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FREDERICK W. STONE

ytt Athletic Instructor of The Stone School of

Scientific Physical Culture.

Ft Formerly Director of Athletics of Columbia College and
Jf Knickerbocker Athletic Association, New York. At present
f 1 Director of Athletics of the Chicago Athletic Ass’n, where

MEN

in every walk of life should have a keen interest in their
physical welfare. Particularly should Lawyers,
Doctors. Bankers,Clergymen,Educators. Merchants
and others of sedentary occupations, look after their
physical being. Ten minutes each day devoted to in-
telligent systematic, persistent exercise will actually
add years to one’s life—a benefit which can hardly be
measured in dollars and cents. We are successfully
teaching The Stone Method of Scientific Physical
Culture to men and women in every part of the world.
It requires only 10 minutes each day, in your own
room, just before retiring, or upon arising. No ap-
paratus whatever is required, and you will be put to
no expense aside from our modest fee.

There is noguesswork about it for individual instruc-

tion is given in every case. We take into consideration
Irour present condition, occupation”™ habits, mode of
iving and the object which you wish to attain, and
give you instructions accordingly. You will follow
the instructions one week and then report, stating
what the effect has been and what results you have
accomplished, when instructions for another week will
be sent you, and so on until the course is completed.
We thus keep in touch with your progress and are en-
abled to advise you intelligently. Your case will be
given the same careful consideration as though you
were the only pupi

T%e Ston)é pM)etLhOd is a system of concentrated
exertion, by which more exeicise is actually obtained
in 10 minutes than by the use of apparatus two hours.
The exercises are rational, moderate, and are taught by
an instructor who is thoroughl%/ versed in physiology.
Does not overtax the heart. The circulation is
stimulated, thus relieving that organ instead of giving
it more work to do. Our pupils are of both sexes and
range in age from 5 to 85 years. The Stone Method
embraces a thorough course in deep breathing with-
out extra expense.

Conscientiously and systematically follow our in-
structions and we can promise you a fine, strong, well-
developed physique,which bears every evidence of per-
fect manhood; a clear brain; a light step; a splendid
circulation that will make itself known in a ruddy
complexion; bright eyes; sound, easy-working lungs,
with plenty of room in which to expand; an increased
appetite ; good digestion ; an active liver; sound, rest-
ful sleep ; a cheerful disposition ; anerect carriage. If
you are too fat we can reduce your weight to normal,
and if you are too thin we can increase your weight to
what it should be. In a word, we ?_iveEyou greater
strength, better health, LONGER LIFE.

he has classes daily from 12 to 1 and 4 to 6. At

1 52 years he is still a physically perfect man. m
®  Has i

/ athlete and

been before the pub

lic 32 years as an |
instructor

in physical culture. 1

Extracts from Recent Letters

From a LAWYER.

ure of life m general. | am firmly convinced that Mr.
Stone has made no claims that he cannot substantiate
if his directions are conscientiously carried out.

John B. Archer, Detroit, Mich.

From a PHYSICIAN.

| am very much pleased with my progress. You time

the extent of exercise exactly to suit me. Your system

follows physiological laws, therefore must be right. |

am only sorry more of my fellow beings do not know

of and do not use such a powerful factor of fostering
health, happiness and even longevity itself.

W. N. Robertson, M. D.,
33 Erie St., Stratford, Ont., Can.

From a BANKER.

1 have been greatly benefitted by The Stone Method
My muscles have increased in size and firmness, and
my general physical condition has improved and 1 be-
lieve that great benefit will be derived by the use ot your
method in every instance where faithfully followed.

Thos. W. Synnott,
Pres. First Nat’l Bank. Glassboro, N. J.

From a CLERGYMAN.

I have taken the entire course and the benefit has
been far greater than 1 ever expected. | am in better
health now than 1 have been for years and am stronger
than ever before in my life. 1 he exercises, though
without any apparatus, have a better effect than any 1
have ever taken in agymnasium. One thing is especial-
ly worthy of note: The exercises can be taken without
any strain upon the heart. Rev. R. E. Vinson,
Pastor, ist Presbyterian Church, Charlestown, W. Va.

From a TEACHER.

My muscles are firmer, my appetite good, my sleep is
more refreshing and restful. In fact | am much pleased
with the results so far attained. Wm. A. Rawles.
Ass’t Professor of History and Economics, Indiana

University, Bloomington, Indiana.

From a WOMAN

Was much surprised at the wonderful effect your
system has on the bones and muscles, and, in fact, on
tne whole body, the muscles being firmer and stronger
than before. Kate A. Hunter,

2C9 E. 40th St., New York.

WOMEN

Receive quite as much benefit from The Stone
Method of Scientific Physical Culture as men. In-
deed, it is an open question whether they are not
susceptible to greater-+esults. T he-sedentary-life--of
the average woman would seem_to indicate this. ZAhout
forty per cent, of our pupils are women and the results
are most gratifying. Nowoman.-desires-the same-mus-
cular development which she admires in men. This
proves again the desirability of our individual instruc-
tion. Inevery case we take into consideration the oc-
cupation. habits, mode of living, and the object which
the pupil desires to attain and give instructions ac-
cordingly. We can insure perfect health, a good com-
plexion, and,when desired, an increased chest (or bust)
development, we can increase the weight or reduce it;
we can fill out those hollow places and give the form
that beautiful contour so much desired; we can also
reduce the abdomen as surely as day follows night.

Evel}y woman has had her expensive experience with
drugs for the correction of the ills to which the peculiar
ana delicate female organism is heir. Had she known
it, she might have obtained permanent relief by de-
voting only io minutes a day to pleasant, healthful
exercise, which would have imparted natural strength
to every organ, thus enabling them to perform their
functions unaided. This is Nature’s way and the only
means by which lasting benefit may be expected.

We should like to hear from every woman who has
enough interest in her health and in her perfect de-
velopment to read this advertisement. We nave some
literature and testimonials which we will send FREE
for the asking, and we are confident they will not only
prove interesting, but convincing proof of the superi-
ority of The Stone Method over any other system of
exercise.

Mr. Stone is the only physical instructor in the field
to-day who pays special attention to the instruction of
women and children. He is ably assisted in this de-
partment by Mrs. Ellen Walker, who alone opensand
answers letters of a confidential nature. Such letters
may be addressed  Mrs, Ellen Walker, Personal,
Care The Stone School.”

CHILDREIN

Physical exercise is an_important factor in the de-
velopment of children. The highest authorities advo-
cate the beginning of physical training at five to six
years of age. There is no question but that ﬂro er,
systematic exercise early in life will develop children
into strong, healthy, robust men and women. We give
individual instruction in every case and have special
courses for children which are given as the conditions
demand.

We have prepared a 32-page booklet for men and one for women, fully describing The Stone Method and our plan of mail instruction.
This booklet contains photographs from life of those who have perfected themselves physically by The Stone Method. The booklet shows

what you can attain.
take instruction or not.

SENT FREE with measurement blanks and testimonials.
Special Booklet and Measurement Blank for Women.

Write to-day.

It will prove interesting whether you want to

The Stone School of Scientific Physical Culture,

1649 Masonic Temple, Chicago, lIl.

London: 4 Bloomsbury Street, New Oxford Street, W. C.
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E have been hearing about a beef trust for a long
time, and the generality of people, who have faith
in what they read in the newspapers, have sin-
cerely believed in the existence of such a combi-
nation organized on lines similar to those of the
Standard Oil Company, the American Sugar Com-
pany, and the United States Steel Company.
Since the very material rise in the price of meat
in the spring of this year, there has been more talk
than ever before of this trust, and those who are
careless of statement have asserted and reas-
serted that the increased price was arbitrarily
made by the trust in defiance of commercial
laws, and even of decent regard for a hungry and
insufficiently fed people. Such statements have
been believed notwithstanding the most vigorous
denials on the part of the packers, and in the
face of demonstrations, by statisticians and others
who deal in facts, that this rise in prices was the
result of entirely natural causes and was the in-
evitable result of a supply that was not so great
as the demand.

These things will be much more generally

believed, when this article is printed, than they

are at the time of writing, for there never was a

well-established beef trust before July of this

year. It is quite true that the meat markets of

this country have for a long time been in the hands of

large firms and strong corporations which worked in

such a way that they enjoyed profits almost as great as

those that usually accrue to a well-developed monopoly.

