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then-undeveloped capabilities and uses of the word 
reform. II 

This Conkling epigram should have come to mind in 
every subsequent generation as the word "reform" was 
resuscitated to justify what was, at bottom, merely 
c hange . Campaign reform, school reform, labor reform, 
pension reform, health-care reform - all of which have 
br()11ght a host of byproducts scarcely anyone foresaw; 
everyone left an arena for a new generation of 
reformers. 

"If (Alexander) Pope were living now," Roscoe 
Conkling told us, "he would never dare to say that 
'whatever is, is right.' If he wished to conform to 
the prevailing spirit he would have to reverse it and 
affirm that whatever is, is wrong." 

Amen. 

Thomas S. Gephardt 

MOMENTS OF NOURISHMENT 

November 3, 1997 Edward S. Gleason 

God will not look us over for medals or diplomas, 
but for scars. 

School. 

- S.S. Drury; notes for a 
VI Form Sacred Studies 
Class, 1935, St. Paul's 

The words appear immediately following the 
Dedication - to "The Gleaners" - of Roger W. Drury's 
biography of his father, Samuel S. Drury, Drury and St. 
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Paul's. I w~s introduced to the book in 1964 through 
that quote God will not look us over for medals or 
diplomas, but for scars. Within days this book changed 
my life . Just how much I did not realize until one 
evening, at dinner with two dear friends, I turned to 
the bookshelf near at hand, took the book, and read the 
following excerpt, aloud. 

It appears near the end of the book. Drury, 
suffering from his final illness, is in the 
Massachusetts General Hospital. 

On Saturday, Cornelia Drury telephone his 
friend, Henry Knox Sherill, the Bishop of 
Massachusetts, and asked if he would visit him 
that evening. 

Sherrill found him sitting up in bed writing 
letters. They talked together about Bishop 
Heron's consecration which had just occurred, and 
Sherrill quoted some humorous remarks Bishop 
Lawrence had made at the luncheon afterwards. 
Drury laughed heartily. 

But when his visitor got up to leave, Drury 
pointed through the window to the lighted wings of 
the General Hospital opposite, suggesting that 
they "have a little service for all those people 
out there." "So," Sherrill said later, "we had 
this little service together, which I shall never 
forget." 

Patterns were no advantage now. The armor 
was loosening which had encumbered Drury all his 
life. As Bishop Sherrill turned to go, some new 
opening let through to Drury's tongue the words he 
must have often before have strained to utter and 
to many other people, but been unable. 

They sounded again in the Bishop's mind when 
he was roused early in the morning two days later 
to be told that his friend had died. "I am a very 
shy person," Samuel Drury had said," but I just 
cannot help telling you how much I love you." 
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Sitting at our dinner table that evening with Anne 
and those two friends, I was unable to read that 
passage with much ease, and remember the silence when I 
finished. Days later a letter arrived from my friend, 
present that evening, who was soon to leave town for a 
new job. He wrote of how much he had been touched by 
my willingness to read the passage, and how he was 
moved by the fact it meant so much to me. He wrote, in 
fact, "I knew you wanted to cry." 

It has been said that tears signal the near 
approach of the near approach of God. That moment and 
that letter made be notice what I already knew. I was 
an Episcopal clergyman who longed to be a schoolmaster. 
Two years later, I was, but the clarity and the courage 
lowed to Drury and St. Paul's. 

Ten years passed. After four years as school 
minister at Exeter, I became headmaster of Noble and 
Greenough School and was about to attend my first 
meeting of The Headmasters Association, where each new 
member introduced himself. I asked my friend, Dick 
Baker, who was later to become my successor, what to 
do. "Do what you always do." He said, "Tell a story. II 

The story I chose was not from my own life, or was it? 

The story is the conclusion of Drury and St. 
Paul's. Samuel S. Drury is celebrating his twenty
fifth anniversary as headmaster at the great alumni 
banquet that celebrated his twenty-five years. Drury 
concluded his speech with these words. 

