Algebra I with Thelma and Jerry
by Kaaren Gearhart Ancarrow
I knew I was in trouble when the first words Miss Thelma Maddox said to me were, "Are you Fred Gearhart's daughter?"  My Dad had preceded me at GW by 20 years and often related how he'd lobbed erasers at her when her back was turned in class.  It mattered not that I was as shy, studious and conscientious as he'd been mischievous and indifferent to academics.  I was stuck with the stigma of being a Gearhart.  

In the desk to my left sat Jerry Ainsfield, a big teddy bear of a guy whose commiseration and humor helped make Algebra bearable.  Miss Maddox's habit was to flip through a pack of 3 x 5 index cards, with the class roster arranged alphabetically, to call us to the blackboard to write up each day's problems.  I would sit holding my breath, praying that she'd pass over my name, and breathe a deep sigh of relief if she got to the Hs without calling on me.  However, the fateful day arrived when I was called to the board to work a problem I'd not been able to solve.  I walked to the board feeling as though I were walking the plank.  All eyes were on me as I confessed that I'd not worked it and asked to be seated.  Miss Maddox refused; and, humiliated, I burst into tears.  She silently escorted me to the guidance office where a kind counselor, whose name I don't recall, calmed me down and gave me the courage to return to class the following day. 

I scored 100 on the final exam, which she checked twice – the second time in front of me – just to be sure neither of us had made a mistake!  I made an A in the class.  Revenge was sweet!  And so was Jerry's autograph the following year in my '61 Compass:  "To Kaaaaaren--the girl I've been in love with since she cried in Miss Maddox's algebra class, Jerry "Jungle" Ainsfield.
