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                             Chalk Talk - 2 
 
This is a continuation of my journey through an unexpected world of education and 
the reality of what surrounds all of us as we follow our Life’s Path. This continues the 
print copy of ‘Chalk Talk.’ There are more vignettes along with various aspects of my 
teaching that would have been difficult to put in book format. So let us move on to 
the rest of my Trek. 
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   It was in my 12th year at Dett that the then Dr. Ferris, Principal, left our school to 
become Superintendent of another district. She did come back to our school to say 
hello and bring us up to date re her work. The principals in her new district wrote out 
their many problems in their schools and after going over all their problems, she said 
that she could take care of all their concerns except a couple that dealt with technical 
situations. However, at that meeting she did assure all her principals that they had all 
‘died and gone to heaven’ in comparison to being a principal in the Horners. Others 
have said something to the effect that there are many good teachers in Chicago, but it 
takes a special kind of teacher to teach in the inner city. It certainly was a compliment 
and a well-deserved one.  
 
Baggage -    
   So many children enter our classrooms with so much of what I choose to call 
‘baggage.’ The families they come from are as varied as the families the teachers come 
from. As teachers it is our duty to leave our ‘baggage’ at home, and be a professional 
educator, to all of the students facing the chalk board. Unfortunately, some teachers 
bring it to the classroom and even include it in the lesson plans. 
This brings forth a point I’ve felt all my years teaching: If a teacher is uncomfortable 
in a specific school or district because of personal racial or ethnic conflicts then they 
should not be a teacher there. They should teach elsewhere or preferably get into a 
different profession. How can these teachers teach students if they can’t see them as 
part of their family or just a larger family of children? Of course, they can’t. If they 
were allowed to choose where they felt the children could learn, they would just be 
passing on their prejudices. Perhaps there should be a screening system to keep them 
out of teaching all together. My true delight in 40 countries of travel was the sameness 
of children throughout the world in their laughter, tears, smiles, bright eyes and 
shyness. Somewhere it’s written that 90% of babies in the world all say ‘mama’. All of 
these little people laugh and cry in the same language. How can teachers be so 
detached from their charges. They know that their own children are no different than 
those sitting in front of them, but they just won’t accept such a reality.  
 
Small Groups – 
   Forming small groups with student leaders worked well with many classes. The top 
readers would lead a group through stories with discussion questions I provided. The 
students had ‘ownership’ of the learning process, and the small groups gave everybody 
a chance to participate. They enjoyed the interaction, and I liked their discussions, 
arguments and their proving each other right or wrong. They could only prove their 
point from what they got out of the story. There was a lot of activity and raised voices 
in the room, but there was a learning process taking place. There was more activity 
and debating in these sessions than I could have elicited in dealing with the whole 
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class. When the reading session was over, then everyone got up and changed groups 
and seats with new math leaders. It may have seemed a bit chaotic, but they quickly 
settled into their new learning groups. 
   This same process also worked well or even better in the science and social studies 
disciplines. I picked up this idea from a college professor at North Park University. 
He would break the class into groups and give us an assignment to work on together. 
He would monitor our work as he walked around the room. This worked with my 
student groups on an elementary level. Also, encouraging students to do the best they 
could seemed more realistic than pressuring them to reach unrealistic results. Of 
course, high scores were the goal, but not to be achieved by all. Although, some of the 
slower students did surprise themselves as to how well they did when encouraged.                                  
 
 
Section 6- Living the Violence 
   
Grief’s Children - 
   Teaching in the inner city is unlike teaching elsewhere. When a segment of the  
population is regulated to live under the worst conditions that our society i.e., national 
and local governments, along with corresponding institutions of banking, real estate, 
law enforcement and education forces upon them, this violence is the outcome. This 
is what entrapment in the projects, or any community with ghetto restrictions 
perpetuates.  
   When born we all start with that ‘tabula rasa’ as the famous Greek philosopher 
Aristotle put it, where we all have a clean slate. It is our society that then places its 
imprint upon us. The following surveys of and by students on Chicago’s West Side are 
examples of how their ‘clean slate’ has been imprinted upon.  
   It was June 21, 1989, that Carol Marin hosted NBC television channel 5’s program 
‘Children of Violence on the West Side’ and the video ‘Grief’s Children.’  My students 
and I watched the video (I still have it.). I then asked my classroom to answer the 
questions below.  
 
Class Survey after watching video:                                                                                         

1. Is this video accurate (true)? 
2. What kinds of violence have you encountered? 
3. What are your fears? 
4. Is it easy for you to be violent against someone else? 
5. Would you be a different person if you lived somewhere else? 
6. How different would your parents be in a different neighborhood? 
7. Do you feel stress? 
8. What does life mean to you? 
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9. What part does school have for you now and in the future? 
10. Did you like this video? Why?                                                

Survey responses – See Appendix 1 
 
Violence Survey 4 Years Later - 
    
   Events like the above have an accumulative effect. After over 20 years as a teacher 
and the burial of so many young people, I began to dialogue with my students about 
violence. There was much said about the violence that surrounded them, and how it 
affected their lives and the lives of their families. The result was that we put together 
the following Violence Survey. With the cooperation of administration and teachers, 
these students surveyed all students in 4th through 8th grades, including their teachers. 
This was a project that the students owned.   
 
The survey:    
                     Community Problems 

A. Has this ever happened to you? 
B. Has this almost happened to you? 
C. Has this ever happened to one of your relatives? 
D. Has this ever happened to one of your friends? 

Place the above letters where they apply in the following categories: 
1. Killing           …………….___ 
2. Shootings        ……………..___ 
3. Drugs           ……………..___ 
4. Rape            ……………...___ 
5. Stealing         .. ……………___    
6. Child Abuse     ……………...___ 
7. Fighting        ………………___ 
8. Kidnapping     ………………___ 
9. Gang Bangers   ………………___ 
10. Guns           ………………___   
11. Knives          ………………___ 
12. Bad Dreams      ……………...___ 
13. Suicide           ………………___   
14. Disease           ……………...___ 
15. T.A.P. (Teen Age Pregnancy) ….___ 
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Survey Results – See Appendix 2   
 
Letters from The Students to The Powers - 
    
After analyzing the responses to their surveys above, the class decided that they would 
write letters to the powers. Letters were sent to:  
       
      President Bill Clinton,  
      Senator Paul Simon,  
      Senator Carol Mosely Brown,  
      Governor Jim Edgar,  
      Mayor Richard M. Daley,  
      Vince Lane, Head of the Chicago Housing Authority (CHA).  
      Superintendent of Chicago Public Schools (CPS) Matt Rodriguez. 
 
We received replies from President Bill Clinton, Senator Paul Simon, Governor Jim 
Edgar, Mayor Richard M. Daley and Mr. Vince Lane. 
 
The letters and replies are in Appendix 3.  
 
 
Section Seven - Environmental Difficulties    
   Then there are times when a student’s achievement in school is not as important as 
overcoming some of the problems in their lives. Helping students to overcome the 
difficulties of their environment was a prerequisite to their learning and achieving in 
school. Guiding students through these impediments that prohibit their success is a 
constant part of a teacher’s role. Part of this is building students’ self- esteem, self-
worth and self-respect as mentioned above. Their success can be linked to their 
expectations. For example: I felt they could learn. I expected them to learn. I prepared 
them to learn, and the results were numerous achievements beyond expectations. The 
best part for me was seeing the joy of those students who did better than they 
themselves expected. Great expectations are important.  
   Unfortunately, there was this competition of what we teachers wanted for our 
students and what the streets and porches confronted them with. This was of extreme 
importance to me knowing what my students were faced with on the streets and 
porches regarding drugs and violence. I related to my students the experience my 
brother and I went through at about the age of 10 and 12. We were coming home 
from school one afternoon and found a cigarette on the sidewalk. There were matches 
nearby. We lit the cigarette and puffed, giggled and coughed. We switched it back and 
forth and finished it. Then we walked around the corner to our third-floor apartment. 
Our father was home and immediately said, “So you boys have been smoking!” How 
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he knew we didn’t know. Then he went on to tell us that he had smoked for many 
years in his youth. He gave it up years later. What he said next, I’ve never forgotten. 
He asked us about our healthy bodies and working minds. He mentioned sports that 
we wanted to get into in the future. His point was that smoking and anything else 
(alcohol) we put in our bodies could affect our bodies and minds. That was a while 
back and look what the kids were facing when I was teaching and up through the 
present time, with all the mind altering and body destroying drugs and other 
substances. Our father told us that he couldn’t watch over us as we traveled the 
streets and alleys of Chicago. We would have to decide what we wanted to do with 
our bodies and minds. No one could make that decision for us but us. Our bodies and 
minds were solely our responsibility. That was in the ‘40s and look what the kids were 
confronted with from the ‘1970s to 2000 my teaching years, and up to today with all 
the new mind altering and body destroying substances. 
 
Collaborating -                                                
   Creating learning incentives was paramount in collaborating with the students. For 
example, incentives for learning were especially needed on Friday afternoons after 
lunch with the upcoming weekend just an hour or so away. It was the most difficult 
time of the week. During hot weather days it was worse. This was a good time for 
independent learning. In my case, if the students kept up with their classwork and 
homework during the week, this would be their time to work on their own, or in small 
groups. It could be computer work to write stories or poems, art or map activities or 
even playing chess. It would be in a learning environment. For those students who 
were behind in any work, they would go to another classroom and sit in the back to 
finish their work. I’ve always appreciated the faculty around me and the cooperative 
spirit in which we supported each other. This cooperative learning approach was 
instilled in me by my first principal and stayed with me over the years.  
   Those students who were especially helpful in tutoring, or helping their classmates 
were always rewarded by going on extra field trips with primary teachers. They liked 
working with their former teachers, and the teachers liked them in assisting with the 
little ones. There were also other varied rewards.  
   During my first dozen years there was a collaboration between administration and 
teachers where there was an atmosphere of joint effort for the best challenges for 
student achievement. Top-down administration proved not to be the best way for a 
good educational process to work. There had to be collaborative purpose between 
administration and faculty. And in my case working with parents proved a better 
reality for student growth. My efforts were to bring the family into the classroom as a 
joint educational effort. Success starts in the classrooms and moves up throughout the 
whole school. It didn’t make sense to me that parents were generally absent from the 
classroom. Perhaps this came down from my elementary school days where many 
parents were involved in our school, although they weren’t in the classroom. My 
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reality was that I liked parents in the classroom for their assistance and most 
importantly as mentioned making the classroom central for students, parents and 
teachers. This would not work in high schools, but in my case, I wanted and needed 
that union. To me this was all elementary to preparing the students for high school.  
  It was my third year at Dett that launched me into a path I followed for over a dozen 
years. It was as a Special Reading Teacher. It began for 6th graders that would be going 
onto middle school for their 7th and 8th years. With the support and assistance of our 
principal, a program was set up for parents or relatives to participate in my reading 
classes. Too many students had low reading scores and there was a need for help 
getting them ready for middle school. I sent a letter to the parents asking if they could 
spare 45 minutes per week to assist me. “This is your child’s opportunity to catch-up 
on the basic reading skills. We have material and equipment but need more adult 
assistance.” Enclosed with the letter was a weekly schedule of those nine adults who 
were already assisting me. Soon there were more. Not only were the parents and 
relatives a definite asset, but their presence also changed the total atmosphere of the 
program. The students were more attentive and there was no time for frivolity. 
Parents, grandparents, aunts and uncles worked in my classroom over many years, 
sitting beside their child and with someone else’s child.  
  A good example of this collaboration with a parent came with Mrs. Glen who visited 
my class about her son’s work. After a brief discussion, I invited her to sit in and 
observe my teaching. After going over a lesson with the students, they were given a 
seat assignment and I walked around the class checking their work. Soon she asked if 
she could help, as students’ hands were being raised faster than I could get to them. I 
assented. She enjoyed working with the children, and asked if she could come back 
the next day. She said she had nothing to do except watch over her youngest son and 
TV. She liked being in the classroom. After telling her that she was welcome any time, 
she asked if bringing her four-year old would be alright. She was concerned that he 
might distract the students. I said yes, and that I would have something for him to do. 
A kindergarten teacher gave me some materials for the four-year old. The next day 
her child had materials to work with. I told her that she could work with her son. Her 
reply was, “Naw, I can get him at home. Johnnie here can use my help.” Another day 
she came to my desk with our math workbook and wanted me to explain a math 
problem to her. We went over it together, and she soon understood it. She went back 
to the student and said, “Come on, I understand it now.” She then explained it to her 
little charge and went on to other students. What a delight she was to have in the 
classroom. Something that I noticed, and hadn’t expected, was that she, just one 
parent, while assisting me, changed the classroom atmosphere. It was as though the 
students felt, ‘If this mother is here then it must be important.’ This same change 
occurred when I put together that ‘adult tutoring weekly schedule’. Learning had 
changed from a teacher ‘thing’ to a teacher-parental ‘thing.’   
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   Another time there was a parent hovering outside my door and peeking in. She was 
invited in, and we talked a few minutes and then asked her to join us. She took a seat 
and observed my teaching. She joined in helping me, by going to any student who 
raised their hand with questions, as I was doing.  
   An elderly man came to see me because his granddaughter wasn’t getting good 
scores on her tests for various reasons. He was shown my lesson schedule and what 
was expected from the students. That is, their Social Studies reading and homework 
assignments. He was surprised because she told him that there were no homework 
assignments. He was given an extra textbook to take home to monitor her work and 
told that he was welcome in my classroom any time. She got caught in her little game. 
The best part is that he monitored her work, visited the class and she did well after 
that. Oh yes, her mother, Phyllis Jones, had been one of my favorite students, years 
earlier.  
   When I think of all the parents or family members that were assisting me by their 
tutoring in my classes, I think of how it perhaps empowered them to keep that 
experience well into the future with their children. I have a feeling that Mrs. Glen and 
other parents have continued in that spirit in tutoring their grandchildren. And then, 
there is the ripple effect that goes on and on.  
   Even my mother told me her reality. When I was moving up in elementary school, 
she told me that she couldn’t help me very much, because she was raised on a farm in 
Wisconsin, and could attend school only up to 3rd grade. Farm work was more 
important. My older brother and sister took over helping me. Our father put it quite 
directly to us: Your job is to go to school and learn. Never give me any excuses 
because of a teacher who did this or that. It’s your responsibility to learn.                                                               
 
Teacher/Student –  
   So often so many students come into the classroom with overwhelming problems. 
As mentioned above I did have the desire to be a social worker. All that paperwork 
just turned me off, and I went into teaching. ‘Social Worker’ is just one of the many 
entitlements that come under the description of Teacher. It’s there, if you want to 
venture there. Of course, most teachers accept that as part of the job. We just don’t 
get recompense for that unstated need. It’s like working overtime as a volunteer. Just 
at my school alone I’ve seen so many teachers working tenderly with their charges 
over their problems. At times they worked very firmly with their overwhelmed and 
angry charges. And then there were the plain ‘bull sessions’ the male teachers had with 
the boys, or the ‘girl talk’ with the female teachers. Those were the real 
teacher/student learning lessons. I know how many times it’s occurred at my school, 
and indubitably it occurs throughout every school in America, and throughout the 
world. Another entitlement word that comes under Teacher is ‘Parent’ or foster 
parent.  
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Section 8 - Rewards of Teaching 
    
   The above student discussions are mentioned because they represent some of the 
beauty of teaching. Being in a school for many years and having had family members 
sitting in front of you, makes teaching almost a family affair. When you have a son or 
daughter of a former student, and then cousins and nephews, it’s all family. The 
parent visits are like reunions. When I started seeing grandchildren of my original 
students, I felt it was time to retire. That had been thirty years with my back to the 
chalkboard. My classroom felt like my ‘one-room-schoolhouse.’ All the above covered 
my personal criteria and methodologies dealing with being in the educational field. I 
applied the adage, ‘Give a man a fish and he, eats for a day. Teach him how to fish 
and he eats for a lifetime,’ to my teaching. This was used while in the Peace Corps 
when working with men who collaborated to build their own concrete chalets, instead 
of living in wooden shacks or in temporary United Fruit Company housing. They now 
live in their own sturdy homes and more have been built since then. Like fishing, I 
have tried to teach my children how to teach themselves, so that they can learn for the 
rest of their lives.  
   What is the reward that draws men and women into the teaching profession? There 
must be a reason men and women become teachers. Those people distant from the 
classroom seem to feel that altruism is enough. If people like to deal with young 
people. then they really don’t need a lot of money or benefits. Of course, this is not 
true as we have families and the same bills as everyone else and it is not a selfless 
concern for the welfare of others. Teaching is a profession of giving your best to 
prepare our sons and daughters for a good future. There are numerous attributes 
given to teachers, such as,  
    
   > Teachers affect eternity, one can never tell where their influence ends. 
   > When you open a school door, you close a cell door.   
   > The true aim of a teacher is to kindle minds. 
   > Teachers make impressions on the mind and heart that last forever. 
   > Awaken interest and kindle enthusiasm leads to success in teaching. 
   > To know how to suggest is the art of teaching. 
    