At the Infirmary we have pictures. We shift 
them about from boy to boy, from wall to wall. 
One of these pictures is Millet's peasant scene, 
The Gleaners. You know it well. And as I hang up 
The Gleaners, I'm apt to point to the reapers in 
the distance piling up those square shaped loads -
and I ask: Which would you rather be? Would you 
rather have life in great big stacks, or just a 
few straws? 

Every boy declared he'd like to be a reaper. 
Well, I reply, I used to too. But now, I just 
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want to be a gleaner. And the boy smiles and 
protests: "Oh, Sir, you don't mean that!" 
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Yes, I do, A schoolmaster is in the gleaner 
class. He can't operate in terms of size, or 
numbers, or fame. He sees the immense 
significance of a few straws of experience and 
nourishment, quietly shared. 

Well! Maybe this betokens growing old. And 
maybe you and I might be thinking it's a sign of 
growing up. 

Such momAnt.s of nourishment mu.rk my life. When 
they happen, they are occasions of grace - gifts 
undeserved that change the course of everything. They 
occur when you read from an important book and a dear 
friend responds, and you realize something about 
yourself that you never knew. But that is not all. 

Moment of nourishment. Moments of grace. 

*** 

On my seventll birtllday my father gave me a red one 
horsepower Muncie outboard motor. This was long before 
the glut of gasoline power, and the little putt-putt, 
mounted on the stern of a wooden rowboat, changed my 
life. I could go anywhere I wanted to go - not too 
fast, to be sure, but I got there. That was until one 
sunny Saturday afternoon, coming home across the widest 
and deepest part of the lake, all of a sudden there was 
a loud clanking noise, and the Muncie stopped. I wound 
and rewound, and wound again, and pulled and pulled the 
starter cord. Nothing. Finally, I got out the oarD 
and rowed. 

At the dock I went and got a wheelbarrow, loaded 
the motor on it, wheeled up to the work shed to find 
Mr. Williamson, who was in charge of the outdoor 
operations of the family camp, where we spent our 
summers. He was on his way to dinner, when I stopped 
him and said, "Please, please help me. Please fix my 
motor. " 
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Mr. Williamson had come to work at the camp when I 
was five years old. He was my hero, the most important 
man in my life, after my father and grandfather. He 
grew up in Texas on a srub farm, graduated from the 
University of Texas at Austin, and when I knew him, he 
was working on his PhD in Clinical Psychology at the 
University of Iowa. He was strong and handsome, smoked 
a pipe, drove a truck, and he knew everything, 
Qbsolutely everything, the wisest man I knew. I asked 
him question after question after question, and he 
always answered me thoughtfully and carefully. He was 
an incredible teacher from whom I learned a great deal. 
Saint John Williamson was also the first African 
American percon I ever knew well. 

Most of my days in those summers, when I was not 
out fishing, I was following Mr. Williamson around, 
asking questions. Suddenly all the questions were now 
about outboards. He took the engine apart, identified 
the problem, ordered the parts, and on the last day of 
summer, my father documented on film my final outboard 
trip of the summer, Mr. Williamson the passenger, as I 
drove, and we went off to fish. 

That is not the end of the story. I have been in 
touch with Saint John Williamson from that day to this, 
as he and his wife, retired and well past the age of 
eighty, live in St. Louis. The summer of 1969 S.J. and 
Ola came to Boston to attend a meeting of the American 
Association of Clinical Psychologists. Following their 
conference, the two of them drove to Maine to visit us. 
After we sat for dinner and said grace, I asked, "S.J., 
do you remember the outboard motor, that you fixed?" 

"Do I remember?" Of course I remember. To this 
day I know nothing about gasoline engines. When my 
lawn mower breaks, I take it down to the corner, and 
they fix it." 

"Then how did you fix my outboard?" 

"How? I fixed it because you believed J.n me." 

*** 
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My most significant moment as a student i~ the 
classroom occurred in the eleventh grade. Durlng 
Christmas vacation, my Exeter English teacher assigned 
a free theme. Chilson H. Leonard, was more of the 
granite-faced, taciturn, New Hampsh~re yankee th~n any 
man I have known. His poetry and hls demeanor rlvaled 
Robert Frost. 