It is also entirely clear, to me, that the formation of

these threat butchering and packing establishments was

a plain corollary ofthe changed conditions brought about

by the growing of great herds of cattle on the grazing

lands of the West In this way, they became a necessity,

and, as such, contributed to the growth of a great sec-

tion, even though much of that growth was at the expense
of the people in the older parts of the country.

Bad Roads Made a Trust Impossible in Me Olden Days

In the older days,—the times, say, of our grand-
fathers,—the beef cattle and other animals that contrib-
uted to the food supply were grown on small farms, and
by men who produced various crops. In each neigh-
borhood, enough cattle, hogs, and sheep were grown to
supply the local wants, and also to help feed the towns
and cities thereabouts. For purely local wants these ani-
mals were slaughtered by local butchers, while drovers
bought up the surplus animals for the larger communi-
ties, in which were slaughterhouses, the size and num-
ber being in proportion to the population to be fed.
This as a development of the old patriarchal method
of life, and each neighborhood was as nearly as possi-
ble sufficient unto itself. The badly built and insuffi-
cient common roads and the navigable rivers were die
only highways of commerce, and intercourse between
distant sections was both difficult and expensive. Car-
rying bulky food products for any distance was well-
nigh . !possible, and there were many instances, only a
few generations ago, when in one neighborhood there
would be an abundant plenty, while twenty miles away
the people would be absolutely suffering for the food
that was being wasted in the more favored place. It is
quite true that cattle and sheep,and hogs to a less extent,
couh e driven on the hoof to markets where they were
in demand, but they had to be fed en route, which was
expensive, while they lost in weight by reason of the
unaccustomed exercise and the hardships of travel

To-day, Mr United States Is One Great Neighborhood

The introduction of steam in river navigation and
the building of railroads changed all this, and, in what
seems an incredibly short space of time,, in retrospect,
the great country was so bound together by lines of
transportation that, to-day, it seems like one great neigh-
borhood, and supply follows demand with a celerity and
a sureness that seem nothing short of wonderful. It
was not, however, until after the Civil War that the
necessities for changed conditions became so apparent
that inventive minds were obliged to respond, and to
devise new methods for feeding people who were becom-
ing more and more absorbed in special pursuits, rather
than in a variety of employments. This was not only
true in manufactures, but also in agriculture. The man-
uf icturer of wooden ware changed his output from every
con< | ivable thing into which wood could be fashioned,
and this one devoted all his energies to the making of
pails, another to the construction of sashes and blinds,
etc. These were then assembled in the great stores and
markets, and so supplied to the people who needed them.
The farmers, too, who were wise enough to see the signs
of the times, and who lived where conditions beyond
their control did not prevent, devoted their attention
to special crops. One grew com and other cereals; an-
other, cotton; another, tobacco; another, hemp; another
bred and grazed sheep; another, cattle,and so on. Where
they were wise in selecting the thing to do they pros-
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Loading boi cars for shipment to the East

pered, for it is true in agriculture, as in everything
else, that it is not given to one man to do more than
one thing excellently. This need for specializa-
tion was tremendously stimulated by the throwing
open to settlement of cheap rich lands in the West,
and the building of the railroads which almost an-
nihilated space. The railroads, too, not with this
particular end in view, but merely to make the ter-
ritory through which they ran attractive for settle-
ment, helped this along with an utter disregard of the
ordinary laws of transportation. They carried freight of various kinds,
sometimes a thousand miles, at a rate less than was charged on local rail-
roads in the East for hauls of fifty miles. All this was hard on the small
farmers in the East, who were to a very great extent then, as they are now,
living in the same patriarchal way that their fathers and grandfathers lived.

Contemporaneous with this change in agricultural conditions and
transportation facilities came the improvement in the breeding of beef cat-
tle. It is quite true that the wealthier and more farseeing of the farmers in
the richer parts of the country had paid attention to improved breeds of cat-
tle for many years before the Civil War. But they were only making a
foundation of what may be called #4 basic stock.” These fine cattle were
seldom killed for the market, and were only used to improve other herds;
though now and then, at a barbecue or some other political or social festiv-
ity, nothing was deemed too good to further the interest and the jollity.
When, however, we became rich or were on what we considered the happy
road to great wealth, nothing seemed too good for us, and the beef had to
be of the very best, and that best only comes from improved stock.

One of the saddest things a man will hear who takes the trouble to ask
old people of the food supply in this country fifty and seventy-five years
ago is the answers they make. In a general way, they will tell you that
nothing to eat, absolutely nothing, is as good as it used to be. Bless their
dear souls! it is not the food that has deteriorated, it is only that they do
not go to table with the zest of youth; for, if you pin them down with cross-
questions and get them away from bewildering generalities, you find that
the food now is infinitely greater in quantity and better in quality, in nearly
everything except game, and cured pork. The game is not so abundant as
it used to be, and the improved pig does not make nearly as good bacon
and ham as the half-wild 44razor-back” which wandered the forest at will,
and grew lean but gamy on the fallen nuts.

TNe Beef Truit Is a Natural Growth, but Was Given Life by the Government

Why, in those good old days our grandfathers in the country only had
fresh meat on those high days, and holidays which come in appropriate
seasons of the year, when beeves and hogs were being slaughtered to be
packed for food in other seasons of the year. They lived in the country
on salted meat the greater part of the time, with poultry in the late summer
and early autumn, this regimen being relieved somewhat when a neigh-
bor would kill a sheep, or the local butcher a steer. Oh, they were fine
people, those rural ancestors of ours; but,according to our standards, even
though they had the best they could get, they did not live on the fat of the
land!

It is quite true that what | have said as to living in the country did
notapply entirely to urban life. In the cities they had the same foods we have
now, except that neither the quantity nor the quality was the same. Then,
in the time of which | am speaking, we were nothing like the urban peo-
ple that we have become. Then not one in twenty lived in a town, while
now nearly fifty per cent of the people are urban.

This glance backward of half a century may seem a diversion, but it
really is not; for, unless we understand the elemental beginnings of a sub-
ject, we shall totally fail to comprehend the results of the complex happen-
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En route to be “dressed/* from the slaughterhouse

ings which lead from one to the other. The beef
trust which, to-day, controls, as nearly as it is possi-
ble for a combination to control a food product,the
meat markets of this country’, has been a natural
growth only regulated in its present form by one or two,
or half a dozen men. The old methods of slaughter-
ing cattle and taking them to market no longer sufficed
when the grass lands of the West became populous
with cattle. They were bred and taken to marxet
on a large scale, and either the breeders and the trans-
portation companies must lose all profits, or there must be some cor-
related means of handling them in the markets, and distributing the meat
to the consumers on the samescale. So the great butchers—the Armours,
the Swifts, the Morrises, et al.,—embraced their opportunities and grew
strong and opulent. Unless they did good service to either producer or
consumer, they could not have combined in the business; but they really
did good service to both. They furnished a ready market to the beef rais-
ers and paid cash, and they supplied good meat at reasonable rates to the
consumers. Both of these statements are susceptible of debate, and both
will be challenged in the minds of some readers, if not openly, but both
are facts that | could prove if | had the space. But | have neither space
nor time and must content myself with the general proposition that no con-
ceivable combination of capital, dealing in a necessity of life, can long
continue oppressively to control that commodity, unless given, by the gov-
ernment of the country in which it operates, a monopoly or the potentiali-
ties of a monopoly.

Considering Me Supply asd Demand, To-day’s High Rates Are not Exorbitant

The sugar trust is helped by the tariff, and so it is a monopoly that has
grown so strong that it can reverse the dictates of a patriotic and generous
people, as we have seen in the recent rejection of the bill to help the im-
poverished Cuban sugar-growers. But there has never been such an in-
terference with the meat supplies, and it is inconceivable that there could
be any that would be operative, unless in case of famine. So | accept and
state, as a fact, that the great butchers of Chicago, Kansas City, St Louis, and
other western cities, have served both producers and consumers with effi-
ciency and without cruel oppression.