   Nice awards and plaques have been given to me over my teaching years which are 
appreciated; however, they can’t compare to an unexpected phone call from a former 
student sharing an accomplishment they’ve experienced, an update on their life, a 
letter of thanks for something you’ve shared together, an 8” X 9 ½” wooden cut out 
of an apple inscribed ‘You’re My Favorite Teacher’ and the thank you from parents. 
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   This does lead humbly, to tell of the joy of receiving a thank you from a child for 
being of significance, just for a moment, in their life. Then quickly the child moves on 
and is out of your life. They may not be around for long, but the memory stays. Yes, 
these are benefits without negotiations. 
   The following recognitions came to me, as to teachers everywhere. I am just one of 
so many who have this privilege of being rewarded for doing what is a joy. As you 
read these anecdotes realize that these are the true rewards of teaching and working 
with our charges.  
   Of course, a good salary and benefits are a necessity, too. 
   
   Here is an example of what made an impression upon me. It was in my third year of 
teaching that the true reward of teaching dawned on me. Some students that I had 
worked with in my first two years and had left for middle school came back to see me 
before moving on to high school. They didn’t thank me for anything but were just 
telling me about what they were doing, what they had done and what they were 
planning to do. It was a realization for me that they wanted to tell me about 
themselves and were comfortable enough to share themselves with me. It told me that 
there was value in what I was doing. It gave me a lift to keep on, keeping on. Of 
course, again this quirk is not just for me. Most teachers experience this same ritual.  
   The importance for me was that I had made an impact on their lives in one way or 
another. This is a bonus for teachers, knowing of our impact on students’ lives. It’s a 
little like self-propulsion to the next group of little strangers. It did propel me into the 
next 27 years. This is the true experience of teaching and why teachers have put up 
with so much crap from administrators, politicians and at times the public as well. It’s 
a relationship of student-teacher and the impact we can have on one another. That’s 
what it’s all about!  
 
                    **********************************************    
 
 
A final lasting ‘reward’ for me is from a former student. She felt that my influence 
upon her was enough for us to become business partners in the:                 
                
                   ‘Idell-McCarthy Foundation for Second Chances.’  
                                                   
Thank you, Sharita (Farmer) Cenac. 
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Vignettes   
 
V# 61 Ebonics -  
   One of my first assignments was to meet weekly with a group of honor students to 
read and discuss selections from The Great Books Program. The class was a joy 
because they were all good readers and discussions were fun and lively. It was a good 
break from tutoring. A general question from one of the students, relevant at the time, 
stayed with me, and my answer, I hope, with him and the rest of the group. He 
wanted to know why he had to learn book English, which wasn’t spoken at home or 
in the neighborhood. I gave the example of the Rev. Jesse Jackson. When he was 
downtown with Charlie (the white man in authority) talking about what was needed in 
his community, he spoke Charlie’s standard school English. When he was in his 
community, he would speak the black dialect, termed Ebonics at the time, or standard 
English, depending on the situation. So, I told Robin that when he was home or on 
the street, he could talk any way he wanted, but when he was talking to Charlie about 
a job, then he’d better speak Charlie’s language. I’ve wondered if speaking Ebonics 
would be considered bilingual in the inner city.  
    
V# 62   One Day in Kindergarten -  
   It was about a week or so after starting at Dett that I was sent around to different 
rooms to sub, assist or observe for a future assignment. This day it was in 
kindergarten, and it almost intimidated me. These were the real ‘squirmies’ and the 
day loomed eternal. To myself I said, “Just do it!”, and I got right into the lesson plan 
left for me. This soon had me on the floor with them and into “You sing along, and 
I’ll sing along, and we’ll all sing along together.”  
    I noticed throughout the day other teachers and aides peering in through the 
window with smiles on their faces, or a hand to cover a bit of giggling. Once I 
loosened up it turned into an interesting adventure for the rest of the day. As a new 
father of a six-year-old, this larger family of children was a trip for me. I don’t 
remember now all that went on those many years ago, but I did enjoy it. Also, I was 
glad the testing was over, and I didn’t substitute in kindergarten again. But I did gain a 
true appreciation for what a Kindergarten teacher deals with every day. Parents, of 
course, know their child and must appreciate a teacher dealing with a few dozen more. 
And that goes for every grade level. 
 
V# 63   Foxhole of Education -    
   For one of my girls the real ‘foxhole of education’ was the bathroom. She told me 
that she had to sit and study in the bathroom because her younger siblings were so 
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nosy running around the apartment, as well as there being a blaring television. Despite 
these distractions, she always turned in her homework.  
   The point here is that the home environment should also be that learning 
environment. The question arises, why weren’t her brothers and sisters doing their 
homework, and if too young, there still could have been some sort of learning 
atmosphere.  
 
V# 64   Tardiness - 
   The following incidents are a few examples of these roles: There is always the case 
of tardiness and finding solutions for this common problem. Here was a quiet 
student, soft spoken and a bit timid or perhaps just gentle. He was also late to school 
quite often. Our office was overloaded with more serious issues, and this was not that 
offensive, so I handled this myself, as most teachers would have. I told him that he 
must understand the importance of being on time. He listened but not much changed. 
He continued to quietly enter the classroom 20 to 30 minutes late. So, it got to the 
point one day that I got a bit firmer with him thinking that it would stop his tardiness. 
Not so! It just brought about his absence.  
   He quietly entered the room three days later. I asked him how he was and if he had 
been sick. No, he wasn’t sick. It turned out that he had no scheduled hours to go to 
bed or arise in the morning. He wasn’t awakened by anyone in the morning. It was a 
rather convoluted system at his home. Not wanting him to be absent anymore, I told 
him to come to school every day and to try to be on time, but to come no matter 
what time he awoke. Being too firm didn’t work. The gentler touch worked better as 
his timing did improve. 
    
V# 65   Alarm Clock - 
   Then a few years later there was a girl who also was late quite often. She was a good 
worker and studied hard. One day I queried her about her tardiness. She explained 
that she tried to be on time, but her mother left early for work, and it was up to her to 
get up. She didn’t like being late for school but just couldn’t get up early enough every 
day. What about an alarm clock? They didn’t have one, although she wished they did. 
The next day I gave her an alarm clock. She was very appreciative and thanked me a 
few times. She was never late after that. 
    
 
V# 66   5 – 10 minutes late - 
   There was another case of getting to school just on time, and once or twice a week 
five or ten minutes late. This depended on how the early morning traffic was and how 
I could maneuver through it. Yes, it was me! This was my first year of teaching, which 
included my night schedule of teaching at a downtown English Language Institute on 
Monday, Tuesday and Wednesday from 6 to 9 p.m. It was a rough schedule with 
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getting home around 10 p.m. Going over my students’ homework was not difficult 
because I would be downtown at 3:30 which gave me ample time to work on that. But 
adding it all up with home responsibilities and such made rising in the a.m. rough at 
times. That really didn’t last very long in that I was given a lesson by my principal. She 
gently told me one morning that she understood about my evening work and family 
obligations, but I should consider how to readjust my scheduling to be in school 
before the 8:30 a.m. teacher check in time Her gentle nudge was enough for me and is 
probably why I could understand some of my students’ individual circumstances, even 
though they lived just across the street or a couple buildings down Lake Street. 
 
V# 67   What Can He Control and Not Control? - 
   Another time something seemed to be overwhelming one of my boys. It was the 
confusion he displayed during a few talks we had. Something was bothering him. 
During my free period (the students’ library or art class), I took him back to the 
classroom to discuss this. There was so much on his mind that he didn’t know where 
to begin. It was obvious from previous discussions that there were problems at home 
and on the street. He was given a sheet of paper and pen, and I told him to list 
everything that was on his mind that was troubling him. I would not look at the paper. 
It would be his private list. He was to list everything whether at home, on the porch, 
street or school. When he had finished writing everything, I told him to put the letter 
A in front of everything that he had no control over. This would include things that 
his parents, as adults, had to decide for him. Also, he should know the fact that he 
had to go to school now but would have other choices in the future when he was a 
man. Next, he was to put a B in front of those listed that he had control over, i.e., 
those that he could do something about at the present time. Like how he was dealing 
with his classmates or how they were dealing with him, on the playground or building.   
We discussed the items that he felt comfortable going over only. He was able to go 
over quite a bit about what was bothering him. He was able to separate what he had 
control over and what he didn’t. At the end of the session, I suggested that he put all 
his problems where they belonged. Tear up the paper in small pieces and put them in 
the waste basket. He had been able to unload his mind of a great deal that bothered 
him. He had separated what he could control, and what he couldn’t. We discussed 
how in the future, when he felt overwhelmed by things, he could make a list to get 
them out of his head. He could then look over the list and better decide what he 
could and couldn’t control, and act accordingly. Then rip up and dump. After that 
session he was a more attentive student and seemed more relaxed.         
 
V# 68   Trash the Past -   
   And there was a boy who entered my 5th grade classroom about three months into 
the school year. He transferred from another school on the West Side. No records 
came from his former school. A quick diagnosis told me about where he would fit in 



   
 

14 
 

the three reading and three math groups. I told him that he would begin in the middle 
groups, and if he earned 90’s and 100’s on his tests after a few weeks, that he would 
be moved up to the top level. He was a quiet and mannerly student, and it was nice 
having him in the class. He did move up in both reading and math within a few 
weeks.  After two months his records came from his previous school. It was a folder 
bulging with papers. His academic records were not as important as all the notes from 
previous teachers and the principal. He had been written up for dozens of things. It 
completely astonished me how badly he behaved at that school. It was apparent by all 
the notes and letters that they wanted to warn me, their next teacher, of this student. 
No doubt he was kicked out because of his behavior. Well, what to do? During a free 
period, I kept him back for a talk. After telling him that his records had arrived his 
face went ashen. He couldn’t look at me. His head went down when he saw the pile 
of papers. He was very uncomfortable. Nothing was discussed about what had 
happened in his previous school, but he was asked if the problems that he had at that 
school were in the past, and if they would remain there. He said yes. I told him that 
his hard work and good behavior in my class was excellent and asked if it would 
continue that way. He said yes it would continue that way. I asked him if he wanted 
these papers to remain in his folder for future teachers to see, or if he would like to 
rip them all up and put them where they belonged - in the waste basket.  He was 
appreciative of being able to ‘trash his past’ and move on. There was nary a problem 
with him while in my class.  
     

V#69  Teaching or Preaching-                                                                                                                             
On the lighter side there were the questions, questions, and questions that our bright- 
eyed charges wanted answers to. There is so much they want to know that is not in 
the books but is on their minds. Our lesson plans are filled with objectives that must 
be covered over the year; however, our students are at that critical age when their 
minds are bombarded with queries about what they experience in the hood, see on 
television, or at church.                                                                                         
During a social studies lesson, they had a fund of questions dealing with religion, or 
more precisely about religions around the world. My college course on Comparative 
Religions kicked in and allowed me to give brief descriptions of different faiths. And 
of course, God. Ah, so many questions about God. My final statement about God 
was that throughout the world people worship their God in many ways and have 
different names for their God. My bottom line on the various faiths was of God being 
on the top of a mountain with numerous paths to reach the top. What is important is 
that although we may be on a different trail than those around us, we should not try 
to knock others off their path because we don’t agree with them. The questions and 
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answers continued and while I was making a point of something Laverne raised his 
hand and asked, “Mr. McCarthy, are you teaching or preaching?” That cracked me up 
and made me laugh with the response, “Thank you Mr. Harris! Perhaps I may have 
strayed off our lesson. Enough! Everyone, turn to the next page in your book. 
Amen.”            

V# 70   D-a-w-ghee -    
   The most startling reaction from my students was to one of my experiences related 
to a visit in Beijing, China. I traveled with a professor to give lectures at a university. 
A family was referred to us who would watch over us and show us the sights of the 
city. After a few days of touring the eldest son of the family, Fu Dong, took us to a 
special Korean eatery for breakfast. We stood in a long line outside and entered a 
single file to the serving tables. This was assuredly a special treat. Only one dish was 
served, chunks of meat in a red gravy or sauce. Of interest to me was that there were 
no women in the line or sitting at the tables. This was strictly a man’s thing. Also, 
everyone ate eagerly and with relish. At our table my companion started right in to 
savor the flavor of this delicious smelling dish. I waited a while before starting my 
meal to look around as the men around us were devouring their breakfast. Then Fu 
Dong asked me if I ever ate ‘dawg’ before. I asked what that was. He said, “You 
know, it’s spelled ‘d-a-w-ghee’.” I responded, “Do you mean dog, spelled ‘d-o-g’?” He 
said, yes, that’s it, ‘d-a-w-ghee’!” I turned to my companion and asked, “How do like 
the ‘d-a-w-ghee’?” His response as he shoveled in more red meat and gravy, without 
hesitation, was that it was delicious. So, without further ado, I dug in and ate a (quite) 
delicious breakfast of red dog. 
   When I finished relating the story, my class went bananas. “You ate a dog?” 
“Yuck!” “Mr. McCarthy, how could you do such a thing?” “Oh, you’re gross!” And 
on and on it went, and how terrible that was …! And then, them telling me that they 
had dogs, and how gross and disgusting that was! I immediately decided not to tell 
them what I had eaten in Peru, Equator, Panama and other countries. 

 
 
V# 71   Tea or Coffee -   
   Sometimes it can be difficult to keep the students’ attention on a lesson so it may be 
necessary to embellish stories a bit to enlighten, amuse and keep them awake. In this 
case while going over the Civil War era in our history I started with, “It was while I 
was having lunch with Lincoln, President Abraham Lincoln that is.” Then a voice 
called out from the class, “You knew Abraham Lincoln?” My response, “Well, I only 
had lunch with Mr. Lincoln twice because he was so busy at that time.” “Wow!’ 
“Gee!” Came the expletives. I went on with my historical event, “Well, after our meal 
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we talked and sipped our drinks for a while, when the lady serving us asked if we 
wanted more to drink. President Lincoln looked at his cup and mused his reply, ‘If 
this is coffee, give me tea. And, if this is tea give me coffee.’” There were the ooohs 
and ahhhs from some of the class while the YGBs* sitting in the back of the room, 
rolled their eyes smirkingly and laughed softly.                                   *(Young Gifted and Black) 
                                                                                                                                                                
V# 72   Tutoring - 
   When my teaching career took off in ’72 my salary was under $14,000 per year. Not 
enough with those large classes of 40 plus students along with other issues on our 
union agenda. Finally, one issue in negotiations finally worked out. It was distributing 
our salary over the full twelve-month year. Before that we got paid for the months we 
worked, and no paychecks came during the summer months. Those were rough 
summers as it was difficult putting money aside for those months.  
   My way of dealing with this situation was to start a tutoring business. That was 
teaching elementary or secondary levels in reading and math, as well as ESL on any 
level for children and adults. My business card read English Language Instructor for 
Individuals or Small Groups. This covered the north side of Chicago and suburbs. 
There were numerous and varied students from elementary grades through college. 
These were captive and exciting students because they wanted to learn, and they or 
their parents paid for the learning experience.  
   An unusual daunting challenge came to me from a community about thirty miles 
north of Evanston. There were two young girls that needed instruction to prepare 
them for their first experience of going to school. The youngest was age appropriate 
for first grade and the older for sixth grade. My understanding was that their 
grandmother raised them, but they were never enrolled in school. She was a gypsy 
queen and had recently died. So now was the time for formal schooling. My job was 
to prepare them over the summer for fall classes. It became a personal challenge to 
see if the older girl would be able to cover five years of growth in eight weeks.     
   The youngest was no problem whatsoever. She absorbed everything presented to 
her and she was more than 1st grade ready by the end of summer. The twelve-year old 
was another story. Her diagnostic testing that I administered didn’t take long to 
analyze because she had no reading skills at all. She was only able to recognize three 
words on two lists of words, one being the sight vocabulary. They were ‘love’, ‘them’ 
and ‘girl’. My work was cut out for me. On my way home that first day my mind was 
actively sorting out every strategy feasible to get her ready for 6th grade. 
   I brought a load of materials to cover first through fifth grades from my home. 
Also, there were the materials from my TESL evening program which included charts 
of family of words, word picture cards, sound pronunciation and various and 
numerous workbooks etc. That was a summer of intense instruction at their home 
followed by a load of homework for them every day and weekends.  
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   They were both very conscientious workers and learned daily. Seeing them progress 
as they did make me feel good going home every day and then driving there the next 
day to see how much progress could be made. The advancement in her reading was 
exciting to see and hear. Well, by the end of summer she had mastered reading skills 
and vocabulary development for a 5th grader. She was ready for 6th grade according to 
the ITBS (Iowa Test of Basic Skills) that I administered to her.  
   Oh yes, it was apparent that their mother was monitoring my work because as a 
Fortune Teller she read the palms of visitors on the enclosed porch off the front 
room or was it my first ‘one-room-schoolhouse’ where my two students and I toiled 
together.  
   That was one of my best challenges.    
 