From my first school days one of the bonds with my 
father was writing. He cared enormously about words 
and enjoyed sharing this passion with me; therefore, 
since I was now away at boarding school, this 
opportunity to write, even over vacation, and to share 
my work with my father, was a gift. 

For some unknown reason, I chose, for the very 
first time of many, to write on a Biblical text, "Man 
shall not live by bread alone," words attributed to 
Moses and repeated by Jesus. I remember nothing of 
what I wrote. What I do remember is the process of 
working out what I wanted to write with my father. We 
were both pleased with the result; in fact, we were 
very pleased. 

I returned to school by train on Sunday evening. 
English class met at eleven on Monday. We handed in 
our papers, and when we entered Mr. Leonard's room on 
Tuesday, there they sat on the table in front of him, 
ready to be returned. He began by saying he wanted to 
spend considerable time with these papers, especially 
two of them, one that was extremely good, the other 
profoundly poor. I was excited, confident, and began 
to look forward to sitting quietly and hear my work 
praised. 

This was not what happened. My Leonard did not 
have to read three words before I knew that the first 
pap~r was not mine. He read all of it, stopping to 
pralse phrases, whole paragraphs. When he concluded, 
there was silence, nothing to be said in the face of 
such excellence. And so Leonard intoned, "But this 
next paper is quite another story." And yes, it was 
mine. 
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. The rest ~f the class is a painful memory, not 
unl~ke undergo~ng open-heart surgery without 
anesthesia. T~ere was nothing, absolutely nothing, 
that Leonard l~ked about what I had written, neither 
the text nor the exposition, the examples, the phrasing 
- nothing. As he made it all abundantly clear I sank 
lower and lower into the chair. ' 

Yet throughout my entire painful, demanding, and 
all too-memorable Exeter experience, Leonard was my 
finest teacher and this my most important class. Ten 
years later, my second year in seminary, the experience 
was repeated, when, after I preached my first sermon, 
which I considered to be the best any could possibly 
have heard at least that year, John Quintus Beckwith 
walked up and down the aisle and around the room, 
several times, methodically and artfully destroying 
every word I had spoken. And yet, the fact is that 
today, my favorite occupations are writing and 
preaching. 

It has been said that coincidence is God's way of 
remaining anonymous. When Edith Leonard, Chilson's 
wife of forty years, went into the woods of an August 
afternoon and slit her own throat, because she wanted 
to die, it was I who met them when they arrived at the 
hospital, "Man shall not live by bread alone." 

*** 

On a sunny spring afternoon about the middle of 
May at the conclusion of the first year I taught at 
Exeter, for no apparent or understandable reason, I 
became depressed. There has always been something 
about spring in schools, especially May, Lhat does me 
in, and there's nothing to be done about it, except 
keep going. It was shortly after four, and I was in my 
office preparing for my late afternoon class, when Ned 
Hallowell walked through the door. 

Ned, whom some of you may know as 
Hallowell, M.D., the guru of attention 
disorder, was then a senior at Exeter, 
the church and interested in religion. 
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, 'that he'd left a book there after the 
offl~e saylng d I knew there was no such book, 
serVlce last Sun ay. , f h'le he said he 
but pretended to help hlm. A ter aWl , 
guessed he'd left it someplace else bu~ sat down to 
t lk Ned stayed for perhaps twenty mlnutes, I 
r:me~ber nothing of what we said, but I do recall that 
after he had left, and I completed my w~rk, ,as I walked 
over to my classroom to,teac~, ,1 was whlstllng. Ned 
had changed my entire dlsposltlon. 

That evening when I got home, Anne said, "Did Ned 
Hallowell find you this afternoon? He came by the 
dorm, while I was working outside in the garden and 
stopped to chat. I told him that you were really 
depressed, and he went off to find you," 

That was thirty years ago. Ned Hallowell has no 
recollection of the event. 

