGAINS.”

Over an article in the Los Angeles Times about a

in the Appleton, Wis., Post-Crescent about judges
KNOW WHICH WHEY 15 UR."

Call: "FLEA MARKET IS FOR THOSE

special reunion:

“POLICE IN ACADEMY'S CLASS OF '37 RETURN TO SCENE OF THEIR

PRIME."

_ Night Traveler
Thr purrosx oF sy EvENING WALK is the walking itself, and the mental,

emotional and physical benefits it brings. But

different perspective.

ultimate goal is 2

As I return from m}rmnmd;l:nﬁmmﬁmﬁnml. there on the comer

stands my house, From across

street | pause and look. I think of our

three young sons asleep upstairs, and of my wife who sits in the living

room reading, or in the study as she plays her to
e a deep breath of the clean night air and think, “In that

herself. 1

itar and sings quictly

house is all that is most precious to me,”
That is the main reason that 1 walk one mile sway from home each
evening, then one mile back, and then pause: to remind myself of the

sacred things in my life.

It's not & bad reason for taking a walk.

—Mitch Finkey In The Chrivten Sckocr Mowiior