V# 73   Mission Work -   
   This anecdote deals with another role of a teacher – that I never expected. A college 
student entered my class one afternoon and asked if I remembered her. No, I didn’t. 
She explained that she had visited and observed my class two years earlier. At that 
time, she was attending a Christian college in Wisconsin or Minnesota and a group of 
students from that college were allowed to visit schools in Chicago’s inner city. She 
happened to observe my class on that visit. She was presently attending Moody 
Institute on Chicago’s near north side. She wanted to work in my class to complete 
requirements for one of her courses. Of course, I consented. She worked well with 
individual tutoring and small group lessons. During her tenure we discussed many 
things including her future plans. Her plan was to become a missionary. As a single 
woman and on her own she had a lot to think about. One of my suggestions was that 
since she worked well with the children in my classroom and liked them, that she 
would probably be a missionary teacher. My point then was that working in the inner 
city of Chicago was certainly missionary work. Also, that all teachers are on a mission. 
It may not revolve around a particular faith, but it is our mission to move our students 
up one grade level while they are sitting in front of us. I explained that my wife and I 
worked in the Republic of Panama while in the Peace Corps, and that we could be 
considered secular missionaries. We were there to help give assistance to the 
community for their better future. 
   The point being that she could do her mission work right here in Chicago. More 
importantly if she was a teacher, she would be secure in a decent paying job with 
health benefits, a pension and still fulfilling her missionary commitment. She did 
consider this new idea for her future. That summer after completing an internship in a 
southern state she became a teacher on Chicago’s south side. After many years she 
contacted me to say that she was married and had a son and living in a southern 
suburb. 
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V# 74   Only to see me. -    
   What a pleasant surprise to see him enter the room. He had been my student about 
five years earlier. At that time, he was a few years behind in grade level when he was 
in my Title I, reading class. He was small for his age and years in school. He had an 
older brother in the upper cycle, who was tall, good looking and outgoing. They didn’t 
seem like brothers at all. There was something about my little guy that impressed me. 
He didn’t talk much, but he listened focused with his eyes on what was being said. It 
was as if he was reading what I was saying. He was slow and precise with his short 
statements or answers. He worked intensely.                                                                
   When his grandmother came on parenting night, and queried about his progress, I 
told her not to worry, that her grandson would do quite well in the future. He was a 
steady and determined worker, and even though he was behind in his reading and 
math skills, I was certain that he would catch up and be on level soon, as he was the 
hardest worker in the class.  
   There was the time a student interrupted him when he was working on an 
assignment. George got quite angry at being interrupted and told the other boy not to 
bother him. Then he continued with his work. Nobody interrupted him again.  
   Well, here he was to see me. We talked for what seemed a long time. He was in high 
school. His grades were good. He was on the track team and now is taller than me. He 
had changed a great deal. It was wonderful seeing him again, and then I realized we 
had been talking for quite a while. I apologized for taking up so much of his time, and 
said that he would want to see other teachers. He looked me in the eyes and said, 
“No, I just came to see you.” That memory still chokes me up. 
   We kept in touch after that. He was married, managed a drug store and two 
McDonalds at the same time while his wife ran a flower shop on the north side of 
Chicago. Rewards don’t get much better than visiting only to see me. 
 
V# 75   I Understand It Now… Swish - 
   It was a rough week. Not everything went according to my plans. It would mean 
reteaching things not grasped. It was Friday and I felt like – Logan in “Death of a 
Salesman.” My homework in my not-so-brief briefcase was loaded with so many 
papers to correct. Head down, while unlocking the door of my car in the parking lot I 
heard shouting from across the street. There was one of the twins in my class racing 
toward Western Avenue. Part of my feeling of fatigue was that she could not grasp 
the 2-3 multiplication lessons all week. Her twin caught on right away, but not her. I 
had tried everything, even special tutoring. She was, at that moment, on my mind as 
to what to do about her multiplication next week.  
   And now here she was running down the sidewalk shouting to me, “I understand it 
now! I just got it! I understand it now. Thank you!” Swish, and she was off and gone. 
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What a sensational feeling. My head went up. My shoulders straightened up. My doom 
and gloom feeling just evaporated. Driving home was like floating along. The week 
wasn’t so bad after all.    
 
V# 76   A letter four years after retirement… - 
   “Remember Me? I can’t believe it’s been four years already. Are you still traveling 
around the world? … my high school teacher… since he hasn’t been to any of the 
places that he teaches about, he can’t really explain in great detail what really 
happened and what it’s like to be there. But I am glad that I got a chance to learn 
from you everything there is to know about history, and actually feel like I’ve been on 
the same journey as you.” 
 
V# 77   Mr. Advice Man - 
   The best part of teaching is the young people you meet and the impact there is on 
each other’s lives. This story was written while I was still teaching on November 19, 
1990, Thanksgiving night.  I retired nine years later. 
   She comes in and sits down on a desk. It seems a pattern now. She’s done it many 
times over the past year. It’s easy to see that she has something on her mind. She 
starts with one of her precious openings: “You know Mr. McCarthy, it doesn’t seem 
fair… .” And then she goes into account of an injustice that has soured her for the 
time being. She’ll sit there erect with her shoulders back and not looking at me, but 
straight ahead and talk into space. When she has deep concerns that’s what she does. 
She just looks past me and talks without stopping. When it’s all out, she looks at me 
with those sad or questioning round eyes. Then I talk – she listens. She talks – I listen. 
Her concerns are always genuine, otherwise she wouldn’t sit in her official erect 
position of: I’ve got something on my mind that I want to talk over with you. How 
precious is her honesty and out-pouring of what was on her mind. There is the 
unloading of her burden – the give and take – the honest queries, all at a critical time 
in a 11or 12-year age. The uniqueness to say that she’ll think over this idea or that 
one. And no, she doesn’t agree with me but will think about it. There is the sigh of 
resignation when there is no resolution, or the outcome is not what she would like. 
But what a smile when she has a happy result.  
   I didn’t have a daughter, but I tried to answer as best as I could. There were times 
when nothing had to be said. Those times it was just her getting it all out of her 
cranium, rather than having a mess of things swirling around in her mind. My being 
just a listening board was all that was needed. Her protestation of “No! No! Mr. 
McCarthy, that’s not right!” was her ability to disagree in such a pleasant and honest 
way that made our discussions very endearing to me. While she may disagree, she is 
still searching and searching yet still politely protesting. Yet me thinks not too much 
protesting, just enough for a youth’s determination not to give in and at the same time 
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the understanding of a respect that had become a mutual right from the beginning of 
our unique, person to person relationship.                                                                      
   Well, it got to the point where she came into the room one morning and said, “Mr. 
Advice Man, I have something that I want to … .” And off she’d go on her 
monologue.  That title really cracked me up and was my title from then on. It is a 
precious gift we are given when we can share in the lives of our little people. Their 
wonderment at things new, and the excitement of discovery. It’s like reliving a 
beginning. It’s hard to remember my own as I meandered through my maze of youth, 
but it is genuinely exciting seeing it in our charges. 
    The other scenario that ‘trips me out’ is her laughing and joking. She’ll tell me 
funny things and laugh with a face that lights up, eyes that smile, a voice that smiles 
and a continence that is contagious. However, there are so many problems these kids 
encounter that many are too sober due to their reality, that the joy and laughter and 
smiles are harder to come by and they don’t stay long. Their time in school may be 
but an interlude between realities of a serious existence, rather than school as a place 
where there may be a means to a happier and better existence.                                         
     Then there is the fun for her. Boys like her, tease her and, then she complains. It is 
what most girls complain about at that age, it’s fun to be liked and teased and chased 
but sometimes boys are too rough, and it can hurt.                                                                                                    
     Her visits went into the next year when she had moved up to seventh grade. The 
Wednesday before Thanksgiving was a sober time for her when she came into my 
room after lunch and sat down with her shoulders back and started talking looking 
straight ahead. This was a serious one. The fact that my sixth-grade class was in 
session really didn’t matter (to her). She told Mr. Roper, her seventh-grade teacher, 
that she wanted to talk to me right away rather than go to her art class. He is very 
sensitive to the children’s needs and said, okay. My students, after twelve weeks now, 
were used to students, parents, former students or teachers coming in to say hello, 
check up on their children letting me know what they were doing or bringing lists, 
records and such. Some in the class would look, listen, and stop their work until I 
looked at them and ‘lip said’ to keep working. 
“Hi, what’s up?” I queried.   
   “Well, you wanted to talk to me about my grades and they are not good. Yes, they  
are down in my first semester in seventh grade. Yes, there are many things  
happenings in the upper cycle departmental. Yes, being a cheerleader takes time.” 
   “I don’t understand. You did so well in sixth grade and your first marking period in 
seventh grade is so bad.” I replied.       
   “I don’t know, a lot of things are happening.” 
After ten minutes of queries and explanations it comes out. 
“I’m moving to Arkansas.” “Well, that is a surprise. Do you want to go?” I ask.  
“Yes!” 
“Is your whole family moving?” I ask. 
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“No, just me!” 
“Why, what happened?” I ask. 
“Well, you know, I’ve been around here a long time and … . 
Wow, what a girl. Time to move on. This place has given her all she needs and it’s  
time to move on. I guess this is a prime example of why she ‘tripped me out’ all last  
year. I told her that I would really miss her. We seemed to have shared so much in  
such a short time in our serious learning environment that left time to teach, scold,  
praise, laugh, tease and share.  
Of course, in her style, she left room for herself… 
“If I don’t like it, I’ll be back!” 
   Today she probably wouldn’t want to go back to those memories of her not 
knowing that much at that age. I think that the pride she had then would manifest 
itself more today, with a personal assurance that she was never in doubt about herself. I 
certainly did enjoy her for that time. It was in her innocent prideful honesty of doubt 
that everybody does or should go through at that vulnerable age. She was typical of 
young people of that age looking for answers as they traversed that complicated road 
of adolescence. 
 
V# 78   Mr. Answer Man - 
   It came as quite a surprise to me when a few years later another sixth grader started 
asking for advice. Not just questions. She wanted advice as to what to do about 
different things that were happening in her life. I’d known the family of this girl for 
quite a while, and she started to come in early before school started. Like the girl 
Jenille above, the questions and concerns were genuine. She just wanted affirmation 
or another option from me. I was experienced by this time and felt I could handle 
anything asked. Then one morning she came in and said, “Good morning, Mr. 
Answer Man!” Another title that brought a smile to my face. These sessions would go 
on for quite a while. There was no time frame or schedule. When something bothered 
the students, I was supposed to have the answer. What was happening, of course, was 
the reality that I’d taught her brother and I knew the family. As families get to know a 
teacher the relationship is more casual or trusting, and a comfort zone develops where 
such conversations transpire. I’ve seen this in most of the teachers I’ve known. It’s 
like a family relationship. 
   That was the beauty of teaching 6th grade with all the questions. In 5th they didn’t 
know the questions and in 7th and 8th they had all the answers. My boys would ask 
questions, but they were of a different nature. Many were discussions that dealt with 
bewilderment at reacting to their surroundings. The questioning and discussions with 
girls seemed to deal with a future vision, while the boys dealt with the reality of what 
to do today.                           
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V# 79   “I can’t believe you did that…” - 
   “Did what?” I responded to Christine, the student teacher. It was after school, and 
we were driving home together.  
   “You chewed out that student for laughing in class with another student, and then 
five minutes later you congratulate him. How could you change in such a short time?”                                    
“Oh, that’s easy! During my explanation of the problem on the board to the class, 
both boys were talking and laughing. They were both chewed out for not paying 
attention and for disturbing the class. Then later when I asked that question, that one 
answered it and did it in detail. He was congratulated for his good in-depth reply, but 
I also said that he was too smart to be messing around in class and that I only wanted 
the best from him.” 
   “But…” 
   “Well, he deserved the chewing out, and he deserved the congratulations.” 
   The bottom line afterwards was that he didn’t mess around in class anymore. Also, 
it was at his graduation over a year later that his mother came up to me and said that I 
was his favorite teacher. That was a pleasant surprise. 
 
V# 80   Pride, and Passing It On - 
   Our field trip to a theatrical play was over and the next part was lunch at 
McDonalds. Our three busloads of students emptied into the restaurant for the 
awaiting burgers, fries and shakes that were previously ordered. While the students 
were in line and beginning to be seated, I noticed the silhouette of a boy on one of the 
buses. I asked one of the teachers if he was her student.  Mary said it was a boy who 
wouldn’t come into McDonalds. He didn’t have any money. She had offered to pay 
for his lunch, but he wouldn’t accept her offer. I went out to the bus and sat on the 
seat across the aisle from him. He was staring out the window in an avoidance 
position.  
“Your teacher offered to pay for your lunch, but you said no. Right?!” 
“Yes!” 
“You won’t accept help or money from anyone?” 
“Uh huh!” 
“You’re too proud to accept money?!” 
“Mm huh!” 
“Hmm, now this presents a problem for me.” 
He had a quizzical look on his face, as if, why is it your problem? 
“You see, when my brother, sister and I were young, a lot of people helped our family 
when we were in need. They never asked for anything back. They just saw a need and 
helped. My problem is that those people are no longer around, and I can’t pay them 
back in any way. So, let me suggest.” 
“If I were to give you money now for lunch, would you be willing to do the same for 
a young boy or girl in the future when you have a job, and some money?” 
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He turned to look at me and his eyes lit up with surprise on his face. 
“Yes, I can do that!” 
He got a five spot, with a future promise of a lunch for a future someone. 
   And I got to pass it on. 
 
V# 81   Overnight Change - 
   Then there was one of my students who became a totally different person 
overnight. She was a good hard-working student who suddenly wasn’t doing her 
work. It was apparent that she was totally troubled. Once again, the principal, SCR, 
the social worker and I collaborated. The SCR and social worker became totally 
involved with the situation. What came out was that the mother had a new man who 
was hitting on the daughter. The mother was in a dilemma because she didn’t want to 
lose her man, so the student’s problem wasn’t being attended to properly. Through a 
great deal of work my student was sent to live with a relative in another part of the 
city. I missed her because we had gotten to know each other better through this 
problem.  
   It was about seven years later one evening that I received a surprise phone call from 
her. She wanted me to know that all was well with her. She was in college studying to 
become a nurse. 
   What a shot in the arm that was for me i.e., an internal boost in being appreciated 
for helping a young girl through a rough time who was now on her own path to a 
better future. A true reward!                                       
 
 
V# 82   I never had a male teacher. - 
   “When I first came to sixth grade, I thought I was going to hate it, because I never 
had a male teacher.” … Then in eighth grade, “Hopefully you would stay here longer, 
and give future students the same treatment, knowledge, hope, training and guidance 
that you gave me and your other past students.” 
   And thank you Charice, as you tripped me out like all the other students. 
 
V# 83   Another Evening Phone Call - 
   “Well, hello, what a surprise call. How are you, and what’s up?” 
“All is well with me.” 
   After a few minutes of catching up with each other, he said, “I’m calling to let you 
know that I passed it on. One of my students and his parents were in need, and I 
passed it on.”  
   “Thank you for letting me know.” 
   I had helped him financially when he was in college a few years earlier and now he 
was a teacher on the East Coast. Rather than paying me back, I told him to pass it on 
in the future when he was able. And it passes on!  
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   My stipulation for helping a student was for them to finish their education and 
when they were able, to pass it on to another in need. The hope being that it could be 
passed on and on into the future – the ripple effect. 
 