*** 

When I became the headmaster of Noble and 
Greenough School, the Clerk and Treasurer of the Board 
of Trustees was Robert I. Hunneman of the Class of 
1923, Mr, Hunneman was senior partner of Palmer Dodge, 
a distinguished Boston law firm, and a quintessential 
Bostonian of the old school. He was warm, genial, 
mannerly, more conservative than anyone else, given to 
firm and clear pronouncements, He was also enormously 
open and forthcoming, a man in whom there was no guile. 
One always knew where he stood and what he thought, 
about virtually ~verything. He lived alone at The 
Country Club in Brookline, where he ate his meals at a 
table reserved for single gentlemen and spent his 
weekends at The Pocaknockit Club in Dover, an 
organization that he had established to be with a few 
close friends, his dogs, to clear brush and split wood. 

Time and time again I and others heard Bob 
Hunneman say. "Two regrets. I have two great regrets 
in life. Never married. Can't believe in God. Can 
you help me? Can you help me believe in God?" 
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I tried. Many people tried. To know Bob Hunneman 
was to love him, but whatever it took to help him 
believe in God, neither I nor his other friends had it. 
But he never stopped trying, went to Trinity Church, 
Boston, many Sundays or in Dedham with his old friends, 
Dick and Ellen Flood. It bothered Ellen, a great deal, 
that he would go to the rail with them to receive 
communion, and one Sunday at dinner after church, she 
said, "Bob. I wish you wouldn't do that. You know you 
don't believe in God. Why do you receive communion?" 

Bob replied, "Can't hurt can it? And, who knows, 
might do some good." 

When Bob Hunneman was seventy-four years old, 
still active in all his endeavors, he took a trip to 
China sponsored by Harvard College. While on that 
trip, he met and fell in love with a much younger 
woman, who had recently divorced. After they returned, 
one Saturday morning I went to the front door of the 
Headmaster's House, and there were Bob Hunneman and his 
fiance, Rosamund. The proper Bostonian had brought his 
soon to be wife by to meet his headmaster. 

The next five years, all agree, were the happiest 
years in Bob Hunneman's life. He was married. But 
that was not all. When I participated in Bob's funeral 
at Memorial Church, Harvard, it was abundantly clear 
that the man who had died had lived his final five 
years as a profound believer in the God he had sought 
all his life, a God who had finally found him. 

*** 

On a Tuesday in February 1987 we were living in 
Sante Fe, New Mexico, on sabbatical, I was writing a 
book. I had also decided to leave my position, and 
there were several possibilities for our future, which 
I found myself spending more and more time considering. 
On this particular morning, after two hours, writing 
had been difficult, and I had gone for a walk to think 
- think about the future. 
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Returning from down town up Marcy Street, a pick 
up truck with the words, PIGEON DELIVERY SERVICE on the 
door came down the hill toward me, swerved across the 
center line and pulled in next to me. The driver 
opened the passenger door and said, "~xcuse me for , 
minding your business, but you look llke a fella havlng 
an argument with himself." 

Richard Bradshaw Odell IV was hardly a good 
friend, but we had seen and spoken with one another at 
church . "Yes," I said, hesitantly, "I' trying to 
decide what to do with the rest of my life." 

"What are the choices?" 

I described three. 

"Is there one you want?" 

"Yes. I think I want to go to Virginia Seminary." 

"Then do it." said Odell. "You do that. But 
remember. Remember one thing. That's only a platform, 
and all platforms are made of wood, and all wood rots. 
What matters most is that you be the person God made 
you to be." 

And with that, he closed the door, and drove off, 
shouting out the open window, back over his shoulder, 
"Excuse me for minding your business." 

*** 

Henry Edwards Russell, Class of 1935, was a 
graduate who cared as much for Noble and Greenough 
School as any I have known. His father and 
grandfather, sons and grandson, are graduates. His own 
father died when Tim, as he was known, was fourteen, 
leaving his mother with two sons and very little money. 
She bought an old house not far from the school, along 
the river, across from the front gate, and she 
supported the family by taking in cleaning - not 
laundry but cleaning - which she processed in great 
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vats of fluid in the basement. Josephine Dorr Russell 
was widely beloved and present for every athletic 
contest at Nobles for the six years Tim was a student 
here, thanks to financial aid. 

