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DyAnn Miller – My friend and counselor 
 
     I am honored to speak today about my friend, colleague and 

counselor, DyAnn Miller. All of us assembled in this Chapel stand not 

only for ourselves and our families as we celebrate DyAnn’s life: our 

trustees, faculty, students, staff, alumni, past and present parents and 

friends stand today for literally thousands of St. Andreans who mourn 

DyAnn’s death and honor her and support her family, not only now but 

in the weeks, months and years ahead. Ryan and Derek, Betty Jane, 

Wendy, Clint and the entire family – we express the love, commitment 

and support of the entire St. Andrew’s family. 

     At a time in humanity’s history when so much of life seems within 

our easy grasp and control, we moderns have to admit that we do not 

write the scripts of our lives; we do not direct or produce the scenes 

and even get to know what roles we will be assigned. Instead, we 

embrace a life, without promises, without guarantees, without 

certainty, and paradoxically, it is our absolute vulnerability to death 

and tragedy that makes us come alive, appreciate the beauty and 

mystery of life. What we can do is to choose to engage in and live in a 

fallen and mysterious world, one full of happiness, joy, fulfillment and 

love and one full of tragedy, sadness, confusion and despair. I believe 

it is the human decision to engage in the world or real life, the work of 

transformation, love and service that redeems us, makes us heroic, 

courageous and noble. Our control cannot extend to how long we get 

to live, but rather how passionately we choose to live. Our humanity 

does not shield us from the stings and arrows of outrageous fortune, 



but our humanity does allow us to respond, to affirm life over death, 

love over hate, optimism over pessimism. 

     DyAnn Miller, you see, was a counselor, and a counselor is one who 

helps us to interpret the complexity, unfairness, sadness and even 

despair of life. The counselor’s credo is to listen, to receive, to 

interpret, to feel, to emphasize and then to treat, to bandage and 

ultimately transform these emotions and expressions of concern, 

anxiety, depression, pain, confusion and despair. The counselor is an 

artist, the counselor is one whose very heart and soul provide ultimate 

attention, support and consideration for her students, for her 

colleagues, for her friends. And the counselor helps us to figure out 

the steps, the plan, the approach that will lead us to the first tentative 

and then successful gestures towards a new sense of control, 

resilience and optimism. Ultimately, although the counselor has deep 

familiarity with tragedy and despair, she believes above all in 

recovery, growth, progress and in the possibility of reconciliation and 

happiness. Ultimately, the counselor believes in and affirms the great 

and endless possibilities of life, of relationships, of love. The counselor 

quietly, patiently affirms goodness, affirms hope, affirms, ultimately, 

life itself. 

     The counselor is patient and discerning about the meaning of time. 

She does not believe in quick fixes, easy solutions; she does not 

believe that problems can be repressed, denied or merely forgotten. 

Rather, she believes in the power of conversation, connection and real 

work to overcome obstacles, to reach a sense of coherence and order. 

     Everyone, DyAnn would say to me, deserves the treat, the occasion 

of counseling – the feeling of having another person listen 

empathetically and carefully to our deepest thoughts, concerns and 



fears. And so she provided that treat to her students, her colleagues, 

her friends, her loved ones during the course of her life. 

     When DyAnn came to St. Andrew’s, we were still moving steadily 

towards the true embrace and enlightenment of coeducation; we were 

beginning to see limitations in the all-male world view of the boarding 

school that ignored psychological complexity and embraced an ethic of 

survival and endurance. Several students each year were falling 

through the cracks, struggling quietly, invisibly or even leaving the 

community altogether. DyAnn was hired originally to teach study skills, 

and she arrived without a single preppy notion in her mind. She 

viewed our assumptions, formalities and traditions with a certain 

amount of amusement and skepticism. What she found here that 

nourished her, challenged her and inspired her, of course, was our 

desire to create real, authentic community, our desire to help students 

with complex and challenging issues. So she arrived, so young, so 

carefree, so ready to roll up her sleeves and live within the context of 

community. Hope McGrath, Class of 2001, described DyAnn perfectly. 

She wrote to DyAnn: 

 

I was talking to my mother today. I told her you were always 
the most real, the strongest person at St. Andrew’s – for me at 
least. Everybody knew it. I always felt you were strong, stronger 
than the rest of us, stronger than the other faculty or us silly 
girls on K. It was the kind of strong that made me –  
makes me – want to be like that, to have that grit and intensity 
about life that said, ‘bring it on.’ 

Before I came to St. Andrew’s, my parents tried to teach me 
to be that kind of strong, but mostly that meant you weren’t 
supposed to cry or show your feelings. From you I learned that it 
was OK to pay attention to yourself and your feelings, to take 
care of your own needs, and that this is what really made you a 
strong person, someone that other people could admire and rely 
on. 



The two years I lived on your dorm were the happiest of my 
life. Every day I think of that home you helped us make. I’m still 
a silly little girl in so many ways, but I know I’m only as strong 
as I am now because of what I learned from you. So I know 
you’re facing your challenges now with all of your incredible 
strength. There are many of us out here who learned so much 
from you, who are stronger people for knowing you, and we are 
all pulling for you now. 