V# 84  … is outgoing, outspoken and a nice character. - 
   That’s what a student wrote about me the year after I retired. I like that ‘nice 
character’ bit. It still brings forth a smile. 
   Yes, I did work with him through some difficulties he was going through, and even 
went with him and his mother to a school in the west side Austin community to talk 
to staff there. She was a former student of mine in the ‘70s. Apparently my visit did 
help him. He also said “Whenever I got in trouble, he gave me advice, and put me on 
the right path. His … philosophy was you do good, and good will come back. For 
every action there’s a reaction. So, you better watch what you do. He taught me to be 
me and not go with the crowd” And what really surprised me as his teacher – “What 
really hit me hard was that he cared for the students, as if they were his own children. 
He would bend the rules for a student to get ahead.”  
   What was interesting about this that he wrote this essay for the Central West 
Community Organization about ‘Why are seniors important to the Community.’ 
There is the beauty here of being a ‘nice character’, and being part of a community 
that stretches from Evanston to the Horners and into Austin. 
   Oh yes, Darnell Williams also received an award of $75.00 in that Voices of 
Wisdom Essay Contest for that story. They gave him a monetary award and he gave 
me a teacher’s reward. 
   And here it was again… “he cared for the students as if they were his own 
children.”  
 Many teachers at Dett School had that dedication to their children. 
 
V# 85  How Often Will You Let Other People Control Your Life? - 
   It was about this time that I taught a summer science course at the YMCA High 
School on west Wacker Drive just west of Wells Street. The first day of class brought 
students from every part of Chicago. They were making up a failed course in their 
high school or getting future credit for graduation. After taking attendance I began my 
lesson. A young light skinned student stood in the back of the room and wouldn’t sit 
down. I said nothing to him because of the challenging stance he assumed. It was 
obvious he was making a statement. That didn’t bother me, but it did make me 
refocus my method of instruction for this group of high schoolers. He was my biggest 
challenge. I felt that if I could reach him, then the rest of the class would fall under 
the same umbrella. So, he became my focus, and I was teaching him without looking 
at him, or addressing him directly. If he felt it was a learning experience, perhaps he 
would let slide that chip from his shoulder and sit down.   
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   The variety of the students was good in that they didn’t know each other, and they 
were all on an equal footing. There were no groups or baggage from their previous 
schools. It was to my advantage in that I had a captive audience, because they came to 
me for a course that they needed.  
   The first two days went well. I taught. They listened and questioned. By the third 
day the young man in the back sat down in the back row. By the second week he was 
in the third row, and a few days later, he was in the front row.  It was a good summer 
program and seemed to pass quickly. At the end of the program, I talked to all the 
students individually about their work and grades. I explained to my focus student 
that he earned a ‘B’, and the reason why he just missed an ‘A’. I then asked him why 
he was in the summer school program, because he was such a bright student. He said 
that he didn’t like the science teacher in his school, and therefore, had to repeat the 
class with me. I said to him that he had spent extra money, travel time from the south 
side and missed other options for the summer. I then asked him how often in his 
future, he would let other people control his life. He had a surprised look on his face. 
He thanked me and said goodbye. 
   My unspoken message to him was that we need wisdom in dealing with those who 
wish to control us, and to control ourselves in dealing with others. Focus on your goal 
and don’t be diverted by others. I think he got some of that. 
 
V# 86  It Takes a Village or Two -                                                                                     
   She came into my room before the entry bell rang and told me that she had a boy 
she wanted in my classroom the next school year. She was Ms. Turner, a fifth-grade 
teacher across the hall.  She was also the one I told Dr. Ferris to ‘get off her back’ 
because she was one of our best teachers. This was near the end of the school year in 
May. She extolled the virtues of this boy and that she would see to it that he would be 
one of my students in September. That was a surprise announcement and I felt 
honored that she wanted him under my tutelage, even though I had no knowledge of 
the boy. It struck me also that there was something else in her wanting him in my 
room. It was like she was passing on a little treasure. I of course said yes, and then 
wondered what the next year would bring.                                                                    
   The first day of school the following September, before the entrance bell sounded, a 
small fellow was at the door. He said good morning and asked if he could come in. 
He introduced himself, and I realized that it was the young lad that Millie mentioned 
the previous semester. I assented. After talking a bit, I told him to look around while I 
prepared for the rest of the new class.   
   He went to the back of the room and spent some time looking over the 17inch X 
15foot chart taped across the wall. It was ‘The Wall Chart of World History.’ After 
looking it over for a while he went to the beginning of the chart and asked a question, 
“Mr. McCarthy, who came first, Adam and Eve or the cavemen?” I said to myself, 
“Thank you Millie, I think this is going to be a good year.” It was! 
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   However, during that year a great deal transpired. Family problems brought a 
county social worker to my classroom advising that he would be leaving our school to 
live with a foster family, in a different neighborhood. When some other faculty 
members learned of this, they immediately got involved in keeping this young lad in 
our school. We knew the circumstances regarding the family and didn’t want to lose 
him. Personally, I called the social worker at her home and had a long conversation 
with her, the essence of which was that Dett School was his home, and he should not 
be transferred.  
   And then a godsend. One of our teachers took him in as a foster child to keep him 
in our school. She was Beaddie Williams, and she instantly became my heroine. She 
not only took him, but she also took his younger brother and sister as foster children.    
They were later my students, also. Although it was a sacrifice on her part, she did 
change the lives of three children for the better.  
   And again, it was a good year because of his quiet pleasant personality and intellect 
that added much to the classroom atmosphere. Little Kendell became part of the Dett 
family. He went on to the seventh and eighth grades and was a delight for that faculty. 
 
V# 87  The Second Village – cont’d - 
   While he was in eighth grade, I was attending a computer math program at the 
University of Illinois’s Circle Campus, just a mile from our school. During the class it 
was announced that a scholarship was offered to one of us for a week’s math program 
in Cambridge, Massachusetts that would complement what we were covering. No one 
in the class was able to attend, so I took advantage of the opportunity and went to 
Cambridge. 
   I stayed at an Inn within walking distance of the program where other teachers from 
around the country were staying. I met a teacher at the Inn, Cyndi Broyer, from 
Fryeburg, Maine who lived in the town where Kendell would be going with a four-
year high school scholarship. She was told about him and was impressed with his 
background. She said that she would like to meet him. After graduating from our 
school, he and Beaddie flew to Maine and were greeted at the airport by Cyndi and 
driven to her community. His residence was at the private Fryberg Academy.  
However, during the four years he became very close with the Broyer family.   
   From there he went on with a scholarship to Poly Tech College. I flew there for his 
graduation and met two other teachers, John and Jackie Roper. We went to the 
graduation together. Kendell was a success story with two villages supporting him. He 
was able to do it by himself academically, he just had concerned people along the way 
who made sure that no doors were closed to him. 
   It all started on Chicago’s west side at the Dett Village and ended at the Fryeburg 
Village on the East Coast. 
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   Destiny seems to have been a part of this because of this unusual occurrence that 
seemed to have directed me to meeting Cyndie in Cambridge. There was such a long 
bridge between the two villages, that it had to be predestined.    
 
V# 88  Pimphood – Sainthood - 
   How does a young boy go from plans of pimphood to praying with sainthood? 
Well, in class I had to ride his butt constantly to keep him on track. It was from 
classroom work, homework, taking school seriously to other things long forgotten. 
He was in my class for the first years of my teaching. As much as I pressured him, he 
was respectful. I’ve found out in many cases that sincerity in teaching may foster 
differences in opinions, but it can also foster mutual respect. Then one day he’d had 
enough. He told me bluntly that all this schoolwork wasn’t important, because in the 
future he was going to be a pimp and make a lot more money than I was making as a 
teacher. There was no doubt about a pimp making more money than a teacher, but I 
kept on his butt as long as he was under my tutelage.  
   I hadn’t heard much about him after that, until a two-page article in the Sunday 
Sun-Times on September 4, 2016 had his picture. No, not as a pimp. The article was 
captioned MOTHER TERESA IN CHICAGO with a half page picture of her and 
next to her a smaller picture of Demetrius with his large caption that ‘SHE’S 
WATCING OVER ME’. He says Mother Teresa would be proud of how he changed 
after their 1985 meeting.’ There was another caption on the next page that read: 
“SHE GRABBED MY HANDS IN HERS AND EVERYTHING GOT QUIET. 
AND THAT WAS LIKE THE CHANGING POINT IN MY LIFE…AT THAT 
MOMENT I JUST FELT BETTER.”    
   This all occurred at St. Malachy’s Church which was across the street and a half 
block south of our school. A priest at the church gave him work doing odd jobs from 
cooking, cleaning and handy work around the rectory. In 1985 Mother Teresa was 
visiting the church as four nuns were recently assigned there. They were there at the 
request of a parish priest who had written her asking for her help. While waiting at the 
base of the stairs with a priest, she came down and grabbed his hand and said, “Let 
me pray for you.” And he said in reply, “Wow, you know I need to be praying for 
you.” She then grabbed both his hands.  
   “And that was like the changing point in my life” he said. There were many awful 
things going on in his life, but she brought him relief. The last sentences in the article 
were, “When you touch someone’s hand and they are praying for you, it’s a 
connection that cannot be broken. Her spirit will always be with me.” 
   While on the West Side in September 2019 and being driven past my closed and 
vacant former school, there was Demetrius on the sidewalk. A surprise for both of us. 
We hugged and talked for quite a while. She, Mother Teresa, is gone now, but her 
imprint is on Chicago’s West Side. 
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   I had nothing to do with his transformation; however, the above was all a pleasant 
surprise for me. 
    
V# 89  39 ½ - 
   How it all started I’m not sure, but age always seems to be either an embarrassment 
or a point of pride with people. To me it was just another reality that creeps upon us 
while we are too busy to notice. 39 was a good year, but Jack Benny claimed that one. 
I went to 39 ½ and have stuck with it well beyond its reality. My students accepted it 
– with a sideways glance.  It was May, which is my birth month, and my students 
trying to keep a secret from me was quite humorous. Their whispering, backward 
glances at me, their giggles and excitement of ‘somethings up’ permeated the 
classroom for days. The event climaxed with cooperation from a few teachers who 
got me out of the classroom so my students could prepare it for a party. When I 
returned it was to the shouts of surprise for my 39 ½ birthday party. It was then that I 
realized that my students in reality were party animals. It fit right into my style – work 
hard, party hard. It was a good party but then interrupted twice. First by Ranesha 
raising her hand and declaring: 
“Mr. McCarthy, you can’t be 39 ½. 
“And why is that, Ranesha?” 
“Because you were 39 ½ when you taught my mother!” 
The class loved that one.  
“Tell me Ranesha, do you plan to go to 7th grade?” 
“Yes, Mr. McCarthy and you certainly are 39 ½.” 
“Thank you, Ranesha!” 
I thought that might have settled my age question. But no! Next it was Charice’s turn, 
and she went to the front of the class and requested everyone’s attention. 
“And especially you Mr. McCarthy. Something is not right about this 39½ business.”     
Going to the chalkboard she wrote out my age and with her excellent mathematical 
wizardly skills of subtraction concluded, after figuring years of elementary and high 
school plus my years of teaching and other activities of my life, that I was 12 years of 
age when I graduated from college… and that just didn’t seem right.  Therefore, I had 
some explaining to do her. That was easy… 
… she needed help with her math. 
 
V# 90  39 ½ Again and Again 
   Well, of course, I explained it away. I must have done a good job because the next 
year they gave me another surprise party for my 39½th.  We were together again 
because they moved on to 7th grade, and after about a dozen years as a 6th grade 
teacher, I was moved up to be the 7th and 8th grade social studies teacher. It was like a 
mutual admiration relationship. We worked hard together, and my classroom was like 
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a second home. I looked forward to seeing that class and struggling with them 
through that teaching/learning process. 
   The following year was our last year together as they were in 8th grade, and I would 
retire with their graduation. I taught for two generations and thirty years in the 
Horners. The grandchildren were coming, so it was time for me to move on.  A final 
surprise for them was a social studies field trip to St. Louis, Missouri. We had studied 
the Dred Scott case in our classroom and were going to reenact the courtroom drama, 
in the same courtroom where the original trial took place. This was where the slave 
Dred Scott (?1795-1858) born in Southampton County, Virginia, had tried to obtain 
his freedom on the ground that he lived in Illinois, a free state. The Supreme Court 
ruled against him in this case (1848-1857), although he was soon emancipated. He 
then lived in St. Louis and worked as a hotel porter. The state agency allowed us to 
use that landmark courthouse for the reenactment of the trial. 
   The students had different roles for each historical figure in the trial of Dred Scott, 
judge, jury, attorneys etc. It was well rehearsed in our classroom before hand, and the 
trial went well in St. Louis. It was a wonderful trip from the trial to the top of the 
Arch and other worthy sites.  
   My surprise for them was lunch on a McDonald’s barge floating on the Mississippi 
River. It was that time again. When the teachers and students were all seated, I 
announced another 39½th. My present to all was a treat of a lunch from whatever was 
on the menu. 
   My last three years ended well…  
                                           …at their graduation! 
  
 
                      Famous Last One-Liners - 
 
Steve W. – … … “Yeah, but you know what I mean.” 
Charice J. – “Do I have to answer these Critical Thinking questions? They’re             
busting my head. 
Ranesha J. – After three minutes of talking, she said: “Now I do know how to say it. 
(Pause, pause, pause…) Well, you know what I mean.” 
Antionette S. – After a measured pout – “Never mind.” 
Albert – “Yes, I brought my sister Korless to school. She came by CTA with me 
dragging her. (Or was it the other way around?) 
Ranesha – “Mr. McCarthy, you’re not fair. 
Timonthy P. – The second day of school. “Am I passing?”  
Mercedes – After running from the room because she couldn’t get her way I exposed 
my wrist counting 1. 2. 3. 4 … and quick as a flash she burst back in the room. “Please 
Mr. McCarthy, don’t call Mr. White (the school’s disciplinarian.) That totally cracked 
up the class and put a smile on my face. 
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Section 9 - The Underbelly of Our Educational System… Institutional Racism 
 
The Self-Fulfilling Prophecy – 
      These children can’t learn! 
      Therefore, why try to teach them? 
      They failed the tests. 
      See, I told you that they can’t learn! 
       
      (I certainly can’t teach them as if they were my own children.  
      They are certainly different.) 
 
“How can you teach these niggers?!” - 
   I was about to enter the office to check my mail when two police officers came in 
the main entrance. One went directly to the office and the other stayed in the hall 
looking around. He saw me and very casually said, “How can you teach these 
niggers?!” He walked away not wanting an answer. His statement hit me in the gut. It 
was disgusting, but not a surprise knowing the problems the residents of the Horner’s 
were having with the police, as explained above in the Introduction about the 
assassination of Fred Hampton and Mark Clark. 
   That gut reaction gave me an immediate flashback to my military service at Ft. 
Benning, Georgia in 1956. We had just finished jump school. There were three of us 
who had become friends through the three weeks of training to be paratroopers. We 
were serving with the 82nd Airborne Division, Fort Bragg, North Carolina; although 
we trained at Ft. Benning. I’ll never forget that first jump after the grueling training 
we’d gone through. It was the most exciting and thrilling experience up to that point 
in my life. The jolt of the chute opening, and then the suspension of our bodies by the 
silk cords (risers), as if we were puppets on strings, is unforgettable. We swung back 
and forth and were laughing and yelling as we floated back to earth. We were also 
cursing with exhilaration. After we landed the sergeant chewed us out. We didn’t 
know that there was a reviewing stand full of dignitaries, including women, and they 
could hear everything we were yelling. We learned quickly how well sound travels 
through the air when you are above ground. We were comrades in arms or chutes. We 
reveled that day, and then went to continue our celebration in the little town close to 
the base that evening. It was Phoenix, Alabama, a town that sticks in my craw. We 
entered that town in uniform full of comradely joy. My comrades were Joe of North 
Dakota and six-foot Napoleon from Harlem, New York. There was a tavern on a 
corner, and I suggested we have a beer. Napoleon demurred, and said “No.” “Well, 
how could we not celebrate together?!” I insisted, so he said “Okay,” with 
apprehension. I was oblivious to his hesitation. Over his objections we went in and 
sat at the bar. The bartender came over and asked what we wanted. I said to set up 
three beers. He looked me right in the eyes and said, “I can serve you and him, but 
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not that nigger in the middle.” It totally shocked me. I was almost speechless, but I 
did say something with disgust in my voice. We turned to leave as two uniformed 
policemen entered the door, apparently to support the bartender in getting us out of 
there. I was embarrassed for Napoleon, so much so that I remember that episode to 
this day. He, of course, knew the situation in the south better than I. That reality has 
never left me.  Wherever you are Napoleon, please, as I asked you then, forgive me 
for my youthful ignorance.                                                
   Ever since then, when I’m asked about my military service I say, “I’m a member of 
the VFW (Veteran of Foreign Wars). I served in three foreign countries, Georgia, 
North Carolina and Alabama.”  
   The overlying question for my school community, and our society is, “How does 
one deal with this cop who visited our school and others like him?” My first instinct 
was to chastise him, but I knew it would not be wise. His badge would have given him 
power over me, as it had over the community. He and others like him were to “serve 
and protect” (the white power structure and its institutions). Sadly, this system still 
exists today in overt and implicit racism.  
   It was getting hit in the gut again, as when our six-year-old adopted son comes 
home from an afternoon supervised park program in Chicago and asks me, “Dad, 
what’s a nigger?” This history of racism has repeated and perpetuated itself and this 
cop is a good example of this. If he has children, they will learn it first-hand. And 
trying to explain it to others is quite difficult. Some feel uncomfortable listening to it, 
as if it would go away by not confronting it. Since it doesn’t affect them, how or why 
could or would they understand or even be interested. So easy for someone to insult 
but outraged when being insulted. To me, this degradation inflicted on others defines 
the name caller as the term used. The ‘Whites Only’ signs in those windows should 
actually read ‘White Niggers Only.’ 
  