Every member of the Class of 1935 went to Harvard 
where Tim played center and captained the football ' 
team. Soon after graduation came the war and service 
on a battleship in the Pacific. Back in Boston Tim 
and Louise Harding were married, three children: he 
worked for the New England Trust. 

Their youngest child, daughter, Louise, known as 
Wee, was born with spinal bifida and severe disformity 
in both ankles. In those days before medical 
insurance, the year came when medical bills exceeded 
Tim's salary, and he accepted a job in Cleveland, as 
assistant to the president and founder of Carling 
Brewing. Tim succeeded the German brewmaster and for 
seventeen years was a brewer, before returning to 
Boston in 1972 as President of the Boston Safe Deposit 
and Trust Company. 

During Tim's Cleveland days, following the murder 
of Martin Luther King, Jr., riots erupted in the Hough 
district in the heart of the city, where Carling 
Brewing was located. It was a dangerous and disruptive 
time. The plant was manned by a full compliment, day 
and night, to protect it from fire and destruction. 
Tim was always present. One Saturday morning, as the 
team gathered, Tim said Lhat he feared the rioting 
would come very close to the plant that day, and when 
danger came within a block, he wanted everyone to 
leave. Only he would remain with a few security men. 
But, I was told years later by one who was present, 
everyone responded, in one voice, "No, Mr. Russell. If 
you stay, we all stay." That was the way it was for 
those who loved Tim Russell. 

Back in Boston from Cleveland in 1972, Tim 
rejoined the Noble and Greenough Board of Trustees, and 
in 1978, when Bob Lawrence wanted to step down as 
President, Tim succeeded him, and became one of my 
closest friends. But this is the story of Tim's death. 
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Brewer, bank president, waste disposal leader -
Tim held three major positions as a corporate CEO over 
the major part of his professional career. What he was 
most of all was a people - person, who believed in the 
power of moments of nourishment, quietly shared. He 
and I shared many. None more powerful than the day he 
died. 

Anne and I had returned to Boston for the marriage 
of our niece, when the call came that Tim was failing, 
come quick. I entered the house where he and I had met 
often to find Tim in a hospital bed, oxygen tube 
through his nose. Hellos. Pleasantries. He couldn't 
speak very well, almost not at all, but he kept telling 
me with voice and gestures, pointing his index finger, 
up, up, again and again III'm going to be with Him. I'm 
going to be with Him. I'm going to be with Him. II 

Then, without any pause, he started pointing out 
to the kitchen, where Wedgie, his wife of almost fifty 
years, sat, and he told me, more with his eyes than his 
voice, that he knew a great deal about life with God 
because he had been married to Wedgie. There was a 
pause, and I asked about the oxygen. Clear as a bell, 
III wouldn't recommend it. 1I Then, wonder of wonders, I 
reached out to hold his right hand and began to try to 
tell this great man of faith about what the future had 
in store for him. He listened, responding with his 
eyes that never left me. 

Suddenly, I became nervous, uncomfortable, and 
said I had to go. Tim, who would be dead in less than 
twelve hours and knew it, said, IIKiss me. I love you. 
Good Bye. II We kissed, and I turned and left the room, 
unable to see where I was going. 

For two men, who have grown up in the culture of 
Boston, such a moment of nourishment, quietly shared, 
is a sign of the kingdom of heaven. 

*** 
On Wednesday morning, December 21, 1994, I left 

our house on the campus of VirginiH Theological 
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Seminary, Alexandria, for my daily walk in the pre-dawn 
dark, somewhat later than usual - 5:45. As I walked up 
the steep hill from our house, I was suddenly, dizzy, 
disoriented, unsteady on my feet, and when I reached 
the door of the Seminary Chapel, instead of walking 
through the nave, and out the back door, my accustomed 
route, I saw,down on the garden bench in the courtyard, 
where I remalned for several minutes before making my 
way, carefully, back down the hill, through the 
kitchen, and collapsed on the living room couch 
calling Anne. Wh~n she found me, my mouth was ~gape, 
eyes, open, unseelng, out cold. 