 

     And so DyAnn changed our lives. She came to St. Andrew’s and 

created a safe space for great kids to explore difficult questions and 

dilemmas. She counseled students about homesickness, roommate 

problems, self-esteem problems, academic problems. She helped 

students with parent issues, with issues of divorce and separation, 

with issues of alcoholism and drug abuse. She counseled students 

about sexuality, sexual orientation and health issues. She quickly 

earned the trust and absolute respect of St. Andrew’s students 

because they knew intuitively that DyAnn loved them, cared for them 

and knew how to help them. And, quite literally, she saved kids, kids 

who might have been overlooked, who might have been too timid to 

ask for help. She helped Elizabeth and me develop support programs 

for students of color long before we had teachers of color here. She 

helped students dealing with issues of sexual orientation long before 

the School moved to recognize just how important this issue was for 

students, faculty, staff members and the culture of the School.  

     The way DyAnn made such gifts available to students living far 

away from their parents was, of course, to immerse herself and her 

family into the life of the School. She met all III Formers immediately 

by taking on the role of III Form advisor, complete with swamp walks 

at Echo Hill and campouts at Rodney Point. She taught all IV Formers 

in her Human Potential class. She lived with V and VI Form girls in 

Gaul Hall. And as Director of Residential Life, she worked closely with 



all VI Form prefects and residential leaders. She advised kids morning, 

noon and night. She hosted students for the night whenever she 

sensed they needed a quiet night in her guest room. She came to 

games, concerts, exhibitions. She broke her leg sliding into home 

during a fall faculty-senior softball game. She dressed up each October 

and roamed the dorms of Founders Hall to celebrate Halloween with 

her students. She cut her beautiful blonde hair as she supported Lock 

for Love program for women with cancer. In short, she earned 

credibility with her students because she made her life, her joys and 

struggles so available, so authentic. 

     It was DyAnn’s strength, resilience and courage that captured our 

attention and inspired us throughout her life at St. Andrew’s. She was 

tested first in 1999 with the death of her wonderful husband, Rick 

Stow. As a single mother, as a working woman, she raised her two 

boys, visiting their day schools, watching their ball games, loving them 

with the intensity, energy and dedication of two people. And she 

responded to the death of her husband by working during the year 

with children who had lost their mothers or their fathers. She knew 

intuitively their sense of loss, desolation and fear, and she assured 

them by her love, optimism and care. In her reaction to her own 

personal and family tragedy, she used the skills, instincts and ethic of 

her counseling philosophy; this was hard, unfair, tragic, but through 

time, patience, support and love, surely she could transform this 

emptiness to a full life, a life worthy of her children. She viewed life, 

and all it threw at her, with a kind of wry amusement, irony and even 

disdain. 

     She laughed, shook her head at the obstacles she had to face and 

confront and then got right back to work. Then in August she 

confronted the challenge of cancer. We talked a lot between August 



and May about the disease, the fight she and Wendy made against it 

and the acceptance of death she felt by the middle of March. True to 

form, she battled the disease with everything she could muster, but 

when she saw that the script of her life could not include recovery, she 

and Wendy transformed a moment of death into a celebration of 

family, community and life. It is what counselors do. And so together 

Wendy and DyAnn affirmed goodness, affirmed hope and affirmed 

ultimately life itself. What is death besides this power? In her recent 

book, Marilynne Robinson eloquently suggests that love is “loyalty” – it 

is, in other words, an expression of complete and unconditional 

support, sacrifice and care. Loyalty, she argues, is at the core of what 

we mean by the conception of a family. She writes: “The real issue is, 

will people shelter and nourish and humanize one another?” 

     We know that human beings are very good at judging one another, 

excluding one another, hiding from and ignoring one another; but will 

we in moments of crisis be willing to shelter, nourish and humanize 

one another? The true counselor, that quality that lives within the 

heart of a DyAnn Miller or a Wendy Rector, says yes. And so it was 

that  Wendy dropped everything and moved in, supported DyAnn and 

all of us through these hard, uncertain months, and through it all – 

through all Wendy’s acts of love, courage, resilience and love – we 

knew that this was precisely what DyAnn would have done for Wendy 

or for any other family member. This is what great counselors, great 

human beings, great families do. And so it was, that looking out on 

gorgeous sunny April and May days, surrounded by her photographs of 

her boys and her family, that DyAnn met and accepted death. She did 

so with the knowledge that she had met, embraced and accepted life. 

She did so in the knowledge that her life quite literally inspired others 

to grow in confidence, ambition and goodness. She did so in the 



knowledge that the great counselor is reborn and replicated forever in 

the work, gestures and sacrifices of those who come behind her and 

emulate her. 

     The spirit of DyAnn Miller lives on in her family and in all of us here 

at St. Andrew’s who have worked and lived along side of her. It lives 

on in our deep appreciation of the role counseling plays within our 

community. It lives on in our School-wide commitment to community 

service that DyAnn helped strengthen and energize during her career. 

Her spirit teaches us to reach out to those in our School, in our 

society, in our country and in our world who are invisible, anxious, 

frightened, depressed or in despair. Her spirit teaches us to meet 

death and darkness with life, hope, humor and defiance. May God 

bless my friend and counselor. 

 

      