Of their methods in breaking down opposition, nothing good can be

said. They were unprincipled, though generally within the letter of the law;
they were immoral and

without the shadow of
excuse beyond the right Hams ready
that the strong has to  for

kill the weak. When shipment.
these great slaughterers Thogsaﬂds**
of cattle began to oper- Sraeglycured
ate, there was a well-de-

veloped method of sup-
plying the towns and
the cities of the East
with meat generally
killed in each neigh-
borhood. In time, these
sources and depots of
supply might have be-
come inadequate, but
they then answered the
purpose. When the
Chicago slaughterers
got ready to go into any



September, 1902

Packing cans to supply the ever-growing foreign market

Carrying sausage covers to the factory

town or city, they offered their meat at attractive pri-
ces to the retail butchers of the place, on one invaria-
ble condition; namely, that these retailers buy only
from them. This is a hard condition to face, and
those of us who are independent usually remonstrate
with all our force before we give in. The Chicago
meat men had a sure process, however, to bring the
remonstrants to terms. They, or rather one of them,
would open a retail meat market as near to the inde-
pendent man as possible, and sell at a price which
absolutely beat down opposition. Either the remonstrating retailer would
come to terms, or be driven out of business, generally the latter. Now, when
these western conquerors had this stolen business, they were too wise to raise
the prices at once. They would do that gradually, and, in a year or so, by
increase of rates they would get back all that had been lost while the war of
conquest was raging. In time, all, or pretty nearly all, the small slaughter-
houses were driven out of business, and the western men had a pretty firm
grip on the meat market wherever they cared to exert their power. This
abolition of the local slaughterhouses made the growth of beef cattle by
small farmers unprofitable, as there was no market for them; and so we be-
came more and more dependent on the western supply. | have often heard
it said that the East no longer raised cattle because the land was too costly
for competition with western raisers. There is much truth in that, but it is
not the last word on the subject The East will probably never again be a
great grazing country until the density of population is very much greater
in the West than it is now; but the eastern farmers should never have
been compelled to give up the growing of beef cattle entirely.

TNe Large Packing Concerns Require Special Knowledge <n3 Ample Capital

Suppose a small farmer cannot raise a large herd successfully, that is
no good reason why he should not raise a few head every year, and, feeding
them from a surplus that now mainly goes to waste, have in them, when
they are ready for the knife,a clean profit in cash; in cash which is the scarc-
est thing with which an eastern farmer nowadays has any acquaintance. But
the abolition of the local slaughterhouses took his market away from him,
and the small farmer no longer grows beef cattle at all. This economic
condition is not in contravention of the rule | have laid down, that monop-
olies cannot exist without governmental assistance, for the United States
government has assisted all it could for thirty-odd years to undo the small
eastern farmer, and to make his hard lot almost unendurable. The United
States assisted in building the western railways which carried far-off farm prod-
ucts to eastern markets for a less price than a Jersey farmer paid to haul his

stuff to New York, or a

Pennsylvania farmer to

Hﬁtggeg?flrj send his to Philadelphia;

the  theUnited States has prac-

trust’s  tically given away and con-
raised prices” tinues to give away rich
virgin lands to every com-

er, lands whose products
undersell—by the help of

assisted railways, — the
products of the descend-

ants of the real founders

and builders of the coun-

try. Instead of being an
exception to the rule, this
ruination of cattle-raising

in the East, by governmen-

tal assistance, is the strong-

SUCCESS

Working at night in a packing house

485

Here thirty thousand boxes are packed every day

A sausage factory where covers are filled

est illustration of the rule that every monopoly must
have government aid and countenance. Of course,
when the wise men in Washington did this thing,
they did not know what they were doing. There
has long been a question in my mind whether they
ever knew, or, knowing, cared.

The large packing concerns being firmly estab-
lished, and the growing of cattle on ranges in the West
having become a great business that required special
knowledge and large capital, the country began to rely
more and more on this supply, while,at the same time, a great export trade
was built up so that there should never be a glut in the home market More-
over, the packers who operated on a large scale reduced economy to a science,
and in their great houses the waste was so inconsiderable as to be almost
eliminated. Nothing was so insignificant as to be thrown away. The
blood, the bones, the hair, the hides, the hoofs,—all were put to useful pur-
poses, and so reduced the cost to the packer that it made it easy for him
to undersell those who slaughtered in a small way. It should also have
resulted in the reduction of the price of meat to the consumers. It unques-
tionably did; but this reduction is not always apparent to those who sec
no further than the environment made by their personal horizon. Nowa-
days, we cannot see accurately unless we take a comprehensive view of the
world; for, as has been said before,the world is now one neighborhood,and
merely local conditions can make neither a glut nor a famine. The prices
of all things save those that are very quickly perishable are regulated by
the world-supply. So it may be, at any time, that meat may seem very high
in New York and Chicago, though crops have been excellent and other
conditions favorable. Then it is easy to talk of oppression and unfairness,
and criminal greed for gain. Really, however, the cause will generally be
found far from home,—in England, perhaps, or in Germany, or in France,
or in Russia. All products—and meat cannot be excepted,—seek the mar-
kets where they are most in demand.

At this particular time, when meat is higher than it has been in years,
the price is directly chargeable to natural causes at home. We have been
enjoying an era of great prosperity, and we have, as a natural consequence,
indulged ourselves in an unprecedented quality of high living. We have,
in other words, been eating much more meat than usual, and also, the doc-
tors assure us, much more than is good for us. Just while we were at the
top of this era of prosperity came a great drought in that western section
where the greatest quantity and best quality of rarge-fed cattle are raised.

A Long Drought Made Feed Scarce end Cattle Thin, ond So Prices Soared

The scarcity of feed in that section cut the corn, hay, and cotton crops to
less than half the regular yield. This drought, the most severe ever ex-
perienced in the large area covered, extended from the Rio Grande River,
in a northeasterly direction, and cut ?. swath six hundred miles wide almost
to the Great Lakes. The devastated country included the greater portion of
Texas, Oklahoma, Indian Territory, Missouri, Kansas, and p iris of Arkansas,
Ilinois, lowa, and Nebraska. Speaking of this an authority on the sub-
ject said:—

This is the country that has, for a score of yeais, been looked to by the packers
for fat cattle between the end and the beginning the grass-fattening season, or from
October to June. Itis the greatest feeding section of the United States, and into it,
during the summer months, hundreds of thousands of lean cattle, shipped to tne big
markets from the ranges of the West,Southwest, and Northwes., are sent to be put into
condition for killing. The big feeders of Kansas, Missouri, Texas, and Indian and
Oklahoma Territories, who own millions of acres of corn and cotton lands, buy the thin
steers, feed them on the c-T lal products Of this land, and, in the winter or early spring,
realize good returns when> ’animals are sold to the packers at Kansas City, St. Louis,
or Chicago. For the past <ur months, these cattle should have been coming to the
market. Some, indeed, have h*en coming, but fewer than fifty per centof the ordinary

[Con & on Pag's 510 and 511)
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°THE PASSING
OF'GAMAXIEL"

leTxanlnANd™MaT*E>1«xuc
or KeBAMKX]

NE of Sir James Fitz-

james Stephen’s mostsug-

gestive ““Essays by a

Barrister” is entitled

““Gamaliels.” By ““Ga-

maliels,” the author means

those titans of teacher-

dom once so well known,

whose high scholarship

and mental. ability, rich character, and dis-
tinguished personality rendered all their
pupils their humble and adoring worshipers.
Sir James seems to have had specially in
mind Dr. Thomas Arnold, the foremost Ga-
maliel of the British world in the days just
before our own, at whose feet sat so long,
and with such obeisance that they never
learned to stand erect, a considerable num-
ber of men who might have been original
and even great There have been many
Gamaliels in the United States. Eliphalet
Nott, Francis Wayland and Mark Hopkins
will serve as illustrations. James McCosh
might be named with these, though his pu-
pils, | think, never loved him quite as Mark
Hopkins’s pupils loved him. | well remem-
ber hearing a gentleman from Williams Col-
lege, engaged in graduate study at the Uni-
versity of Gottingen, warmly arguing with
some German friends to the effect that Mark
Hopkins was unquestionably the greatest
teacher, thinker, and man then in the world.
Teachers of the Gamaliel class no longer
exist James McCosh ended the series here,
and Benjamin Jowett in England. Edward
Caird,who succeeded Jowett as Master of Bal-
liol, and Edward Zeller, of Berlin, remind
us of the virtuosos mentioned, but are not exactly of the same type. They
are respected and even loved; they are, moreover, very influential. But
pupils do not exactly worship them,—do not stand ready to live and die
for them. Kuno Fischer, Wilhelm Maximilian Wundt, Ernst Haeckel,
DuBois Reymond and Lord Kelvin are not Gamaliels at alL They are
only scientific lights. Furthermore, Lord Kelvin is not an inspiring lec-
turer, but quite the reverse. Shortly after he was made a knight, (Sir Wil-
liam Thompson instead of plain Professor William Thompson,) he had been
absent from Glasgow some time while associates more facile than he in
laboratory exposition had had charge of his classes. When it was an-
nounced that Sir William would soon return, one of his pupils voiced his
regret by the remark, ““Behold, the [Kjnight cometh, when no man can
work.” The most famous university presidents in America are also not
Gamaliels. Few of them teach or come much in contact with their students.