That event began a long process that culminated 
with neck and heart surgery on 1 February 1995, which 
prevented a crippling stroke and saved my life. It did 
something else as well. Something I want to try to 
convey to you, here and now. No doubt it is 
impossible, but I shall try. 

Earlier this year, the world celebrated the 
hundredth anniversary of the birth of Thornton Wilder, 
great American author, best known for his play Our Town 
and in that play, the speech by Emily, who looks back 
at the world she has left through death, and says: 

It goes so 
at one another. 
was going on and 
up the hill - to 
more look. 

fast. We 
I didn't 
we never 
my grave. 

don't have time to look 
realize. So all that 
noticed. Take me back -

But first: Wait! One 

Good-by. Good-by world. Good-by Grover's 
Corners Mama and Papa. Good-by to clocks 
ticking ... and Mama's sunflowers. And food and 
coffee. And new ironed dresses and hot baths . 
. and sleeping and waking up. Oh, earth, you're 
too wonderful for anybody to realize you. Do any 
human beings ever realize life while they live it? 
- every, every minute?" 

Everything I know today, I knew back then - before 
December 21, 1994 . But an appointment with the hangman 
sharpens the attention. 
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What I know now is that all our time - every 
moment - is measured. There is only so much. It 
happens that I love my wife, Anne, very much, and have 
for close to fifty years. But now, every time she and 
I talk, when we are together, I know that the clock is 
ticking. Time is measured. We have three daughters 
and four grandchildren. Our time with each of them is 
limited, there is only so much - no more. 

Last Easter Day, late in the afternoon, five 
o'clock, we all ran together down the beach. As two 
little boys, children of our own first born child, ran 
ahe ad, we watched. That moment is etched forever in my 
mind, quite as clearly as the look I received one week 
later from our six month old grand daughter, Tess, when 
I poured the waters of baptism on her head. 

Unless a grain of wheat falls into the earth 
and dies it remains alone; but if it dies, it will 
bear much fruit. 

It's taken many years just to begin to understand 
that statement. But if I had to pick but one sentence 
from all there is in the Bible that is essential for 
me, this is it. Truth is found many placed, but no 
where more than in these words. 

Unless a grain of wheat falls into the earth 
and dies it remains alone; but if it dies, it will 
bear much fruit. 

Not an easy statement. It's why I hate 
graduations and saying good bye. It's why being a 
school master is so difficult. The whole process in 
which teacher and student are involved together in 
school has but a limited life span. The whole point 1S 
that it will end. There will be death. 

Unless a grain of wheat falls into the earth 
and dies it remains alone; but if it dies, it will 
bea.r much frul L. 

And then there will be new life - college - which 
in turn will end. And then graduate school, a first 
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They will end. But if each of those moments 
whether three or six or two or twelve years 
upon only as a transition - a moment to be 
through on the way to something else - then 
the point? Better still, there is no point. 

of 
- is 

Unless a grain of wheat falls into the earth 
and dies it remains alone; but it it dies, it will 
bear much fruit. 

So what shall we say to these words? Well, they 
say that when this is over, the moments of nourishment 
quietly shared, when they are truly over, and laid to 
rest - dead, gone, nada, rien, nothing - then, and only 
then, there will be something else that is new and 
different and fulfilling and exciting and challenging. 
But for now, right now, there are moments of 
nourishment, quietly shared. 

MY OLD KENTUCKY HOME 

November 10, 1997 Alan R. Vogeler 

Corydon was a small town in Henderson County, 
Kentucky where, in the late 19th century, Joe Chandler 
had a 50 acre farm. He was 25 when he married 15 year 
old Callie Sanders, who lived on the farm across the 
road. Within three years, Callie gave birth first to 
Albert in 1898 and Robert, in 1900. But Callie hated 
farm life, longed for the brighter lights, and left 
Corydon and her family in 1901. She wanted to take 
Robert with her, but Joe said no. 

Joe did a pretty good job of fatherhood, while the 
Chandlers subsisted primarily on the fruit and tobacco 
grown on the farm . Joe loved his sons and instilled in 
them from an early age work habits which they practiced 
all of their lives. Unfortunately, when Robert was 14 
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