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Five years ago after having 1,000 babies and three sons of my own, I
found myself in Julian Mason's Southern Literature course at the University
of North Carolina at Charlotte. I had worked several years as a registered
nurse and childbirth educator and was back in school trying to finish an
undergraduate degree in English, my first and greatest love. This was a
second degree for me, and some of my credits were seventeen years old. In
fact, Julian's class was the first literature course I had taken in fifteen years,
and I was terrified. I knew from the first class that Julian Mason's standards
would be exacting, and I wasn't sure my writing skiIls would measure up.
However, I stifled my fear and figured I'd worry about the paper and the
exams later, when they were due. I soon became immersed in the readings
for the course-Faulkner, Welty, O'Connor, McCullers, Chesnutt, Gaines,
Reynolds Price, and Lee Smith. As Julian introduced and opened these
texts, I felt as if I had come "home: that my search for whatever I had been
seeking was over. Strangely, I have never lived outside the South, but I
didn't know what "home" was or what the South was until this course. In the
lines of the texts and in the words that Julian spoke, I found myself. I found
"home."

Despite my earlier fears, I completed the semester successfully and was
about to graduate when Julian called and said, "You really ought to think
about getting a Master's degree in English. You should apply for an
assistantship so you can teach." I felt honored, but the ideas were
preposterous. "I can't!" I responded. "I'm a mother. I'm a nurse." Caught
up in a mythology of my own, I found these things to be incompatible with
each other. I was finishing my degree in English because I loved it, not
because I wanted to teach it. However, Julian persisted, and later in his
calm, rational, articulate way and with a straight face, he assured me that
nursing and English were indeed well-suited for each other and that he knew
many people who had successfully combined medicine and English.

In the end Julian prevailed, and I went to graduate school. I have since
learned that nursing and English are not incompatible. They in fact
enhance each other and share common visions about life and human
experiences. In the context of this paper, I want to link these disciplines.
Since Julian Mason said it could be done, I will attempt to do so.
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