«»Gamaliel ” ruled supreme

TNe Modern Teacher-ldeal Is Different from That Which once Prevailed

Gamalielism led to certain faults. | cannot agree with Sir James Fitz-
james Stephen, in what appears to be his view that Gamalielism was a
pure evil. An inspired teacher like Thomas Arnold, Eliphalet Nott, Fran-
cis Wayland, or Mark Hopkins created vastly more mental and moral life
than he kept down. The net influence of such a teacher cannot have been
otherwise than good. None the less, such influence was dangerous. Wide
is the gate and broad the way that leadeth to imitation, and many be they
that enter in thereby; for narrow is the gate, and straitened the way that
leadeth unto thinking, and few be they that find it

Upon becoming mature, the brightest pupils discovered that, without
intending to do so, the master had led them to think too much of him and
too little of the truth. This was an inevitable result of Gamalielism,—in
every case, of course, to be deplored. Enthusiasm for a preceptor is de-
sirable, to a certain extent, but it easily goes too far. Hero worship does not
conduce to originality or depth. The disciple who is incessantly referring
to his favorite teacher with an “<ipse dixit** is in a sorry and deplorable case.
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Gamalielism*s ill influence did not affect disciples alone. Gamaliel
himself often grew vain, unscientific, dogmatic, unable to brook criticism
‘or contradiction, infirmities which discerning disciples could not but mark
Observation of Gamaliel’s temper, on trying occasions, when his worst side
revealed itself, is a chief reason why sq few teachers are now ambitious to
attain Gamaliel’s celebrity,—why such as have the ability and the oppor-
tunity to become Gamaliels decline the preferment A really great teacher
scorns all that savors of adulation. He dislikes to be quoted. He says,
““Do not cite authority: prove all things, hold fast what is true.”

In this, the latter-day teacher-ideal is different from that which once
prevailed. The modem thought of good teaching is that it must inspire
a pupil to set himself at work as an investigator at the earliest possible
period of his progress, making him his own teacher. The up-to-date
teacher* s art manifests itself very largely in devising methods of one sort
or another to force pupils to think, reflect, investigate, and originate for
themselves. The best teachers seek not to render their own personality or
views prominent, but rather to retire these, lest they divert pupils from the
pursuit of truth, or warp their judgment This is an important reason why
Gamaliels are no longer with us.

Another change has contributed to this result; it is the decadence of
the “in loco parentis™ theory touching the teacher™ s relation to his students.
In fact, the paternal idea within the family has altered. Fathers are not
looked up to by their children with that awe which was once characteristic.
They do not assume authority or insist upon obedience in the old way. Of
course, therefore, even were the <<in loco parentis** notion still in force as of
old, it would add little to a teacher’s power, but it is not in force as formerly.
No teacher*longer possesses much authority or respect simply in virtue of
his office. College presidents were once viewed as a species of superior
beings. This is not so now

A New * Gamaliel” vfrould Be Advantageous in Our Educational Progress

Again, teaching of the special type furnished by Gamaliels has ceased
to be much in demand.  However circumscribed Gamaliel's information
might be, he was usually a very competent expositor of his subject as he
understood it Not seldom his thinking w?s clear, incisive, and strong.
He made much of system and emphasized the logical elements of knowl-
edge. In these particulars, teaching has deteriorated. Too little attention
is paid to the development of logical mentality or to the logical aspects of
mental product

But the cause for the passing of Gamaliel which is more to be deplored
than any other is the wide remission of effort to build character in students,
whether by precept or by insistence on specially choice character in teach-
ers. The spirit of science is objective. It tends to remand mere personal-
ity to a second place, not to exalt it It is well that some objectivity has
found its way into teaching. This is one reason why the teaching of to-day
is, on the whole, better than that of fifty years ago. But objectivity in
teaching has gone too far. It is due to its entrance in force into our col-
leges that the impartation of instruction has of late years become mostwise
such a tame affair. There is teaching which simply informs, and there is
teaching which creates. The one kind conceives the pupil as a recepta-
cle, and its motto is, “ Fill him up.” The other kind regards the pupil as
a rational being, and its motto is, ““Build him up.” Francis Wayland, in
his best days, represented the instruction of power. Now the instruction
of mere impartation is in vogue and bids fair to sweep the field. There is
not enough drill in the class-room, not enough of resolute grapple between
the teacher’s and the learner's mind. The crib is laid with food, but little
effort is put forth to render this appetizing or life-giving, still less to impart
to the eater voracity or assimilating power. Very many teachers of high
standing, nowadays, quite repudiate the function of maKing men and are
anxious solely how they may be true to the subjects which they teach. They
will compass sea and land to create a course of lectures, a book, or a sys-
tem, but do nothing toward the infinitely more precious task of perfecting
the human beings who face them each day in class.

Will Gamaliel ever come back ? It is little likely that the world will
see ““Old Gamaliel” again,nor can one desire that it should. Too many of
the evils accompanying the type were inseparable from it Such ought, of
course, to be put down, and to stay down. But a ““Gamaliel, Jr.,” free
from all undesirable traits, and exerting good influence only, may, | think,
—I at least hope,—be looked for. His advent would form a happy epoch
in educational progress. A painful proportion of extremely learned teach-
ers, at the present time, are narrow and petty men. The college and the
university will certainly come to care relatively less for specialistic ability
in its teaching force, and relatively more for breadth, culture, mental san-
ity, power to think, edifying information, and exalted personality. Minute
learning has a place, and ought to be encouraged, but the mere micro-
scopic investigator cannot continue to be, to the same extent as now, the
typical purveyor of college and university instruction. It will be felt that
wisdom and learning together make a better teacher than learning alone.

1 Reckon We’ll *Pull Through « ROY FARRELL GREECE

The heat’s been something awful, and the
weather’s been so dry
The greenest vegetation had to shrivel up an’

die;

And the hot winds killed the prospects e’en of
nubbins for the shoats,

The hayfield’s brown an’ crispy? an’ we're
mighty short of oats ;

Folks given to complaining «iy the winter
soon to come

Will be so long and hard *twill turn a wooden
image numb,—

And, since the crops have failed us, they are
asking what we’ll do,

So | tell them God’s on duty, an’ I reckon
we *11 pull through.

the chills.

Quite true the ground is dryer than is suited
to our needs.

But, aL. the same, | tell them, it has Killed a
lot of weeds;

There hasn’t been enough o’ rain to feed the
meadow rills.

And so, you see, we have n't had the ague nor

There’s always compensation if we stop to
hunt it out,

And so | tell the neighbors that I'm not dis-
posed to pout.

When things seem going crossways, an* the
prospect’s lookin' blue,— n

I’'m convinced that God’s on duty, an* | reckon
we’ll pull through.

Of the Hand that rules the weather, | shall rail
not nor complain,—

Though, if we're to do fall-plowin’, we ought

' to have some rain.

At the One who does things wisely | am not
inclined to scoff,—

Though the fruit is gettin’ shriveled, and there’s
some a-fallin* off.

But He who feeds the ravens, notes each lowly
sparrdw’s fall,

I figure, when< we want Him, will be near
enough to call.

So, when they gpy that want-an’; woe *s ahead

for me an* you,

| tell them Gotfs on duty
opn through.
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* The keen eyes

of the savages did

not long overlook

him. Instantly he was sur-
rounded by a curious group ”

The

II7HEN James Ferris was only five years old, he

slipped from his bed, pattered barefooted
through the bedroom and down the hall, and was
finally reclaimed by an excited mother just as he
was about to crawl through the window onto the
sloping roof of the veranda. James was promptly
spanked, although he disclaimed all knowledge of
the episode. About a year later he left his sleep-
ing-car berth, and was only restrained by the
porter from stepping off the moving train. At
the age of seven he horrified his family by leaving
his bedroom by a window and climbing down
four stories of a hotel fire escape. The third esca-
pade of this kind set his mother’s wits to work.
After atime it became fully established that Jimmy
Ferris was a somnambulist, or sleepwalker.