“No ‘Pledge of Allegiance to the Flag’ “ - 
   Since I was a Special Reading teacher for my first dozen or so years, I did not have a 
home room class. When I did become a classroom teacher, I could not start the day 
with the ‘Pledge of Allegiance to the Flag of the United States of America.’ It was the 
DNA of the pledge, which are the words, with liberty and justice for all, and means - Does 
Not Apply. It doesn’t apply in this country and certainly not to the West Side of 
Chicago, where my teaching career was evolving.  
   Those words are still in my ears: “How can you teach these niggers?” As I would 
question the behavior of my students, who were doing or saying something 
inappropriate, I would have to ask the same question of the above police officer. Was 
he a bad cop, just evil, or did he just lack a moral compass? What were the pressures 
on him and the officers around him? How was he raised to think that way? Was it 
from his parents? And now, after these many years since, would he feel the same? No 
doubt he would, as everything we do comes from our past experiences and 
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environment. Are the pressures that surround us so overwhelming that doing right is 
not an option or even conceivable? It makes me wonder if my great grandfather, 
Captain John Fox of the Chicago Police Department, could have said such a thing.   
   If this is evil, then who does it apply to? Does it apply to cops upholding the 
unwritten laws of institutional racism, or to the blacks, like the Black Panthers of that 
period, standing by and for their community? And quite importantly, where do the 
societal workers, such as teachers, social workers, etc. fit, in the inner city? Think of 
the many cultures that intermix in a city like Chicago. Where do teachers of multiple 
2nd and 3rd European generational backgrounds fit in a black community? How does 
this affect the children? I had to use the same analytical process, when students got 
out of line with their attitude or behavior. It’s like the girl who insulted me in the “I 
don’t understand?” anecdote in Part I. What made that student say that? What 
triggered it? Was she raised that way, like that cop was? Perhaps we can see part of the 
answers in the following.  
 
Eurocentrism                                                                                        
   Eurocentrism is a political term coined in the 1980s which refers to the notion of 
European exceptionalism, or superiority of the white Western nations. This is a world 
view centered on Western civilization, as it had developed during the height of the 
European colonial empires starting in the Early Modern period. These European 
conquests from the 15th through 18th centuries dealt with most of the known world at 
that time. One aspect of this exceptionalism was slavery, which started here in the 
United States, in the 1600s. This was well before we were a nation.   
   The residual effects of slavery have trickled down to this day, in a unique form of 
American terrorism. It became the fabric of our society and in the context of this 
journal, it is institutional racism in education. From its founding, our nation has been 
overlaid with this Euro Centric concept. This European, white superiority, dominant 
mentality complex, can explain the bridge between our white structured society and 
the fringe minorities. This leads one, I hope, to better understand why there is a 
learning gap between minority students and those with Euro Centric DNA. This, of 
course, has been perpetuated by too many teachers with this European heritage. 
   Today, because of all the examples of minority (Black) achievements in the arts, 
local and national politics, sports and entertainment, we see improvements in minority 
education. However, there is a long way to go for total inclusion of all minorities in 
our society. There is the reality that in the not-so-distant future, there will be a 
‘majority of minorities’ in this country. Unfortunately, there are today roughly one 
thousand extremist/supremacist hate groups in this country. They will always be 
around, as they are throughout the world. There is still the tail of racism that wags our 
society off balance. Monitoring these hate groups should be a greater priority for 
every state. Therein lies a problem for a white teacher, teaching in the inner city. Some 
feel instinctively that their charges are unteachable and will never or should never be 
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their equal. Then the question looms: Who should teach these children? And then, 
who should teach the teachers children? And some day can we teach them all the 
same? Can we someday say as in our Pledge Allegiance… Equality and justice for all? 
 
Parallel Paths - 
   This journal was started because of my teaching experiences on the West Side of 
Chicago, but it would not be complete if I didn’t explain the two worlds I was 
straddling. One was a father in Evanston, and the other a teacher in Chicago. The two 
meshed in an unsettling manner. What appeared to be a homogenous community 
here in Evanston began to emit an awareness of underlying racial prejudices. This had 
a great impact on my wife and I because of the impact it was having on our newly 
adopted son.  
   When moving to Evanston in 1972, I had no knowledge of the history of de facto 
segregation and the city’s racist past until it affected us personally. It didn’t apply to 
our home on Main Street, U.S.A., but it did influence us through our son’s school on 
Main Street, U.S.A. This term Main Street, U.S.A. may sound simplistic, but it 
resonated with me. One weekend in the fifties I went to a party here in Evanston on 
the corner of Main and Ridge. After the party I stood on the sidewalk in the darkness 
and said to myself, “Sooo, this is Main Street, U.S.A.” I only said it because for years 
I’d seen that address in wallets being sold, with that I.D. of 1234 Main St., U.S.A. on 
the inside flap. Never in my wildest dreams would I have thought that one day, in the 
distant future, I would have a 90-year-old home on this Main Street, U.S.A., just two 
blocks west of where I was standing in ‘72. It was 118 years old when we sold it in 
1999.  
   Then it was in 1958 that the Reverend Martin Luther King Jr. gave a speech here in 
Evanston, at the Beth Emmet Jewish Synagogue. He slept in the basement of the 
synagogue that night, because no hotels in Evanston would allow blacks to register for 
rooms. Later, in 1967 The Rev. King was planning a march on the real estate offices 
which practiced housing discrimination along Irving Park and Kedzie Avenue in 
Chicago, just a few blocks from where we lived in the 3700 block of Spaulding 
Avenue. This was in my senior year at North Park College. At Immaculate Heart of 
Mary Catholic Church, just half a block from our apartment, our Bishop Wysislo was 
conducting one of his weekly evening block meetings with parishioners next door to 
our residence. The meeting was in session upon my arrival where my neighbors were 
vociferously denouncing the expected visit by Rev. King. After too many minutes of 
this talk there was a lull. Quietly I suggested a solution to the problem, “Let’s invite 
the Rev. King to the social center in our church for coffee and cookies to discuss his 
concerns.” There was about 10 seconds of total silence. Then all hell broke loose 
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from my Catholic neighbors. Every racist term in use at the time was spewed out. 
When the noise subsided, I addressed the bishop, and asked him if this could be done. 
He demurred saying that it wouldn’t be feasible. It was quite disappointing to me on 
two fronts. First, most of my neighbors had shown their true colors, and secondly, it 
disappointed me with our bishop’s response of meeting with Dr. King of ‘not being 
feasible.’ I heard that he had accomplished a great deal of work in rebuilding the lives 
of people in Poland after the Second World War, but here, he could do nothing for 
the lives of colored people possibly moving into this neighborhood. After the meeting 
only two of my neighbors queried what they could do to make things better. My 
popularity was quite low with the other neighbors. In fact, that Sunday at church, as I 
was going to the altar for communion, the owner of the building where that meeting 
was held was coming from the altar. When she saw me, she suddenly flashed hatred in 
her eyes just moments after receiving the Eucharist - in her mouth. I certainly didn’t 
expect the injustices of racism to follow me anymore… they did! I was quite 
disappointed by Bishop Wysislo’s response but then it wasn’t any different from 
Chicago’s Archbishop Cody’s dealing with Rev. King in 1966. “The first march went 
into Gage Park, on the far Southwest Side. Many of the people in Gage Park had 
formerly lived in Englewood, Woodlawn, and other areas that had slowly turned 
black. They were Lithuanian, Polish, Italian in ancestry. They were blue collar in 
occupation, and they were haters.  It was an ugly event. King was hit in the head with 
a rock. The bump was headlined around the world.” “Two days later, on a beautiful 
Sunday afternoon, the marchers went into Cragin, another bungalow section on the 
far Northwest Side. King had taken ill, but the other civil rights leaders were there, 
along with a large turnout of priest and nuns. Cragin is a heavily Catholic area, with 
many Poles and Italians, but that didn’t keep the nuns and priests from getting a face 
full of spit.” … “King’s people said that was just the beginning. They were going to 
hold not one, but two, maybe three, marches a day, …” “The white neighborhoods 
were furious, and much of their anger was directed at Daley.  He had given the rioting 
blacks swimming pools, now the police were beating homeowning whites. The city’s 
establishment joined in, expressing disapproval of the new tactic. Even Archbishop 
Cody, who had earlier supported King’s goals and demands, paying the price with 
sharply reduced Sunday collections in the backlash neighborhoods, now joined the 
chorus of those asking King to desist and get himself back to the good old conference 
table. James Bevel, one of King’s men snapped back: When there’s trouble, Daley 
sticks up his liberal bishop to say, ‘You’ve gone far enough.’ Well, we’ve got news for 
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the man. If the archbishop doesn’t have the courage to speak up for Christ, let him 
join the devil.”1.Boss, Mike Royko, A Plume Book  p.156-57 

 
 
 
 
Side Note to Institutional Racism   
 
CPD Telephone Tapping - 
   It was before the event when the police officer that questioned me outside of the 
school office, which was ‘How can you teach these niggers?’ that I attended evening 
classes, 1974-76, at Northeastern Illinois University studying for a master’s degree at 
the now named Jacob H. Carruthers Center for Inner City Studies (CCICS) at 700 E. 
Oakwood in Chicago. When I began my classwork there it was just The Center for 
Inner City Studies.  
   Well, it was during one class session during a discussion with other students that it 
came out that all our telephones were being tapped. It was certainly a surprise to us. 
We brought this to the attention of our instructor who then advised us that it was the 
CPD (Chicago Police Department’s Red Squad) that was tapping our phones. All of 
us were teachers in the Inner City of Chicago mainly teaching in Black communities 
or Black projects. I was one of the minorities in the class, but all of us were being 
tapped.  
   A question I’ve pondered since is why we were considered a threat to society that 
our phones would be tapped. Since we all taught in the inner city, perhaps we were 
walking in the footsteps of Fred Hampton and Mark Clark in trying to make the inner 
city a better place for families, and especially children. The telephone tapping didn’t 
seem much different than J. Edgar Hoover’s memo above,  
“… it is immaterial whether facts exist to substantiate the charge.”  
   There were many discussions about this at that time but teaching during the day and 
taking classes at night at the Center did not leave time to pursue the reason for this 
invasion of our/my privacy. During various discussions at the time one thought was 
that it was because some of us, or one of us knew someone that the Red Squad were 
interested in. That is, they weren’t watching us because of us, but perhaps because of 
somebody that we knew that they wanted to know more about. It was certainly a wide 
net the CPD threw if it included the student body and faculty. All I heard about in my 
first year of teaching at Dett was the breakfast program that the BBP had started near 
my school while my wife and I were in Panama. 
   For this journal it seemed about time to find out what the true reason was for the 
phone tapping. I filled out a FOIA request form asking for a copy of ‘my file’ and ‘the 
reason my phone had been tapped.’ The response to this request came rather quickly 
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in just about two weeks at the end of February 2020. It advised that the CPD does 
not have an existing report that contains the information from my request. It then 
goes on for ten lines of about 150 words of a convoluted reasoning why the CPD 
have no responsive records to my request. And added, was that I do have the right of 
review by the Illinois Attorney General’s Public Access Counselor in Springfield, IL. 
and I may also seek judicial review. Since there were no redacted records, it probably 
means there just wasn’t anything worthwhile to keep or there were just working notes 
that were disposed of. If there was anything worthwhile there would be a record. 
That’s just all history now, and there would be no reason for me to carry this any 
further.  
   Interestingly for me while studying at the Center it began to feel like I was entering 
the ‘Belly’ of Chicago. It was like Chicago was pregnant with twins. Of course, this 
city of my birth is large enough for a birth canal that could cover both the West and 
South sides. If ever there was a kicking pregnancy, it’s been in these separate canals as 
if by fraternal twins. Identical twins wouldn’t seem to apply because of the various 
deprecations inflicted on both sides of the city since its founding. And yes, the new 
designation of the Center honoring Dr. Carruthers is indeed appropriate. His was the 
first class I attended, and it almost overwhelmed me until I caught up with myself. It 
was both exciting and frightening for me, a neophyte in a new world, although those 
two and a half years in the bowels of the community in Panama, did warm me up for 
a new adventure on my ‘Way.’  That community which grew out of Africa and was 
rudely transported to the shores of a new world did change my world. And then there 
was an adoption that previously never entered my mind. After that a teaching position 
on Chicago’s West Side. It seemed that Dr. Carruthers and that master’s program is 
what was needed for me to begin a new chapter in my life. 
   This Institutional Racism is very insidious and very difficult or confusing to 
understand. This is because it permeates our society without the white society able to 
see it, except those who perpetuate this racism. It’s what is called the ‘blame the 
victim’ syndrome. Those who perpetuate racism say it is the fault of the black person 
or black community i.e., blaming the victim for what happened to them.  
   Let us look at who and how the cause of all racism has to do with the institutions in 
our free democratic society. These include our state and federal governments, the 
court systems, our banking, financial and real estate institutions, white Christian 
churches, education from the primary level up and through the university systems, 
and of course, local, state and federal law enforcement agencies. In other words, 
racism encompasses our total society.  
   Since the beginning of slavery our black people and black communities have been 
terrorized and it continues to this day. Our Constitution sided it because the southern 
states with their plantations would not sign the Constitution if slavery was eliminated. 
The biggest national legal farce in the Constitution was considering the Black Man as 
3/5th a man, wherein their masters could legally vote for their slaves i.e., 3/5th times 



   
 

37 
 

the number of slaves. The terrible Civil War two centuries later ended slavery 
officially, and then 101 years later President Lyndon B. Johnson signed the Civil 
Rights Act; however, still today we are confronted with institutional and implicit 
racism. Johnson’s signing happened within my lifetime. I then felt that justice was 
finally taking hold in this country. It especially felt good for the south because justice 
would prevail there as it didn’t when I was there in the army in the mid ‘50’s. Once 
again, my naivete came through when the southern Democratic members of congress 
switched to the Republican Party. They just did not want civil rights for their former 
slaves. They became the Dixiecrats. They were and still are our homespun Terrorists. 
The Ku Klux Klan and other hate groups got their license to continue their terrorism. 
Unfortunately, today in the 2020s there are still ‘Whites Only’ establishments here in 
Evanston, only without the signs. Also, throughout this country there are 6,172 White 
Supremist Groups as of 2022. SPLC (Southern Poverty Law Center) 
 
 
 
