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L e tte r  T o T h e  E d itor
Dear Editor;

I can never say how very much I appreciate your sending me 
a copy of the “Voice.” The staff and the advisor are to t e  con
gratulated! The present issue (Fall, 1949) outstrips by fa r  the 
‘Voice” of a few years tack .  Continue to improve. Everyone here 
has seen my copy.

Sincerely yours,
Romaine Claris, ’45

T w e n ty -S ix  Y e a r s
(At the request of the editor, 

Mrs. Dunie A. Bryand,— “Mother 
B ryan t” to the Fayetteville com
m unity—wrote the following high
lights regarding her w ork with 
S tate’s young women, especially 
those who came to and went 
from Bickett Hall.)

O ld  Y e a r -N e w  Y e a r
The Christm as sprrit on the campus this year  was perhaps the 

most genuine and the most w ide-spread  ever. It stole on gradually 
and cu lm inateu w ith  a thud. There w ere several pre-Christm as 
parties on the  campus, including the “all-facu lty” par ty  presided 
over by Mr. A llan Brown, the cam pus-w ide student council party  
and, of course, the special Christmas choral rendition  directed by 
Miss M ary E. Terry. Miss M arian  Williams of the  Music D epartm ent 
played a violin num ber, “Ave M aria” while two student soloists, 
Bessie Pridgen and Charles Richardson, gave good account of 
themselves. By tha t  time the Christm as spirit w as in the air and 
the old school year  ended on a high note.

The New Y ear opens on an equally  high note, for it brings new 
hope, new perspective and new and challenging opportunities for 
the present generation of college students. A great undiscovered 
w orld of adventure  lies ahead of us. It is not uncommon for a 
pilot flying w ithout instrum ents  to b reak  through the overcast 
and to discover tha t he has been flying his ship upside down. 
E ither w e shall p repare  ourselves for a competative society, or we 
shall place ourselves at the mercy of others. I t is time th a t  we 
be stirred  by the stars, not by the lights of each passing ship.

—J. P.

T h e  K in g ’s  E n g lish
Everybody talks about tha t “foreign language” called English, 

and at least one teacher is doing something about it.
Miss Hazel P. Jordan , a P itt  Councy teacher of English, wrote 

to Miss Lois P. T u rn e r  of the English D epartm ent as follows:
D ear Miss Turner:

“The P it t  county teachers of English are anxious tha t their  s tu 
dents be p rep a ied  for college English upon completion of the high 
school course. To this end, we ask you to send us a s ta tem ent of 
w ha t your college expects freshm en to have learned  in English in 
the ir  high school courses.

“Since every teacher is a teacher of English, we believe tha t high 
school-college co-operation of the sort proposed here to be useful 
to students, w hethe r  they plan to teach English or some other sub

jec t.”

It was on July, 1923 tha t I 
came to the College as m atron  of 
Bickett Hall under  the adm ini
stration  of Dr. Ezekiel E. Smith.
I arrived during the la tte r  part  
of August, and began to prepare 
the dorm itory for the fall r e 
ception of the young women.

Vividly do I recall the large 
group of splendid girls tha t  g ree t
ed me w hen school opened. We 
began w ith  the expressed un d er 
standing tha t we would live to 
gether as one big family. Dr. 
Smith designated me as “Mother 
B ry an t”—m other to the entire 
campus group. I accepted the 
designation and forthw ith  took tlie 
rcsponsibilitv for every m other’s 
child placed in my care.

My attitude tow ard  the young 
women elicited agreeable reac 
tions. The school regulations were 
respected by the m ajority  of the 
young people. There w ere a few 
exceptions to the rule, but they 
soon saw the im portance of con
forming to the s tandards set for 
them.

In the early  days as in the la ter 
ones, everyone was expected to 
a ttend Sunday School and ves
pers. I t was my duty  to see tha t 
all the young women did just 
that. This necessitated my check
ing each young w om an’s room at 
service time. We had but few 
who w ere  not inclined tow ard  r e 
ligious services; I somehow found 
them  and sent them  to chapel, 
how ever late. This and other 
m inor punishm ents, for the most 
part, corrected this tendency. The 
loud ta lkers w ere approached by 
patience and by m y constantly 
rem inding them  of the ir  error. 
D uring those early  years w e did 
not have women smokers in the 
dormitories.

A good m any of the problems 
w ere solved by p rayer  and by 
the “hum an  approach.” We did 
not have the influence of the 
YWCA and some other present-  
day club activities, bu t w e did 
have wholesome get - togethers 
th roughout the year, meetings on 
week-ends, b ir thday  p a r t i e s ,  
open-house parties and Christmas 
trees.

I could not close w ithout say
ing tha t the teachers living in 
my dormitories made my w ork 
very p leasant by the ir  co-opera 
tion. The w ork  in Joyner Hall 
especially was pleasant and con
s tructive during my n ine years 
there. I enjoyed the entire  tw en ty -  
six years at Fayetteville State 
College; I will always love and 
cherish those sweet memories of 
my work, my friends and my 
school.

God bless you always.
■—M other B ryant

F r o m  W h e r e  
It H a p p e n s

Newbold Train ing School held 
its annual Christmas P rogram  
M onday evening, D ecember 12, 
1949. The them e was “The C hrist
mas Spirit,” and music w as fu r-  
nisthed by the school chorus. 
About four hundred  paren ts  and 
children w ere in  the ir  seats.

The weeks im m ediately p re 
ceding Christmas w ere busy ones 
for the children and the teachers. 
Many interesting activities w ere 
carried on p repara to ry  to the  holi
day season. Some children  made 
Christmas candles and gifts. There 
were parties and p re tty  C hrist
mas trees. The pupils sold $40.00 
w orth  of Christmas seals to help 
the tuberculosis effort. I t  was 
tru ly  a season of sharing.

More than  300 Newbold children 
and the Newbold teachers en joy 
ed the opera, “Hansel and G retel,” 
recently shown at the  College, 
rtequests have already been made 
for the appearance of another 
opera.

'113 HEAVEN ALONE

’Tis heaven aione 
I am  longing to see;

’Tis the big green ea r th  
T hat encircles me.

Faced w ith  joy and sorrow, 
Through this w orld I roam.

My soul shall be restless 
Till I reach  m y home.

’Tis heaven alone 
I am  longing to see;

’Tis the W ord of God 
That inspireth me.

When the day is over,
And from  labor I ’m  free,

My soul shall seek refuge, 
D ear Master, in Thee.

—V ernetta  M. Swann, ’45