Jimmy did not know this. It was considered
best to keep him in ignorance of the fact The
recurrence of his night prowlings was rare, and,
after his condition became recognized, he was
never awakened. In fact, until he was nine
years old, at which time this story opens, he had
made but six such excursions.

Aside from this unfortunate tendency, he had
never been very strong. His passion had always
been for outdoor life, and that would have been
the very best thing for him, but his mother was
too much worried about him. She exercised a
general supervisory authority over such things
as rubbers, flannel bands, sponge cake, and oat-
meal, which convinced Jimmy that mortal man
would die if his feet should get wet, or if his diet
were LUl the least irregular. It is natural for a boy
to pattern his mental cast by that of his mother,
and Jimmy’s mother was very anxious. Indeed,
about this time she imagined that Jimmy’s lungs
were weak, and so nothing would do but that they
must all go to Monterey for the summer and
Santa Barbara for the winter. As Jimmy’s great
but thwarted ambition had always been to see the
““big woods,” he was more than delighted.

They set out by the Canadian Pacific Railroad
early in May. Jimmy was at the car window all
of the daylight hours, marveling at the Canadian
country, the stretches of forest, and the numerous
lakes. North of Lake Superior he was surprised
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to see a great deal of snow still lying in the hol-
lows, and, in fact, late one afternoon the big white
flakes began to zigzag slowly through the air.
Jimmy was filled with wonder.  Snow in May!

All the afternoon he flattened his little nose
against the window, his eyes wide with the mys-
tery of the forest He could see into it just about
ten feet, but who knew what lay beyond that?
His restless mind conjured up the hollows, the
streams, the springs, the wild beasts. Up through
that country extended the Long Trail to the fur
regions. At Sudbury, late in the afternoon, he
had glimpsed a voyageur just from the wilds.
man had worn a fur cap with the tail hanging
down behind! He had been wrapped in a long
blanket coat bound with a red sash, and his feet
were encased in beaded moccasins! Jimmy’s mind
went galloping off on the leagues of the Long
Trail, and after he had gone to bed he dreamed
of it He, too, traveled in the Silent Places.

About five o’clock in the morning,'which was
nearly dawn, the train paused an instant because
the driving wheels could not grip the slippery
rails on the grade. The engineer promptly turned
on his sand. Five minutes later he had forgotten
the circumstance.

But in that pause something had happened.
Jimmy Ferris, traveling the Trail in imagination,
had wandered down the aisle of the car, had
stepped from the platform at precisely the moment
the engineer reached for his sand lever, and was
soon blundering aimlessly through the falling snow
over rolling bald hills, clad only in his slippers, a
pair of trousers, and his nightgown, firmly con-
vinced, in his own mind, that he was discovering
the north pole.

Two hours and a half later, which, of course,
meant seventy or eighty milgs further on, Mrs.
Ferris discovered that her son’s berth was empty.
Then there was trouble! Telegrams, questions,
conjectures flew. Section men scurried over every
inch of the track on handcars, thinking to find
Jimmy’s mutilated body. He was evidently not
on the train: it seemed impossible that he could
have left it while moving, without receiving some
injury. Nobody remembered that labored mo-
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ment when the engine had coughed its protest at
the grade. No sign or clue could be discovered.
Mrs. Ferris was prostrated, Mr. Ferris was stricken to
the heart, and everybody else was supremely puz-
zled. Jimmy had simply vanished into thin air.

In the meantime, Jimmy went on discovering
the north pole, and the arctic weather became
more and more severe. He was just on the point
of taking possession of the pole to carry it home
with him, from which agreeable action he was be-
ing prevented, however, by the numbness of his
hands, when he awoke and looked about him.

He knew perfectly well that he was no longer
dreaming, but for a moment he seriously doubted
that he was alive. In his last moments of con-
sciousness he had felt the yielding of a Pull-
man berth, had heard the regular clinkety-clank
of the car wheels, and had seen the thin crack of
light that swayed between his curtains. But here,
all at once, he was out on a gray, bleak, bowlder-
strewn hillside, without a sign of berth or car or
even track anywhere within sight You must re-
member that he knew nothing whatever of his
sleep-walking propensities. He could not sum-
mon to his bewildered brain even a wild solution.

Before him stretched a mist-like forest country,
indistinct in the early light, about whose skeleton
branches lingered a fair.;, wraith-like fog, and all
about him was a great silence.

He was not frightened: the whole thing was too
inexplicable for that, and, being unable to account
for it himself in any way,he was as yet unterrified
by a feeling of responsibility. But he was very
cold. His thin slippers, which he had instinc-
tively assumed before setting out to discover the
north pole, were wet through by the damp snow;
his bare shanks were goose-fleshed, and a thin
cotton nightgown and a pair of knee-breeches are
not precisely an early May costume in the north.
Having been taught that damp feet mean pneu-
monia, and inadequate clothing consumption,
Jimmy immediately gave himself up for lost ““I
must get back,” he said to himself.

Get back where? He had never seen this coun-
try before. That Pullman car might be on the
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other side of the world. For a moment he im-
agined he might be dead, but then a certain sturdy
little piety of his own came to his aid. It was not
that But, since the human mind must have ex-
planations or perish, and since Jimmy was, after
all, only nine years old, and more conversant with
the tales of Grimm and Andersen than with those
of medical authorities, and since sorcery is, in
truth, much nearer to the hearts of most of us than
such a stupendous metamorphosis as this, he soon
concluded that he was the living hero of a fairy
tale, and that this must be the Magic Forest

In that case he must go somewhere. He struck
oui sturdily, his mind quite at rest from the fears
that would have assailed it had he been lost in an
ordinary and comprehensible manner.

Of course he set out in the wrong direction.
Even had he known enough to follow a back
track, it would have been impossible for him
to do so. The back track was covered by the
light fall of snow. Travel was difficult enough
and uncomfortable enough in any direction, but
level places are easier than hills. Accordingly,
Jimmy made his way down toward the wraith of
vapor, and so, soon after an hour’s stumbling
through a fringe of wood, found himself on the
bank of a brawling North Country river. By this
time the sun was well over the horizon, the clouds
had scattered, and Jimmy’s blood was circulating;
so that, had he only known it, the danger of pneu-
monia or a harmful chill had passed.

But Jimmy did not know it He only knew
that the repeated contact with melting snow had
turned his feet positively blue, that his thin, wet
garments sent a spasm of cold through his body
every time a new movement brought their smooth
clamminess next his skin in a fresh place, and
that the woods brush had scraped and tom his
skin cruelly. Once something abrupt and strange
had glided away, like a streak of brown, from a
thicket before him, startling him into a cry which
returned from the great silence to strangle in his
throat He stared in helpless bewilderment at
the swift stream, and wondered what new thing
he must do. It would not have surprised him to
have been whisked back at any moment to his
berth in the Pullman car.

Above the little stone beach on which he stood,
the river boiled and tumbled and whirled down a
slope, strewn with big and little bowlders.

The water, broken into foam, slid in a smooth
green apron, or twisted in savage eddies. The pool
before him was filled with froth. Jimmy was a
very lonesome little boy in a strange place.

Suddenly, at the extremity of the vista, some-
thing sprang into view and came shooting down
the hurrying waters. It stopped abruptly, worked
jerkingly sideways, to slant with terrific impetus
across the smooth apron. Jimmy’s bewildered
vision made out a canoe, a birch-bark canoe of
bright yellow, with up-curved bows, of the sort
he had seen pictures of in his father’s ‘* Parkman. "’
It contained two men. As the canoe leaped
nearer the men came more plainly into view.
Their bold copper-colored faces were set in rigid
lines of attention, their beady black eyes were
fixed unwaveringly on the difficulties of the
descent, and their sinewy brown hands wielded
long paddles whose blades were colored vermil-
ion. Both wore their hair long about the napes
of their necks, and over their ears, and bound it
in place by bands about their foreheads. Even
before the boy’s quick faculties had realized these
things, the craft had reached a spot where the
current divided about a great bowlder to tumble
over a sunken ledge in a cataract The men simul-
taneously rose to their knees and thrust at their
paddles in one superhuman effort. The canoe
quivered, jumped sideways, shot forward just to
clear the bowlder, and rushed on the cataract

““Hi! hi, hi, hi-yah!” shrieked the men in
ecstasy.

The craft leaped directly out into the air. A
smother of spray arose. It floated peacefully in
the eddy of the pool.