Section 10   Evanston’s True Compass Bearings  
   However, it was in putting this journal together that the past started to make sense. 
It was in Mary Barr’s book Friends Disappear, ‘The Battle for Racial Equality in 
Evanston’, (The University of Chicago Press Chicago and London 2014) that I came 
across a better understanding of Evanston’s true compass bearings. Perhaps the 
following will shed light on this reality:  
   Race and class diversity shaped this early suburb. Founding fathers espoused 
principles of Methodism, including abolitionism and prohibition, while subtly 
excluding blacks from the political and social spheres. Whites monopolized the 
lakefront for luxury homes and recreational activities. They pushed blacks to vacant 
land hidden from view, near industry and a sanitary (sewage) canal. Separation was 
reinforced through street circulation, racial covenants, and zoning policies ensuring 
that there was little social interaction between racial groups. A white privileged class 
enjoyed economic advantage working as professionals in Chicago’ loop during the 
day, retreating to comfortable homes at night. A black working class serviced wealthy 
lifestyles that placed white women at the center of the domestic sphere. A nonpartisan 
city government consisted of a mayor and eighteen aldermen, but Evanston was a 
solidly Republican town until Lyndon B. Johnson carried it in 1964. Barr .p. 255 
   Segregated diversity was celebrated. There were two Evanston’s, one white and one 
black. There were separate hospitals. There were two YMCAs. Religious institutions 
were also segregated. There were many churches, but no synagogues until 1964, when 
Beth Emmet was built. The elementary schools were also racially divided. Whites were 
not openly hostile but viewed blacks in patronizing terms and would not have 
considered them social equals. Advancement did not come because of the intense 
involvement of whites. Ibid p.256 
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   “The security of the class system was puzzling given the resources of good schools, 
social services, and exposure to middle-class values available to residents living in an 
affluent suburb. Outwardly at least, it seemed that everyone would benefit, but 
Evanston’s wealth didn’t seem to make a difference for poor and working-class 
blacks. … Moreover, affluent members could not fall from their place of privilege, no 
matter how many mistakes they made. Environment had nothing and everything to 
do with life chances. The paucity of social mobility as well as the fixed placement of 
the elite reaffirmed racial hierarchies.”Ibid p.9  
   And what was needed to cement this segregated system was - “Coded language 
disguises underlying racist practices. De facto segregation suggested that inequalities 
were both accidental and unavoidable, and therefore outside the reach of the 
Fourteenth Amendment.” (Declared covenants unconstitutional). As a legal doctrine, 
de facto the term means “innocent segregation.” (Covenants referred to the insidious 
contracts that existed between realtors to sell housing, bankers to provide mortgages, 
and homeowners. It meant that those buying a home in Evanston, had to sign a 
covenant or contract that they would never sell their home to a Jewish or Black 
family.) School districts were organized using a “neighborhood model,” an innocuous 
term connoting community and tradition rather than racial exclusion. As a result, 
student bodies were either all white or all black. Local politicians employed a less 
pejorative term, “racial imbalance,” when referring to enrollment figures. Opponents 
of integration hoped to stir up fears about individual rights that were quashed by a 
dictatorial government, when they used the expression “forced busing.” Residential 
segregation was explained away as a product of “individual preference” and “free 
market forces,” not as being caused by a discriminatory real-estate industry and racial 
preferences of white owners. Ibid p. 20 
   Using racial covenants and zoning policies, suburbs sealed themselves off from 
groups they didn’t want as neighbors during the mid-twentieth century. Many 
communities that line Chicago’s north shore still exemplify this trend. Ibid p. 15 It wasn’t 
until September 7, 1967 that 10,000 elementary and junior high school students were 
integrated in 20 schools for the first time in Evanston. At that time I had just 
obtained my first teaching position in Chicago at the Jirka Elementary School where I 
met principal Ms. Joan Ferris.  
   We, of course, knew nothing of the above racist history of Evanston regarding the 
educational system, housing and Northwestern University’s role in all of this. There 
was… “an even deeper fissure between what’s said about Evanston, and what, really 
happens, there. The city rests on and reproduces racial inequality and injustice, but 
most don’t want to know about it.” Ibid. p. 255  
   Another surprise for me was Northwestern University. In the mid-50s a close friend 
was a student there and we walked the campus on various occasions. Overt racism 
was not evident anywhere. That was the de facto part of a false persona of the 
Evanston community. A true picture of this community was brought out with a 



   
 

39 
 

comparison of Northwestern University (Evanston, Illinois) and Yale University 
(New Haven, Connecticut) in the following section.  
   “(The Universities) … shared something more destructive, than their similarities of 
age, architecture, city grid and racial diversity. In both cities racism serves as an 
organizing principle for residential areas, educational opportunities, and occupational 
stratification. In both cities a privileged white neighborhood is located alongside a 
poor black community, and the territorial margins of these locales are typified by 
interaction between middle-classs whites and black service workers.” Ibid p. 3,4   
   Unbeknownst to most: “Black students at Northwestern had endured 
discrimination and insults for years without coordinated protests in response. That 
changed when Martin Luther King Jr. was assassinated on April 4, 1968.” Two 
student groups, For Members Only (FMO) and the Afro-American Student Union 
(AASU) took over Northwestern’s bursar’s office on May 3, 1968. This was the nerve 
center of the university since their new computers, controlled payroll and records for 
the undergraduate college in Evanston and their professional schools in Chicago. 
After two days of negotiations the officials agreed to most of the student requests. 
And most interesting was that they stated: “Northwestern admits that for most of its 
history it has been a racist institution.” Ibid. p. 203-4 
 
Northwestern’s practices were especially egregious. - 
   ““Property owners routinely failed to bring their building up to code. 
Northwestern’s practices were especially egregious. The university’s growth and 
expansion contributed to the housing shortage by displacing residents when housing 
was razed to make room for new construction. In one such case, ninety families were 
evicted when Northwestern began construction on a graduate housing center. The 
university was collecting income from vast property holdings throughout the city but 
was exempt from municipal, state, and federal taxes, not giving back to the 
community from which it was gaining. In a black neighborhood on the west side of 
Maple Avenue, university-owned property consisted of “dilapidated, slummy-looking 
structures which the university has neglected to keep in good repair.” The apartments 
could only be described as “social blight as evidenced by two recent fires.”” 
Northwestern University called Slumlord.” North Shore Examiner 2, no. 14 (February 1970)   
   The city’s policy of demolishing low-cost housing for the poor in order to build 
parks and playgrounds for the middle class came to a fore in November 1969. … 
Low-income blacks were paying the price for city parks. NAW (Neighbors at Work) 
pointed to a 1944 report titled “Evanston Housing – Some Facts, Some Problems” as 
evidence that the city had historically made a conscious effort to segregate. Published 
by the committee on postwar planning, the report revealed the motivation behind 
park acquisitions: “In considering the matter of parks, the committee has had in mind 
not only the use of park areas as recreational facilities, but also their use as ‘buffers’ or 
‘green area.” The report elaborated on the committees’ true intentions: “areas might 
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be acquired as buffer strips between different localities, and…in certain instances, the 
acquiring of such buffer strips might be worth many times their cost in the preventing 
of the spread of blight and other deterioration in certain neighborhoods.” This 
approach was utilized in 1963 when the Evanston Planning Commission acquired 
additional parklands to “suit specific needs of the areas they serve.” The language of 
the report was purposefully vague, but it was clear that “preventing spread” and 
“certain neighborhoods” were references to the black community. Barr, p. 190-91  
    

Parallel Reality                                                                          
I didn’t see nor taste racism, but I started to feel it through my son, via the  
Evanston educational system as mentioned above. In 1993 the city was more 
accurately described by sociologist Ruth Frankenberg’s term quasi integrated. P. 21 
   For example, when we moved to Evanston, our son entered 2nd grade at Central    
School on Main Street, USA as mentioned above. After a few weeks in school, his 
whole demeanor changed. Before that, his first grade was in a small parochial school, 
on the north side of Chicago. He attended that school after we arrived from Panama 
in ’71. My wife and I were concerned that perhaps he started school at a disadvantage 
because of being in a new country. We were quite uncertain how he would adjust, as 
we had just come from the “bush” to a large city environment. In a very short time, 
he adjusted well and became tops in the class. He ran to school every morning and 
absorbed everything. His teacher liked him, because of his rapid progress, and 
pleasant youthful personality. 
   At the new school in Evanston within days he started to stutter, his eyes blinked 
uncontrollably, and he didn’t want to go to school. He made excuses every morning. 
This was totally unlike him. Of course, the problem had to be at school. My wife and 
I went and talked to the teacher. I queried about his having to read the simple 2nd and 
3rd grade books, when he was reading my 5th and 6th grades books at home. These 
were books from my school on Chicago’s west side where I was the Special Reading 
Teacher. She explained that he had to read all the 2nd and then 3rd grade books, before 
he could move on to anything higher. We explained that he was top in his 1st grade 
class in Chicago. She said that “Oh, he couldn’t be the top student in her class, 
because little Susie over there was the smartest in the class. She has a high I.Q.” That 
said it all. (Second graders are not given I.Q. tests.) Being light skinned and 
transferred from a Chicago school, he was assigned to the bottom class at Central 
Elementary School. Apparently, there was no placement test nor a regard for 1st 
grade records from his previous school. His teacher couldn’t see him as a high 
achieving student. He didn’t fit her profile of a smart young student. We thanked her 
and went directly to the assistant principal. We explained our meeting with the teacher 
and told him we wanted our son out of that class immediately. He was in a different 
class the next day. He immediately stopped stuttering, his blinking stopped, and he 
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ran off to school in the morning again. He was moving along at his own pace and was 
doubled promoted at the end of that year.  

   This experience typifies what the organization FOCUS (Federation of Citizens for 
an Unsegregated Society) was concerned about. “Chief among the group’s worries 
was academic tracking, a practice of sorting students into classes based on presumed 
academic abilities. Tracking, FOCUS maintained, fosters educational discrimination 
and injustice by reducing the challenge and motivation for educational excellence.” Ibid, 
p. 202  
   School District 202 (High School) board members listened to this same issue four 
years earlier at Mt. Zion Baptist Church here in Evanston. That was in 1968. Our 
school visit was in 1972. Apparently, the message of FOCUS had not filtered down to 
schoolteachers or personnel in those four years. That 2nd grade teacher was not one to 
instill achievement goals in too many of her students. It was a while before we learned 
that the total school system had just been integrated six years prior to our arrival in 
Evanston.  
   The same scenario occurred at ETHS (Evanston Township High School) in the 
next anecdote.  
   There was still that reality when our son went to register at ETHS and a woman 
counseled him to take some easy courses. Again, this was the same experience at 
Central School for second grade and now again for high school-that ‘presumed 
academic abilities’ tracking. She may have been a volunteer to assist on a busy day. 
She didn’t have any idea about him or his records from his middle school. If she was 
talking to him as a staff member, she was terribly prejudiced. She was probably 
following the protocol of the segregated system that had been part of the high school 
before my son arrived. She was apparently being nice to a boy, whom she felt 
wouldn’t be able to handle any difficult courses. 
   He did finally register with the proper person. This one had his records from middle 
school, and he was assigned to all honors classes. His first year went well with 
excellent grades and such; however, in the second week of his sophomore year we 
talked about his new honor classes, but he skirted around discussing the Chem/Phys 
classes. When prodded about them, he finally told us that the chemistry class was fine, 
and the instructor was good. The physics class was another issue. He didn’t have a 
chair or a desk. When we asked if he was the only student of color in the class, he 
affirmed it. The next morning my wife and I were conferring with the principal of his 
school, as to what was transpiring in that class. He said that he would take care of it. 
A desk and chair were provided that day. That physics teacher was retired in two 
weeks. Again, it must be remembered that the high school had just been integrated a 
few years earlier.  
   Ah yes, however, “The high school was integrated, if only because it was the only 
one in town. But students were re-segregated within a desegregated school. Instead of 
promoting social equality, the school reinforced social hierarchies by indoctrinating 
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children in culturally prescribed ways. The institution created racial difference and 
promoted segregation through semi-independent schools established to manage large 
enrollments. Blacks were made historically and socially invisible in the curriculum, and 
all the students were divided and sorted by race and class through academic tracking.”  
Ibid, 198-9   
   Our son was reluctant to relate most of his experiences dealing with racism. Most of 
the time it was below him to deal with such nonsense, and generally walked away 
from remarks or taunts. He was physically strong, and inflicted punishment on those 
who pushed him too far. However, we did realize that there was something not right 
in his total school experiences as other issues had been occurring that befuddled us. 
Again, a colleague at my school, who had met him on the several occasions, 
recommended we see a black psychiatrist on north Michigan Avenue, in Chicago. She 
felt that perhaps he could be of help. It was about this time that other issues were 
occurring with our son that befuddled us. We sought out this psychiatrist for 
consultation and advice. He gave our son an I.Q. test, the results of which totally 
astonished us. After the test our son was advised that he could be anyone he wanted. 
His score was high enough to be a member of Mensa International. This organization 
is for anyone who scores in the top 2% of the population intellectually. He was in the 
top 1%. The doctor put it clearly, he could be a doctor, lawyer or even a bum. It was 
up to him. This certainly explained a great deal. It became apparent why he could 
breeze through assignments and exams. Also, why some teachers turned him off… 
because of ‘their’ lack of depth. What a crazy situation! We adopted a boy from the 
‘bush’ of Panama because of his abundant energy and desire to learn, and we find that 
we have a genius. I certainly thanked my colleague, Mrs. Helen McClain for her 
insight in the recommendation of Dr. Kerr.  
   Our son had determined his destiny at the age of five. It was then in my wife’s Head 
Start class that he decided that he wanted to go back with us to America. His 
grandmother told that to me while we were walking and talking just a month or so 
before we came back to the U.S. She said that he had told his family over a year earlier 
that he wanted to go with ‘teacha’ and ‘Mr. Lahry’ when they went back to America. 
At first, adopting him was out of the question. My wife and I discussed the 
ramifications that we would be put through as a mixed family in Chicago. It was more 
my reluctance to adopt because of the harsh realities that the three of us would have 
to face. He, more so, because we couldn’t be with him 24/7 and protect him from the 
racist realities of our society. Although he was cute and eager to learn, would he be 
just another minority on society’s periphery? That concept was quite worrisome. My 
wife and I deliberated a great deal. It was his personality and spirit that won us over. 
We adopted him and the impact was immediate. We had to deal with much more than 
we imagined. 
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Revisit ELI -  
   An unexpected awareness was brought to my attention while attending an in-service 
meeting in the ELI (Educational Leadership Institute) as mentioned in Chapter I. All 
of us, principals, teachers and parents, were questioned about our backgrounds and 
different aspects of our lives. Then Dr. JoAnn Brown, president of the program, told 
me in a group meeting that I was a risk-taker. She was good at pointing out traits 
about the participants that may not have been obvious to them. Well, I didn’t feel 
there was a risky aspect about me, because of my having been very careful in my 
various endeavors since being a teen. I asked her to explain what she meant. She said 
it was because we had adopted a Panamanian boy with an African heritage. Also, I 
had been a paratrooper, and then had hitchhiked for over half a year throughout 
Europe and into North Africa. Being a paratrooper was simple. Unbeknownst to me, 
and against my wishes, while in the army, orders were cut for me to go to OCS 
(Officers Candidate School) after my basic training. I circumvented those orders 
because I felt more comfortable jumping out of a plane for a year, than being an 
officer for 20 or 30 years. As mentioned above, being an officer was my father’s 
dream. It had become more like my nightmare.             
   As far as knocking around Europe, it was a dream fulfilled. There were dangers I 
didn’t expect, but I got through them. But she was correct. Adopting our son was a 
risk, but for whom? The reality turned out to be, that we had put our son at risk by 
bringing him into a racist society. There was not the racism in Panama as there was 
here, except with the Panama Canal Company and the United Fruit Company. 
Although years earlier I saw this racism in Georgia, North Carolina and Alabama in 
the mid ‘50s outside of Ft. Benning and Ft. Bragg, I didn’t feel it until the reality of 
my son having to deal with it, first in Chicago when we returned with him from 
Panama when he was six years old, and then Evanston. His personality wouldn’t let 
him be treated like anything less than he was. He phrased it quite well in a letter to me 
when he was an adult years ago. “Since I was not raised to be attuned to the subtleties 
of racism most things just pass over my head, which disarms people and results in 
them not having any ‘buttons to push.’ No one has ever prevented anything I desired 
as a result of how I looked.” I’m sure that cop above would have said, “How could 
you adopt a nigger?” At least, that is what my wife’s uncle said to me at a party, at 
‘our’ house just a couple of years after we returned from Panama. He had too many 
Bushmills, and it gushed out of his lips, because it was certainly on his mind. Yes, 
disgust again. He forgot or didn’t want to remember that which had once applied to 
‘himself’ (an Irish term referring to a man in the family): ‘Help wanted! Irish need not 
apply.” My son fought the system of racism his own way, and at times did suffer for 
it. That’s why for years I questioned myself if adoption was the right thing. It was 
tough. We adopted for the right reason but didn’t truly understand the cruelty of our 
racist society. We suffered through his suffering. He’s a man now and a husband, 
father, ER doctor and has gone through many more risks than me.  
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   Seeing and knowing what he has gone through has made me wonder how I would 
have survived if I had been born black. I certainly could not have done all that I’ve 
accomplished. The doors would not have been open for me. The opportunities would 
not have been there because I would not have had that ‘white privilege.’ 
   The book “Chalk Talk” was dedicated to my son Dr. Samuel McCarthy O’Flaherty 
but there should also be an acknowledgment to all of my former students of R. 
Nathaniel Dett Elementary School; as well as, all the children raised in this country 
who are a shade ‘off white.” My doctor son has achieved a great deal in his life since 
opting to leave the ‘bush’ of Panama with his ‘teacha’ and ‘Mr. Lahry’ at the age of 5. 
However, the fact is that his accomplishments are eclipsed by what he had to 
overcome to do what he did. My students in the Horners had it worse. All Blacks and 
Browns must ‘overcome’ many more hurdles than their White contemporaries of like 
aptitudes and intelligences to gain what they do. If our White population had to face 
the hurdles they set for the colored populations, their achievements would be limited, 
and we would not be the country we think we are.   
   Being born and raised on the north side of Chicago took me away from the reality 
of the segregated ghettos of the West and South sides. Another reality struck me years 
later, after open housing legislation, that as a kid I saw black people getting off street 
cars on Broadway or buses on Sheridan Road, to work domestically in white homes, 
but now they are getting on buses on the north side to go to work downtown or 
wherever. What a crazy and good reality of the change that has taken place in my 
lifetime. Unfortunately, there still exists the reality that racism is alive and well in 
Chicago, Evanston and throughout the country.  
 