Another canoe appeared,—another,—then two,
—all rushing down the current, all taking the
leap. The air was full of shoutings, of laughter.
Some set to work at once bailing water, while
others looked eagerly up-stream to watch their
successors shoot the rapids. Almost instantane-
ously, as it seemed, the empty place was alive.

The little boy, shivering in the shadow of the
wood, shivered still more with mingled terror and
delight, for he saw that these were Indians, the
wild Indians of the woods, of a hundred years ago,
whose wigwams had given place to the New York
he kn*w, about whom his father had read to him
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in Cooper’s novels,—come back from the myste-
rious romantic past to traverse the Magic Forest
He was frightened, and yet he was glad. They
were Indians, and yet they looked kind. He did
not know whether to flee or to reveal himself and
ask for aid.

The trouble of a decision was saved him, how-
ever. The keen eyes of the savages did not long
overlook him. Instantly he was surrounded by a
curious group, eager to know the meaning of his
appearance.

The strange, handsome men in moccasins talked
to one another in beautiful singing syllables; then
an old man knelt before him.

““You get los’?”” he asked, laboriously.

Jimmy only stared. He really did not know
himself.

““Where you live ?”

““New York,” replied Jimmy.

““New Yo’k,” they repeated to one another,
puzzled. They thought they knew the place, for
far up on the shores of Hudson Bay is a fur-trad-
ing post called York Factory.
But how did this child come
to be there?

““You go dare now?” in-
quired the old Indian, after a
moment He spoke swiftly to
his companions.

““You wan' go to York?” he
asked.

““Yes! Yes!” cried Jimmy.

““A’ right,” replied the In-
dian.

““Is it far?” asked Jimmy.

““Ver* far.”

In the meantime a little fire
had been built, over which al-
ready water in a tin pail was
bubbling. After a moment the
Indian gave Jimmy a tin cup.

““Drink him!” said he.

It was tea, coal-black, very
hot, and without sugar or
cream. Jimmy had never been
allowed to drink tea at home,
but he gulped this down, al-
most scalding his throat in the
process, and at once felt better.
While thus engaged, other In-
dians came through the woods
bearing heavy packs by means
of straps passed across their
foreheads. Other canoes, man-
aged no less skillfully by wo-
men, shot the rapids. Children,
half-grown youths, girls, and
dogs joined the group. A soft
lisp of excited conversation
arose. Old Makwa, the Indian
who had interrogated Jimmy,
told them what he had learned.
It was surmised that the boy
had become possessed by
homesickness and had started
for York Factory on foot, ig-
norantof the length of the jour-
ney; or, perhaps, that he had
been lost from a party already well on its way
toward that distant post The band had just been
in to trade its furs at Chapleau. It could not re-
turn south.

Makwa cut the discussion short There was
occasion for haste. He unceremoniously bundled
thinly clad little Jimmy in a robe, and deposited
him gently in the waist of his own canoce. The
boy was well with them. Later, perhaps, when
they returned to Chapleau, in the fall,—

He thrust the canoe strongly into the current
It shot away. Ah-kik, the bowsman, headed it
down stream. The paddles dipped.

Then, indeed, although he did not for a mo-
ment suspect the fact, little Jimmy Ferris was set-
ting out on the Long Trail.

CHAPTER 1.

'T'HE rabbit skin was very light and warm and
soft Jimmy snuggled down in it, and half
dreamily watched the banks of the river slip past
The tea had made”~him sleepy. He saw the Magic
Forest through a haze, and the great trees and the
little trooped by solemnly like an army with ban-
ners. Before him the lithe bowsman swung his
paddle tirelessly. The whispering “*swish, swish "’
of the water lulled him. At this early moment in
a strange adventure little Jimmy might have fallen
sound asleep, had not a diversion aroused him.
The leading canoe suddenly stopped short,
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worked noiselessly sideways, and came to rest
against the bank. The other canoes joined it
No word was spoken, and Jimmy was warned by
an expressive gesture to keep silent After a
moment Ah-kik, the bowsman, drew from a long
greasy case a musket bound in brass. The canoe
crept forward around the bend.

Not a drip of water broke the absolute stillness.
Makwa, although Jimmy could not see him, was
still-paddling without raising the paddle from the
water, and indeed with barely perceptible motion
of the wrists. To the little boy’s imagination the
craft seemed suddenly to take the character ofa
wind-vane he had watched from his windows,
turning to right or to left, swimming across the
cloud-strewn ether as if guided by a will of its own.

Something exciting was going on.  He did not
know what it was, but his eyes grew large and
bright, and he held himself so still as hardly to
breathe.

It became evident that the canoe was quietly
but steadily approaching a certain point on the

May-may-gwan sat close beside him and held his hand"

shore where a little sandy beach and a grass plot
interposed between the forest and the river. A
broad maple tree rose just outside the edge of the
woods, under which lay a deep shadow backed by
the dusk of the forest. Nearer and nearer the
canoe crept Then, suddenly, as if it had been
evoked by the wave of a magician’s wand, Jimmy
saw that the deep maple shadow haa a living tenant

Even then he could not realize that he looked
on a deer. This had the graceful shape of the
creature, to be sure, but it was so exactly the
color of the maple shadow that it seemed tc be
the unsubstant’al ghost of a deer, as if one could
see through it as through a clouded glass.

The excitement in Jimmy s’little breast was in-
tense. His heart thumped, his breath caught in
his throat, and, in spite of his best efforts, lie
trembled all over as if with a violent chill Each
instant he expected to see the deer run away.
But still the canoe slipped silently forward as idly
as a leaf wafted thither by the wind. Then,all at
once, when the prow was actually within a few
feet o* uie bank, Jimmy was conscious of a vio-
lent tiambling. Makwa had thrust his paddle
down to stop the headway. Ah-kik, still unob-
trusively, without abrupt motions, raised the brass-
bound musket

A sudden roar broke forth, a cloud of white
smoke enveloped the bow, and the canoe leaped
backward like, 2 sririted, horse.
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Makwa dropped the paddle aboard with a clat-
ter and stretched his arms. Ah-kik called back
something in his natural voice. From around the
bend streamed a flotilla of canoes. The everyday
sounds, after the period of strained silence and
patient endeavor, seemed almost profane.

Jimmy leaped ashore with his companions, fully
prepared to exult over a dead deer. What was
his disappointment to discover only four deep,
sharp footprints where the animal had leaped.
Evidently die shot had failed.

But Jimmy had still a long way to go before the
rudiments of his woodcraft would be complete.
He did not know that Ah-kik could tell, by the
way the deer carried his tail, whether or not the
animal was wounded, and how badly; and so he
was much surprised when two of the young men
returned, after some minutes, bringing the venison.

In the bustle of making camp, Jimmy war, for
some time, unnoticed. Certain of the men cut
up dry wood. OIld women swiftly built little fires
of birch touch-wood, bark, and twigs. Even the

"He wanted to kill it, but May-may-gwan would not let him *

little children busily collected and carried in the
wood chopped by the men. The deer was quickly
skinned, and cut up. Pots bubbled and steamed
over little fires. Dogs yelped with delight as bits
of offal were tossed to them.

Then, when the first tasks were over, he was
surrounded. The younger children stared at him
wide-eyed, the older ones teased him; but, as he
did not understand what they said, this did not
worry him in the least One handsome little fel-
low, slightly older than himself, smiled at him,
and, when Jimmy smiled back, he promptly drove
the others away. Then he squatted on his heels
at Jimmy’s side.

**Minne-qua-gun,” said he, picking up a tin
cup. And so Jimmy learned his first Indian word.

In this was a new and delightful occupation.
To speak real Indian words was an accomplish-
ment Jimmy would have reverenced in another.
Yet here was a chance to learn for himself. He
memorized tschi-mont the canoe; and ah-boo-e,
the paddle; and ah-gah-quit, the ax Then he
resolved to find out something useful to himself
He hugged his arms close about his chest, shiv-
ered violently, and looked inquiringly toward his
companion.

**K$s ina,”* said the latter, at once.

Jimmy immediately ran to old Makwa, who was
smoking a pipe on a fallen tree.