 
 
Section 11 - Perseverance Wins the Day 
   The following will shed light on previous cases of racial discrimination here in 
Evanston. This is especially for those who should have been honor students in their 
day. These two men are examples of how black students were treated in the 
educational system before schools were integrated (and even after). They more 
importantly represent the tenacity, strength and courage it took to overcome the 
hurdles thrust upon Evanston’s black community:  
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Bill Logan – Evanston Resident 
 
“Not much prejudice in elementary school.”                                                     
“Probably the one that slapped me in the face the most was my experience at ETHS 
(Evanston Township High School) where I ran into so many prejudice teachers.”                                 
>1st Black student to win the Myerson Award for football excellence. 
>1st Black football Captain 
>Senior Class Vice President 
>Football Scholarship Western Illinois U. (In a prejudiced white town.) 
>Korean War – Air Force 6 years. (Faced prejudice in Air Force for 4 years and for 
two years in Korea and Japan.) 
>Hired by the police department (Old system – no blacks promoted, and they 
couldn’t patrol in white neighborhoods, except for emergencies.) There were 6 or 7 
other black officers. 
>Dr. MLK Jr.’s bodyguard in 1960’s. MLK told him to keep the faith and keep 
dreaming for the promotion that was so elusive. 
>Encouraged he took police courses at four universities and passed the sergeants 
exam. 
>First Black Sergeant. 
>Lieutenant two years later. 
>Captain two years later. 
>First Deputy Chief 10 years later FBI Academy (Encountered racism from white 
police officers from around the country.)                                                                       
>Chief of EPD (Evanston Police Department) in 1984.                        
>Retired 1987 * *Conversation with Blacks in Evanston, Illinois, George W. Williams, Amer Literary Press, p.247 
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Sanders Hicks – Evanston Resident                   
    
   Foster School 1933-1941. Left Evanston H. S. 1945 to go into military service, 
receiving a high school diploma upon his return in 1947. All the teachers at Foster 
School were white except Mr. Bouyer P.E. teacher. No homework assignments for 
eight years, he said, made him “ill-prepared for the demands of high school.” His 
intelligence kept him away from the “x” level designation, reserved mostly for Foster 
School graduates. (They received no preparation for high school or college.) Although 
he could not get into advanced level classes (in high school), a white math teacher 
recognized his skills and recommended him for trigonometry. The principal denied 
him. Upon appeal the school superintendent also denied him. He faced discrimination 
in the military, but hardened by his military experiences he learned not to take white’s 
prejudice personally. With his “enormous self-control, he was able to rise above it.” 
   More of this occurred when he applied to Evanston’s all white fire department. He 
placed last on a list of thirteen. The racist fire chief died shortly thereafter, and 
Sanders was selected to join the force in 1950. He was aided by the city manager who 
encouraged the hiring of black recruits. He was given the worst jobs and received ill 
treatment and isolation from the other fire fighters for seven years, until he was finally 
invited to eat with them and share recreational activities. They just didn’t think blacks 
would go into a burning building nor could they stay away from home for 24 hours. 
He put up with the racism as long as he wasn’t mistreated. Then a few more blacks 
were hired. He couldn’t join the union for 15 years. On the positive side he didn’t 
have to pay union dues for that time period but did receive all the benefits. He felt 
that his experience was no different than other blacks in integrated jobs.  
He hung in there and was promoted to:  
   Captain in 1963. 
   Assistant Fire Chief in 1973. 
   Chief of EFD (Evanston Fire Department) in 1980.   
   Retired in 1987.  * 
*Perspectives in Black and White, Michael Frank Miles, Publisher: Lulu, p.100-01 
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Section 12 - Implicit Racism  
   Would the concept of Implicit Racism be understood, which is the inherent, 
understood and unquestioning knowledge that everyone other than Whites, are 
inferior? It is said that this is true without a doubt about it. That’s why it would be 
quite difficult for Whites to walk in the shoes and footfalls of a Black person. Whites 
are not watched when they enter a store or walk down the street. Whites take for 
granted the freedom they must walk, talk and do whatever they want.  We saw on TV 
and read about Blacks being shot for running away from police. So, do Whites 
understand how difficult it is for a Black guy to just jog the streets for exercise, and 
not be thought of as running away for having done something criminal.   
   Two examples of implicit racism were eye openers and exampled by me both at my 
home in Evanston and the Horners. The first dealt with what I call ‘my welfare 
mortgage.’ In the 1970s I’d heard many times that those living in public housing in the 
projects were getting a good deal being on welfare with low or free rent. They were 
cheating the system and making the rest of us pay for it. When one hears something 
like that long and often enough then one can assume it is true. Assume is an 
interesting word, in that it can make an ass out of u and me! In the case of the public 
housing rents that was the case.  
   Here I had just bought a house on Main Street in Evanston. It was two stories with 
three bedrooms upstairs and full bath, and four rooms and half bath on the first floor, 
and a basement. It was on a lot 50’ wide by 172’ deep with a two-car garage and a 
rental cottage in the back. There were front, side and back yards. I was shocked to 
find out later that my mortgage payments were lower than what a family with mother, 
father and two children were paying in rent, in the Henry Horner Homes for their 
apartment. You figure it out. 
   And then the second example. A couple of years later I arrived early at school and 
there was a parking spot on Maypole Avenue just across the street from the main 
entrance. Great! Couldn’t find a better and safer place to park than that. However, at 
the end of the school day and in my car, there was just silence, aside from the clicking 
sound when I turned the ignition key on. To my astonishment upon lifting the hood 
there was just a space where the battery should have been. My battery had been stolen 
in front of the school and nobody noticed. I couldn’t believe it. What I had been 
warned about had happened. So, now what? How do I get home? Another teacher 
said that he could jump start my car and I could drive home, but don’t let the motor 
die along the way. Well, the pedal was to the medal all those twelve agonizing miles up 
Western Avenue that afternoon.  
   What I had been warned about had happened. Queries flowed, “Why are you 
teaching there?” “It can be dangerous!” “You could be robbed.” Etc, etc.  
   (Implicitly), that was in the projects and what was one to expect!? That is, until a 
year later when my car wouldn’t start in the morning on my way to school. Again, 
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someone had stolen my battery overnight from my car, that was parked in the alley 
behind my house on that country-wide well known - Main Street. 
   That begged the question of the difference between my home neighborhood and 
my school neighborhood. 
.  
    There’s always been the question of why black people can’t stand up, forget the 
past and move on with their lives. I believe it has been put in proper perspective from 
what was published by The Atlantic magazine, 
http://www.thealtantic.com/business/print/2014/06/home-is-where-the –hatred-
is/373510/. The article titled “Home Is Where the Hated Is” by Ta-Nehisi Coates 
gives a wonderful synopsis of what I call terrorism on our shores from the plantations 
to Christian Churches, the Atlantic to Pacific, Congress to Wall Street and from 
Chicago’s West Side Horners to Northshore Evanston. 
   In Coates book, “The Case for Reparations”, he tried to move the lens from the 
enslaved and focus on their descendants. I got it past the “but they’re all long dead” 
argument. Also, once you understand enslavement as central – not ancillary – to 
American history, you can then easily intuit that it would have some serious effects on 
policy 100 years later. When you then consider what directly followed enslavement – 
disenfranchisement, pogroms, land theft, terrorism, the entire suite of plunder – it 
seems inconceivable that 20th century domestic policy would not be awash in white 
supremacy.”  
   Coates then skillfully analyzes Kenneth Jackson’s “Crabgrass Frontier” which 
explains the shape of America’s cities and suburbs. “In painstaking detail, Jackson 
shows how the Federal Housing Administration and the Homeowner’s Loan 
Corporation subsidized segregation and helped author the wealth gap. I’d heard about 
redlining before, but Jackson’s book really laid out, in detail, how federal policy 
worked.  
   Next Coates looks at Isabel Wilkerson’s “The Warmth of Other Suns”. “More 
importantly, for my work, she reversed a popular trend to conflate impoverishment 
with racism and pretend as though “the black poor” are the “real” problem. If only 
quietly, Wilkerson builds a strong case that the policy of the American government 
has not been to encourage a black middle class, but to discourage it and open it for 
plunder.”  
   In focusing on Chicago, Coates went to Beryl Satter’s book, “Family Properties” the 
history of contract lending in the city. Her book covers many matters. “It is a history 
of housing. It is an analysis of relationships between black and Jewish communities. 
And it is a family memoir (her dad was both a housing activist and a landlord.) But 
most importantly it is an account of how federal policy was used to fleece people – 
many of whom are still living.    
   Coates – “What I saw in all of these books that was so damning was intent. 
Government policy toward African Americans is not an argument for the 
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ineffectuality of government, on the contrary it is an argument for just how effective 
government can be. The intent of mid-20th -century policy was the elevation of a 
white middle class and the preservation of white supremacy. The policy was a rousing 
success.” 
   Well, how could all this be understood if you haven’t lived it or lived with someone 
going through it. This reality came with our adoption. The only thing that a concerned 
person can do is walk beside the victims of racism and perhaps ease their discomforts, 
open a door for them or do whatever you can to help. Of course, as this country 
percentagewise becomes more non-white then, perhaps things will become more 
equitable, as at the present time this country is almost a majority of colored minorities 
population wise.   
   There is nothing any of us can do about who we are, being born black or white; 
however, there is something ‘equitably’ we can do about how we deal with the color 
of our skins, both black, white or anywhere in between.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
                        
 
                                Bottom Line… 
 
 
 
 
 
 …If my wife and I had known all the above, it is quite doubtful that we would have 
bought a home here in 1972. 
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Section 12 – Photo Gallery  
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Old St. Patrick’s Cont’d 
 
In the Introduction to the book “Chalk Talk” I referred to the Old St. Patrick’s 
building across the street from Dett School. The BBP (Black Panther Party) member 
there was setting up the after-school tutoring and band programs. Also mentioned 
was the assignation of Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. in 1968. Let’s continue that 
conversation here and the influence of Violence in this community! 
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                             
It was two years before this time that Fred Hampton, Deputy Chairman of the Illinois 
Chapter of the BPP (Black Panther Party) lived at 2337 West Monroe just two and 
half blocks from our school. He was instrumental in putting together a nonaggression 
pact among the city’s most powerful street gangs, as well as being a leader in activities 
for the black community. He was skilled in organizing, oratory and had a personal 
charisma. He and Mark Clark, a fellow member of the BPP, were assassinated on 
December 4, 1969, in a raid organized by Cook County State’s Attorney Edward V. 
Hanrahan. It was carried out by a tactical unit of his office, in conjunction with the 
Chicago Police Department and the Federal Bureau of Investigation. 
   “Although the FBI special agent in San Francisco wrote J. Edgar Hoover, head of 
the FBI, that his investigation of the BPP revealed in his city, at least, that the 
Panthers were primarily feeding breakfast to children.” Hoover was incensed and 
wanted evidence that the BPP “was a violent-prone organization seeking to overthrow 
the Government, by revolutionary means.” Hoover was willing to use false claims to 
attack his political enemies.  On one memo he wrote: “Purpose of counterintelligence 
action is to disrupt the BPP, and it is immaterial whether facts exist to substantiate the 
charge.” Wikipedia, FBI Investigation p. 2   
 
                     ***************************************** 
 
   This is an example of how the largest federal agency the FBI (Federal Bureau of 
Investigation) together with a county’s States Attorney and a local Police Force can 
team up to suppress (assassinate) two community leaders because of - the color of 
their skin. 
   The following readings will detail how this affects one community on Chicago’s 
West Side. 
 
                          
                          
 
 
 
 



   
 

69 
 

 
  Appendix 1           Violence on Chicago’s West Side…Student’s Analysis 
 
 
 ‘Children of Violence on the West Side’ - ‘Grief’s Children’                                                  
   
    Overhanging all the challenges in the classroom is one constant: violence in the 
surrounding environment. This racist imprint of our country has manifested itself 
harshly upon our minority black population. 
   Here are the responses to the survey ‘Children of Violence on the West Side.’ and 
the video ‘Grief’s Children.’ After discussions about this, I put together the survey 
below to better understand the reality of my students’ experiences.                                                  
   My students were in a Federal Title I program. The class was limited to no more 
than fifteen students, and this is the reason there were only eleven responses to the 
survey. 
 
Class Survey after watching video – ‘Grief’s Children.’ 

1. Is this video accurate (true)? 
2. What kinds of violence have you encountered? 
3. What are your fears? 
4. Is it easy for you to be violent against someone else? 
5. Would you be a different person if you lived somewhere else? 
6. How different would your parents be in a different neighborhood? 
7. Do you feel stress? 
8. What does life mean to you? 
9. What part does school have for you now and in the future? 
10. Did you like this video? Why? 