“Kk ina,”" said he, pointing to his thin night-
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dress and his bare shins,—*<kss inat kss ina!*

Makwa laughed, his fine old face wrinkling in a
hundred deep little lines. He called sharply. An
old woman came forward. Makwa spoke a few
word. to her, whereupon she went away for some
moments, only to return bearing a bundle wrapped
in canvas, which she laid at Makwa* s feet

The bundle, when opened, was found to contain
a variety of things. Makwa picked out a little
deerskin shirt, a pair of blue leggins made of stroud-
ing, two squares of blanket-like material called
duffel, and a pair of deerskin moccasins. The
squares he wrapped about Jimmy’s feet in place
of socks, the leggings he bound with a pair of
heavily beaded garters, and the deerskin shirt he
slipped on deftly and fastened with a worsted sash.
When arrayed in them, the little boy was too happy
to sit still.

But the meal was cooked. Jimmy discovered
that he was very hungry. He sat with a group of
women and children, and accepted thankfully his
share of venison, fish, and tea. A little girl sat
next to him, a pretty little brown thing,
with big, soft eyes. She gazed at him
solemnly during the meal. At length
he nodded and smiled at her, where-
upon she showed all her teeth in the
prettiest fashion in the world. Jimmy,
with a full stomach, began to feel very
contented. The sun was warm, the
people about him looked on him kindly,
and this open-air meal under the green-
wood tree was inexpressibly thrilling to
his young imagination.

That afternoon he was given a short
paddle and set to work. Nor was the
paddling a matter of play merely. When
his unaccustomed little wrists and shoul-
ders became very tired, old Makwa
sternly forbade him to rest He was
compelled to keep on, although his arms
at times seemed ready to drop off, and
his efforts could certainly have added
little to the speed of the canoe. How-
ever, twice the party disembarked on
the beach, drew the canoes up, unloaded
all they contained, and set off through
the forest, carrying packs. Here, too,
Jimmy was given his share to carry,
and his thin moccasins were slight pro-
tection to his feet, which speedily be-
came’ bruised and wet However, the
life and mystery so filled Jimmy’s mind
that he only partly noticed these things.

Of course, the trees were still bare of
leaves, but the spring was awakening.
All sorts of noises sounded through the
woods. Jimmy did not know what they
were, but little by little he learned from
Taw-kwo, the young boy.

Bump! bump! bump! bump! br-br-
r-r-r-r! boomed a hollow wooden note.

““ Penay,’’ said Taw-kwo. Some days
later a partridge was flushed into a tree.
**penay" said Taw-kwo, again, and so
Jimmy knew that Penay was a large bird
with afan-like tail whose capture was most
desirable, and who made remarkably
good eating. But he did not know its English name.

On the way back through the woods, for a sec-
ond load on the second carry, Jimmy saw his first
live porcupine. The beast was scornful and lordly,
and disinclined to hurry in the least, after the man-
ner of porcupines everywhere, but to Jimmy the
sight of a wild animal of this size which would per-
mit itself to be approached was a brand new expe-
rience. Of course, he wanted to kill it That is
invariably the first instinct But May-may-guan,
the soft-eyed little girl, would notallow him to do so.
Jimmy learned thus his lesson in woods-modera-
tion, for the woods-Indian never Kills wastefully.

The rest of the afternoon the canoes floated
down the river. The shores glided by silently.
Jimmy many times forgot the ache of his shoul-
ders in the excitement of a swiftly vanishing wing,
the mysterious withdrawal of some brown spot
that, in this manner only, proclaimed itself a for-
est creature. Once a mink bobbed up for a mo-
ment on a piece of driftwood, and paused, its
fore feet under its chin, to stare malevolently at
them as they glided by. Often the muskrats would
be seen swimming in arrow-shaped ripples. Once
a slim, graceful animal of some size slipped from
a rock-ledge ahead. This the Indians thought
important enough to discuss, gathering their ca-
noes into one idly drifting group. It was ni-gig,
the otter, and the value of his pelt in the winter
won him consideration as a personage. Often
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squirrels crossed the river, steering themselves
with their bushy tails. Makwa, noting the in-
terest of the boy, good-naturedly extended his
paddle to one of the little animals, whereupon, to
Jimmy’s vast delight, it scrambled up the paddle
to the gunwale, within two feet of his hand, where
it sat resting for a moment, and then dived again.

About the middle of the afternoon,the women’s
canoes were permitted to go ahead for the purpose
of making camp, so that, by the time the sun was
low, the men were enabled to draw ashore for the
night A number of little birch-bark shelters
were already in place, the tiny fires were winking
bravely, and the dogs were squatted in a semi-
circle, just at the edge of the brush, awaiting their
share of the meal. Jimmy thought he had never
seen such funny dogs. Their noses and ears were
pointed, their hair long and thick, and their tails
as furry as afox's brush. He tried to make friends
with them, but they snarled at him so savagely
that he drew back, alarmed. In after days he
succeeded in knowing them better, but then they
were distrustful. They seemed more than half wolf.
The two boys picked their way through the brush
to the mouth of a little creek flowing into the river.
There Taw-kwo unrolled a fine-meshed net he was
carrying, fastened one end to a staff which he
braced upright in the bottom, and waded across
and stuck the other end in a similar manner, so
that the mouth of the creek was entirely closed by
the net Taw-kwo did not seem to mind in the
least wading in the cold water with | is moccasins
and leggings on.  ““Kée-gawns,” said he, making
with his hand the motion of a fish swimming.

He touched his finger to his lips to enjoin cau-
tion.  Stealthily he lay on his stomach and
crawled to the sharp edge of the bank. Jimmy
followed his example and peeped*over. Below
his eye ran five or six grooves through the thick
water-mud which ended in aregular gallery of
holes. Just as Jimmy looked, some bright-eyed,
solemn-whiskered animal seemed to fade back-
ward into hiding. ““Ske-skest,” (muskrat,) whis-
pered Taw-kwo. He signed toJimmy to return, and
returned shortly, carrying two steel traps. These he
set at the mouth of the grooves, covering them
craftily with mud, and touching none of the sur-
roundings with his hands.

At camp, by this time, the evening meal was
prepared. Jimmy had never been so hungry be-
fore in his life. He ate and ate until he could
not cram down another moulJ ! and he was
almost too lazy to move over to <he large fire, or
to hang up before the blaze his moccasins and
duffels as did the others. The flames leaped,
making shadows on the Magic Forest Over in
its depths a night bird began to moan ¢+ whip-poor-
will.”  The dogs sat on their haunches bi'-nking
their eyes. Men smoked and laughed and talked.
Women conversed in low voices. Little May-
may-gwan sat beside him and held his hand.

After a long time Taw-kwo led him to a shelter
in which was spread six inches of balsam browse.
The Indian boy laid out the rabbit-skin robe.
The balsam smelled good to Jimmy. His eyes
grew heavier and heavier.

But he was not to sleep yet Suddenly a tre-
mendous row brought him to his feet The dogs
were clamoring, and edited figures were running
past the firelight Jimmy instinctively followed.

Down through the tangled forest the chase went
pellmell, the dogs always in the lead. Some of
the Indians had snatched up torches. Stumbling,
shouting, clambering, breathless, the multitude
streamed through the silent dark. Then it gath-
ered at a slim tree about which the dogs were
leaping frantically. Jimmy could distinguish a
fierce-eyed dark animal, about the size of a dog,
crouched in the branches. The little boy was
still half asleep. What followed was much con-
fused. Something dislodged the beast It fell
among the dogs. Immediately there was a great
fight, in which the Indians seemed to be trying
desperately to deliver a telling blow. Then it was
all over. Two of the dogs were dead; from oth-
ers blood was streaming. One of the Indians was
tying a bandage around the calf of his leg.

Back through the ancient forest filed the convoy
with its prey. At the fireside, Jimmy saw that the
beast was powerful, blunt-nosed, with long claws.
““Swingwadge,* replied Makwa, to his look of
inquiry. Many years afterwards Jimmy again saw
one of them stuffed, at the Sportmen’s Show, and
so knew that he had assisted at the Killing of a
carcajou, the fiercest fighting animal of its size in
America. Thus closed what he always thought of
afterwards as his Wonderful Day.

[ To be concluded in the~Qctober ““Success''}



49° S U C C ESS September, igoj

T he Spryvy-Spvs
IV. Thee Go Fruit-Gathering

W. LIWVINGSTON LARNED

Said a Spry-Spy, “ | remember, it is in the soft September
That the apple-boughs are bending with their store of ripened fruit;
Then it is that grapes lie glowing where the sunlight stream is lowing.
And the festive crow grows rotund in his ebon-colored suit.
Peaches smile through dells of color, from a thousand orchard ways;
Red and yellow suns are tilting in the early autumn haze,—
I suggest we start invading realms their luscious stores parading
That might tempt a monarch's palate and his appetite amaze."