                                                                              

Students answer the above questions on the following pages.  
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Student Three 

 
1. This movie is very accurate to me because It’s telling us the things that happened 

to the childern 
2. I have been encounted in violence but niver got shot or any other thing 
3. My fears when they I get I get scared. 
4. No it is not easy form me to be violent against someones 
5. Yes  I would be a different personif I lived somewhere else 
6. It would be safer for the parents to let the kids go out 
7. Yes I do geel stress because I get tired of the shooting and fighting that be going on.  
8. Life is a very important thing to me 
9.  The school has a very important par for me 
10. Yes I did like this video. Because It was showing us what was happening 

 
 
 
Student Four 
 

1. Yes this video is very true. 
2. I have encountered all kind of violence. 
3. My fear is that some thing will happy to my people. 
4. Some time it is very easy. 
5. May be and may be not. 
6. My parents will be very different. 
7. No I don’t feel stress. 
8. Life is a Step up for me. 
9. It has no efft on me 
10. Yes I like the videocueas it explaine a lot 
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Student Five 
 
 
   (1)    Yes it is true 
   (2)    I got beat up 
   (3)    People will stop shooting other people  
           and not kill people 
   (4)    No its no easy to hert some body 
   (5)    No I want to be a different person  
           Because I am the same way 
   (6)   The will ver happy and the  
           will have no urgurment 
   (7)   No I don’t feel stress wright now  
            Because I feel great  
   (8)   Life means a lot to it means people has 
            No life I think get I have som life 
   (9)   It have  
   (10) Yes I like 
    
 
 
Student Six 
 
 
   1. I think this vidio is true 

2.  Ive encountered many violence around my house 
3. My fear is how I die. Besides my parents 
4. No 
5. I would be a free person 
6. My perents are safe living in another place 
7. I feel very angry. 
8. it mean a lot ot me 
9. it does very much How 
10.No, to much violets   
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Student Seven 
 
 

1. Yes it is true 
2. Yes I have not bee in stuf lilke that. 
3. that I might get killd or rap. 
4. Kid off sometimes its not. 
5. Yes I will. 
6. They mide will be off of Drugs. 
7. No I don’t. 
8. Something 

 
 
Student Eight 
 
 

1. Yes the video is true 
2. I havnt been in know violence because my family makes sure I am not around 

gangs but I say gangs are every were. 
3. The fears I have Is guns, and gang. 
4. No because I believe some gang bangers are nice most of the them are in gangs for 

attention not for killing.  
5. Yes Ill be a little different because Ill be living in a safe area and clean no fighting I 

love it. 
6. My mother and the rest of my family would be glad to leave this place because my 

mother allways say Devon we will make it I know were stugling but well make it. 
7. Some times I fill scared but I pray I get home safe. 
8. It means a lot to me I want to achieve in life 
9. Its keeping me away from gangs when Im in school   I think I play an important 

part in school 
10. Yes I like this video because it bring out the true meaning in killing 
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Student Nine 
 
 

1. Yes 
2. No 
3. being shot at stave (stab) or hurt in any other way 
4. No 
5. I would be different by not jumping ever time I hear a gun shot or anything. 
6. Maybe they would feel safety by let there kids go out en wouldn’t have to worrie 
7. NO 
8. Love, peace, and very good Education 
9. Education 
10. Yes because its happened in Real life tin at people but some just don’t  surve 

 
 
 
 
 
Student Ten 
 
 

1. Yes 
2. I Got shot in the arm 
3. My Fear is when a crook comes into my House and something 
4. No 
5. Kind of 
6. They would be nice and happy 
7. A lot 
8. Love peace and Happiness 
9. Yes 
10. No, to much violents         
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Student Eleven 
 
 

1. Yes it is Because it happen years after years 
2. I have no Ben in no games (gangs) Because it can interfear with your School work 
3. Shooting fighting and other Bad fears 
4. The games will make you aurn and want to fight ant your familyies. 
5. I will like in a house Be it will make me and my family fill Batter 
6. Us will Be the Same 
7. I feel strise when I gone readey to go home. 
8. It mean a lot to me.  I want ot achievement my life 
9. Because I can play Basketball in the future 
10. To may shooting     
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Appendix 2   4 Years Later – Student’s Violence Survey 
    
   The fourteen 6th graders worked in teams of two and surveyed 174 students and 
nine of their teachers from 4th through 8th grades.  
   The ages of the students surveyed ranged from about 10 to 14. This survey, like any 
area of Statistical Analysis, presents a very good graphic synopsis of a subject area. 
Although later, after tallying the results, a question was put to me because of some 
inaccurate responses to one question. This dealt with the question of, how factual are 
statistics? Well, such a simple question was aptly answered many years ago by Samuel 
Clemens, pen name Mark Twain. He was quoted once as saying, “There are lies, there 
are damned lies, and then there are statistics.”  However, this is to assure you that 
there are no lies in this survey although there was a misunderstanding of one question. 
That was, ‘Has this ever happened to you?’ regarding the 15 categories of violence.  
Five students filled in choice ‘A’ which was Killing which of course could not be 
accurate, as again of course, because they would not have been alive to report it. This 
was a youthful misunderstanding of this question format. Although, the reality of the 
errors in the survey made me realize that I don’t remember ever discussing violence or 
killing from ages 10–14, let alone experiencing them in my neighborhood.  
   The balance of this survey does give an excellent portrayal of the difficulties our 
students had to confront daily, in the confines of their community. And again, they 
put this survey together from what they felt was pertinent to their reality of living in 
Henry Horner Homes.  
 
 
 
The survey:    
                     Community Problems 

A. Has this ever happened to you? 
B. Has this almost happened to you? 
C. Has this ever happened to one of your relatives? 
D. Has this ever happened to one of your friends? 

Place the above letters where they apply in the following categories: 
1. Killing          …………………..___ 
2. Shootings       …………………___ 
3. Drugs          …………………..___ 
4. Rape           ……………............___ 
5. Stealing       ...…………………..___    
6. Child Abuse     …………….........___ 
7. Fighting        …………………..___ 
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8. Kidnapping     ………………..___ 
9. Gang Bangers   ………………..___ 
10. Guns          …………………___   
11. Knives         ………………...___ 
12. Bad Dreams     ……………….___ 
13. Suicide         ……………...…___   
14. Disease         …………….......___ 
15. T.A.P. (Teen Age Pregnancy) …..___ 
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Many thanks to Sharita Cenac and Alice Chang for their contribution to the development of these 
graphs and tables. 
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Appendix 3   Letters: From The Students to The Powers 
    
After analyzing the responses to the surveys, the class decided that they would write 
letters to the powers to be. Letters were sent to:   
     
      President Bill Clinton 
      Senator Paul Simon 
      Senator Carol Mosely Brown 
      Governor Jim Edgar 
      Mayor Richard M. Daley 
      Superintendent CPS (Chicago Public Schools) Matt Rodriguez 
      Head CHA (Chicago Housing Authority) Vince Lane 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The letters and replies are on the following pages: 
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Conclusion    
   The personal value of this survey along with their written letters was perhaps a 
catharsis for the students; that is, a relief of emotions from their environment of 
violence. I imagine that it also affected me in that manner. I saw this with the 
excitement of my students. It was apparent to me that they were getting something 
out of it themselves by putting these fifteen categories of violence on paper. The act 
of going in teams to the various classrooms and explaining the survey to the students 
and teachers instilled a leadership role. Writing letters to governmental leaders gave 
voice to their need for a solution to violence surrounding them. One of the students 
expressed well his experience when he was explaining the survey to a class. The 
teacher asked him questions about the survey and how it began. He told me that he 
was excited about answering her questions, but more importantly, he felt that he 
taught a teacher something.                           
 
 
 
Retrospect  
   In the upper cycles it was exciting to watch student groups take ownership of 
presenting a lesson to the class. Their collaborations were remarkable. The focus was 
always on those who were not achieving, those still struggling trying to achieve, and 
those who needed a bit of understanding, words of encouragement and a gentle push 
in the right direction. We must work with those who have so many problems, the 
quitters, and the ones overwhelmed by the negativity of their environment and the 
segments of our society that have kept doors closed to them. An example was my son, 
blessed with high intelligence, and who as a five-year-old determined his destiny, but 
still had so many hurdles to overcome to achieve what he has accomplished. 
   JoAnn Brown of the Educational Leadership Institute telling me that I’m a risk 
taker. “No! No! But yes, maybe! Had I scorned risk? In looking back, yes, perhaps I 
did. Did it help me gain a new awareness of myself? Perhaps, the courage ‘to keep on 
keeping on’ as Dr. Ferris fostered. But then how does one understand the reality of 
what risk really is? This risk factor is the reality of where the focus of this journal 
began - our adoption endeavor i.e., adopting a boy from Panama. 
   An editor stated and queried: “It’s too nice!” “Were there no problems?” “Yes of 
course, the good, bad and ugly did exist as it does in all institutions. I can talk (write) 
about the good and bad, but I have a hard time relating the ugly. Ugly has made 
headlines forever. During my first 14 years there were fourteen student deaths. After 
that I stopped counting, but they continued. 
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   Would my sister, brother and I turn out the same as we are now, if we had to 
confront what today’s children are subjected to. Hmmm! 
   We teachers were a team of professional educators doing our best to elevate the 
mindset of our students, to a greater achievement level for their better future.     My 
colleague Barbara came next to me at the podium because she saw that I couldn’t 
hold the mike and my sheets of speech at the same time. I liked that because in the 
five years that I’d known her, we seemed to think ahead of each other. As I was giving 
my goodbye talk, tears came from some of the students, as well as Barbara and I. 
When I finished, I felt good, because…tears are good. Tears are for happiness and 
sadness, but more importantly for relationships. 
    
   Well, the above chapters have been my views from behind the desk and with my 
back to the chalkboard. It would be interesting to hear the views of my former 
charges. Of course, my views have no doubt been embellished with time. 
   Then to the finality. It was both their day, and my day. It was their graduation, and 
my retirement. We had been together for the last three years. Now we were going in 
different directions. When addressing them and their parents, and beginning my talk 
was the message that, “I won’t miss you!” There was the expected gasp. 
   My explanation to them was that when my mother had passed on years earlier, I 
knew that I would miss her. A most unusual reality came to me quite a few years later. 
I didn’t miss her. After working this out in my mind, the realization came that I didn’t 
miss her because she was still with me. There was hardly a day that she didn’t pop up 
in my mind for one reason or another. She had made such an impression on me that I 
didn’t realize until then the great impact that she had had on my life.            
   “My dear students: That is why I won’t miss you. You have had a great impact on 
my life.” So, to the tune of “Where Have All the Flowers Gone?” by Pete Seeger, here 
are a few verses that would apply to my query: “Where Have All My Children Gone?”  
I’ve been in touch with a few of my former students, but what about those, oh, so 
many others? 
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           Where Have All My Children Gone? 
 
 
Where have all my children gone, since chalkboard learning?                                 
Where have all my children gone, since chalkboard dust? 
Where have all my young boys gone? The Lord has spread them everywhere.                     
Where have all my young girls gone? The Lord has led them everywhere. 
                
Oh, did they really learn? Oh, yes, yes, they all did learn.  
 
Will I see them anymore? Yes, yes, in my dreams. 
Will I see them anymore? Yes, yes, in my fading memory. 
 
We’ll all be moving on, as is the master plan. 
We’ll all be moving on, please Lord guide us on. 
 
Oh, what of all that they have learned? 
Oh, they have learned to pass it on. 
Oh, to pass it on! 
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Addendum 
 
 
To Former Students of Robert Nathaniel Dett Elementary School. 
 
As a former teacher at Dett for 30 years I’m often reminded of my students and the 
positive impact that they had on my life. I taught from 1970 thru 1999. I’ve been 
writing a personal journal about my experiences at Dett when my back was to the 
chalkboard. I’m at the stage now where I’m curious about your experiences as a 
former student of Dett, and the impact I and other teachers had upon your life.   
 
This survey will cover the ‘equity of education’ or ‘educational environment’ for up to 
four generations. How does your parents’ education compare to yours? How do you 
feel about the educational opportunities of your children, and if it applies, your 
grandchildren? Also, the impact that teachers had upon you.  
 
I would appreciate it if you would fill out the attached survey. It doesn’t matter if you 
had me as a teacher. It is your experience at Dett that is important. 
 
To complete the survey, log on to: www.idellmccarthyfoundarion.org/chalktalk2 
or mail to the address below:  
             

Lawrence McCarthy 
701 Main St. #6520 

Evanston, IL 60204B 
 

Ø For security purposes your name is optional.  
Ø All information will be confidential and used only for this survey. 
Ø Please forward this survey to family members, friends and classmates who are 

alumni of Dett. 
    
Thank you! 
 
Lawrence (Larry) McCarthy 
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        Survey of former Students of Robert Nathaniel Dett Elementary School 
                   
Personal Information 

1. Male ___  Female ___ 
2. Circle age bracket:   20-29,  30-39,  40-49,  50-59,  60 and older 
3. Did you graduate from the 6th grade cycle?   Yes __ What year? _____  No __ 
4. Did you graduate from the 8th grade cycle?   Yes __ What year? _____  No __ 
5. Did you move and attend another school?   Yes __ What grade? ____  No __ 

 
Education (You may select more than one answer. Write Additional Comments on page 3) 
 

6. How would you rate the teachers?  Excellent __  Good __  Bad __ Indifferent __ 
7. How would you rate yourself then, as a student?  

                               Excellent __  Good __  Bad __ Indifferent __ 
8. Did the teachers have a positive __ or negative __  impact on your life? 
9. Did the teachers help you with your school problems?.......Yes__....No __  
10. Did the teachers help you with your personal problems?....Yes __ ..No __ 
11. Did you receive enough skills to learn: 

          English (reading, writing, grammar, spelling)  Yes __ No __ 
          Mathematics ……………………………….  Yes __ No __ 
          Science …………………………………….  Yes __ No __ 
          Social Studies ……………………………....  Yes __ No __ 

12. Did you have enough homework?  Yes __ No __  
13. Did you have too much testing?    Yes __ No __ 

 
School Environment 
 

14. From your experience, what kind of school was Dett: 
          Excellent __ Good __ Bad __ Indifferent __ 

15. Did you feel safe at Dett School?  Yes __ No __ 
16. Did you have enough of the following to do assignments? 

Supplies – paper, pens, pencils… Yes __ No __ 
Books - ……………………….. Yes __ No __ 
Equipment (computers, etc) …… Yes __ No __ 

17. Did you like the Officer Friendly visits in the primary classes? Yes __ No __ 
18. Did you like the Drug Abuse Resistance Education (D.A.R.E.) program in 6th grade? 

Yes __ No__ Not offered during my attendance __ 
 

Living Environment 
 

19. How would you rate your living environment? Excellent __ Good __ Bad __ Indifferent __ 
 

20. Circle how safe you felt in the Horner environment.      (#1 Not Safe  #10 Very Safe) 

1.    2.   3.   4.   5.   6.   7.   8.   9.   10. 
                            -1- 
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21 How did you feel about the police in the Horner Community? (#1 Very Bad  #10 Very 
Good) 

1.    2.   3.   4.   5.   6.   7.   8.   9.   10  
22  Did this environment interfere with your schoolwork?  Yes __ No __ (See C. page 3.)                       

                                    
                                    

Your Highest Level of Education Completed  
 

23. High School ……… Yes __ No __  ……………If yes, how many years attended? ___ 
24. Trade School or Training Program Yes __ No __ .If yes, how many years attended? ___ 
25. Community College.. Yes __ No__ ……………...If yes, how many years attended? ___ 
26. University ………….Yes __ No__ ……………...If yes, how many years attended? ___ 
27. Bachelor’s Degree ….Yes __ No__...........................If yes, how many years attended?___ 
28. Master’s Degree…….Yes __ No__...........................If yes, how many years attended?___ 
29. Doctorate …………..Yes __ No__..........................If yes, how many years attended?___ 

  
Employment 

 
30. Are you or have you been employed? Yes __ No __ 
31. If yes for question 30 , how long have you been employed in all jobs? _______ 

 
Family  
 

32. Do you have children?..........Yes __ No __ 
33. Do/did you think that your children have/had the same problems you had in school? 

With teachers?........................Yes __ No __ 
With school environment?...Yes __ No __ 
With living environment?.....Yes __ No __ 

34. Do you have grandchildren? Yes __ No __ 
35. Do you think that your grandchildren have/had the same problems you had in school? 

With teachers?.........................Yes __ No __ 
With school environment?.....Yes__ No __ 
With living environment?.......Yes__ No __ 
 

Generational Comparisons 
 

36. Do you have more education than your parents?........................................Yes __ No __ 
37. Have your children finished high school or are they still attending?........Yes __ No __ 
38. Have your children finished college or are they still attending?.................Yes __ No __ 
39. Have your grandchildren finished college or are they still attending…. ..Yes__ No __ 
40. Are you doing better financially than your parents?.....................................Yes__ No__ 
41. Have your children done better financially than you?.................................Yes __ No __ 
42. Have your grandchildren done better financially than their parents.........Yes __ No__ 
43. Circle how safe you feel in your present community.  (#1 Not Safe   #10 Very Safe) 

1.   2.   3.   4.   5.   6.   7.   8.   9.   10. 
44. How do you feel about police in your present community? (#1 Very Bad  #10 Very Good) 

1.   2.   3.   4.   5.   6.   7.   8.   9.   10 
                                  -2- 
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45. Do you see a good future?.............................................................................Yes __ No __ 
46. Do your children see a good future?............................................................Yes __ No __ 
47. Do your grandchildren see a good future?..................................................Yes __ No __    

 
Optional questions, explain if you like: 
 

A. What are your best memories of Dett? _________________________________________ 
________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________ 
 

B. What are your worst memories of Dett? ________________________________________ 
________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________ 
                                    

   C. Referring to question 22 above, how did the Horner environment affect your schoolwork?       
      ________________________________________________________________________ 
      ________________________________________________________________________ 
 

D. Describe your employment. ______________________________________ 
________________________________________________________________________
________________________________________________________________________ 
 

   E. How do you think teachers today should handle the problems you had as a student? _______ 
     _________________________________________________________________________ 
     _________________________________________________________________________ 
 
   F. What do you think makes a good school? ________________________________________ 
      ________________________________________________________________________ 
      ________________________________________________________________________ 
 
   G. How do you see your future? _________________________________________________ 
      ________________________________________________________________________ 
      ________________________________________________________________________  
 
Additional Comments: (If you need more space, add an attachment.) 
 
______________________________________________________________________________
______________________________________________________________________________
______________________________________________________________________________
______________________________________________________________________________
______________________________________________________________________________
______________________________________________________________________________ 
 
Thank you! 
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