" Good I'" a hungry trooper ventured ; ““but, suppose our deeds are censured?
Farmers do not work for nothing,—they must claim some legal pay;
| have read, besides, that doggies and queer tree-abiding froggies
May be found as local color in an orchard, any day."
“ Bosh!" Miss Up-to-date suggested, ““ where the ripest fruit is found.
It is quite to be expected that small perils must abound;
We have met foes far more cunning, and have always set them running,—
Show a frog to Spry-Spy's army on an open battle ground 1"

Since the danger was disputed, a close search was instituted
For the gnarled and twisted sentries of the orchard's sunny land.

Two by two, in rows they gamboled, and, by Fortnne favored, rambled
Right upon the spot they wanted, held in Nature's upturned hand.
There were rows of trees, fruit-laden, where the wild birds stopped to dine.

Apples bright each move refecting, by the minor of their shine;
Apricots and peaches swinging, plains in ruddy beauty clinging.
Grapes that smiled in purple glory as they slumbered on the vine.

Spry-Spy did not favor pillage, for this peaceful country village
Breathed an atmosphere of goodness that was Puritan.—replete;
Yet so tempting smiled this Eden, and so plainly grown to feed on,
That his conscience ne'ei upbraided where the apples glimmered sweet.
High above their heads it towered,—this gigantic, leafy tree;
Countless globes of crimson pippins 'mid the branches they could see—
Not a voice to call out, “ Stop itl"— They might climb and scale and top it.
With the green leaves as their pillows and the south wind blowing free.

In the midst of mid-air searching, soon the Spry-Spys bold were perching
High above earth's sordid troubles, when a farm boy strolled that way;
With his bull pup trotting after, he heard all their noisy laughter,
And he gripped, with pudgy ingers, fast the pitchfork made for hay.
Spry-Spy faced the problem promptly with his military zest,
Marshaled all his standing army 'round the bumpkin; then they pressed
Like a phalanx bold behind him.—made a dash for cord to bind him.
Tied him helpless to the tree-trunk while they laughed in merry glee.

Cried this luckless rustic vainly, strained his bonds and bands insanely.
While the bull pup posed, mouth grinning, for a snap-shot photograph;
On his pitchfork, fruit was profcred, shining apples kindly ofcred.
As his energetic antics made the court in waiting laugh.
Up a ladder scores were scaling, some, alas, gnarled limbs impaling;
Some, head dowd, in tenor warbled at the risk of tearing clothes.
Others, fanned by zephyrs, seated in the foliage-swings, were greeted
By a food of luscious apples, and wild exclamations rose.

It is said that we who tamper with the law of right will hamper
All the future, for wrongdoing, as the proper consequence;
And the Spry-Spys had good reason to remember this in season.
As a punishment came speedy for their pilfering ofcnsc.
- What is this? "™ a youngster questioned, as, with a broken branch he pried
At a swinging globe, gray-colored, to investigate inside,—
Woe to all for this molesting; there were wasps, past number, nesting,—
Out they swarmed, with righteous anger, feeling hurt and injured pride.

There an be no room for doubting that, when swarms of wasps are scouting.
(And their stern rebuke is stinging, you will thoroughly agree,)

Who may choose to say, Come, meet them; we may easily defeat them | ""—
There is room for one side only in a country apple tree.

Down they tumbled, Spry-Spys squalling,—Spry-Spys open-eyed and falling.
Down jmd out across the orchard, never stopping for dispute.

From their hardships glean the knowledge that is taught in every college:
Never hope to come out sathless when you pluck
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He works during ‘'off hours”

Students at work in the Georgia State Normal School sloyd shop

N1 Georgia student earning money

Invincible Southern Heroes Who Struggle to Learn

The Georgia State Normal School
T. w. REED

TfLEVEN vyears ago, it became apparent to the educational

leaders in Georgia that, without a large number of
trained teachers, the millions of dollars invested by the
state for the development of her common-school sys-
tem would yield but a meager income in mental development

In answer to this demand for better-equipped teachers, the State Nor-
mal School of Georgia was chartered by the general assembly of the state,
in 1891. This charter carried with it no appropriation, but the University
of Georgia gave an old building, a few acres of land, and a thousand dol-
lars a year. Dr. J. L. M. Curry allotted to the new institution five h’-.dred
dollars a year from the Peabody Fund, and the citizens of Clarke' County
generously equipped the schoolrooms with plain desks and the dormitory
with comfortable cots. Three years later, the state made a small appropria-
tion, and the institution opened its first regular session of nine months. At
that time, the one building on the premises served for class-roomsand dor-
mitory, and for several years the dormitory space was so limited that, fre-
quently, ten girls would occupy one room, and in one instance three girls
were obliged to occupy the bath room, one of them actually sleeping on a
cot placed over the bath tub.

The State Normal School has traveled far from its humble beginning.
A decade more will make it, beyond doubt, one of the largest, strongest, and
most useful educational institutions m the South. While not supplied with
a sufficient number of buildings, it is doing work that would reflect credit
on older and larger institutions. W.ithin the past year, a library of five
thousand volumes has been provided by the earnest personal work of its
president, Eugene C. Branson, the faculty, and students. A department of
domestic arts and sciences has been established by George Foster Peabody,
and a cooking school has been fitted up by Robert C. Ogden. The de-
partment of psychology has been equipped with the very best apparatus,
and the sloyd shop has been converted into a department where
the students make numerous useful articles from materials that
usually go to waste.

Although two hundred and forty-two of the six hundred and
five students at the State Normal School this year came with
diplomas from leading educational institutions in Georgia, the
great majority is composed of young men and young women
whose opportunities have been very limited. They are represen-
tative of that class of citizens whose financial condition is strait-
ened. Their ancestors fought at Cowpens and Kings Mountain
and Yorktown; at Monterey and Buena Vista and Chapultepec;
at Shiloh and Murfreesboro and Chickamauga; at Chancellors-
ville and Gettysburg and the Wilderness. The devastation of
war, the dismantling of homes, the impoverishment of their
fathers, left them a problem hard of solution. Their lots in life
have not been gentle. They have not reposed on" downy
beds of ease. They have never known aught else than
hard, unremitting toil, either of mind or body. They have
helped rebuild the waste places, repair the shattered for-
tunes, eke out the family income, and keep alive the spirit
of unconquerable perseverance that has made Georgia a
veritable empire.

EUGENE C.
BRANSON

Many of the Students Are More Than Forty Years of Age

More than ninety per cent of these students are teach-
ers in the common schools of Georgia. They teach from
four to five months a year, and receive the meager average
pay of twenty-six dollars a month.  Slightly upward of one
hundred dollars a year makes the total sum of their income;
and yet, by strict economy, and, in many instances, by
actual privation, they manage to lay aside enough to pay
their expenses at the State Normal School for a brief season,
and then go back to their homes, make a little more money,
and return to secure additional education. They come
from mountains aqd lowlands; from the humble homes on
the farm that possess only a modicum of the ordinary ad-
vantages of life, and from the fields where they labor the
greater portion of the year to produce their quota of the
great cotton crop of the world. Age raises no barrier to

RALPH CRAWFORD

Earning school expenses

North Carolina’s Model Farm School
G. SUMNER BASKERVILLE

A boy of seventeen sits in a class-room by
the side of atnan of fifty. A blushing girl is the desk-
mate of a matronly woman. More than two score stu-
dénts of oVer forty years of age attended the State Normal
School during one session, and it is not infrequently the case to have
scholars there who are past sixty. Confederate veterans have hobbled there
on crutches; widows, taking their children with them; and even grand-
- mothers have enrolled themselves as students at this institution. There
;,is none there who has gone for pleasure. There is none who gives him-
self up to the vanities of society, but there are many who would grace
any social gathering in the state. These boys and girls and men and wo-
men have clearly comprehended the need of a common-school system, and
feel that the way is open to them to advance in their chosen profession, and, at
the same time, confer incalculable benefits upon the children of their na-
tive state.

their efforts.

By Picking Cotton, This Girl Supported Her Parents and Educated Herself

The lives of these students furnish many stories of invincible hero-
ism, mighty battles waged, and noble victories won. One of the heroines
is Alice Moore, a bright, attractive young woman from the mountain sec-
tion of the state. Her life has been one of self-sacrifice. From her earliest
girlhood she has been tested in the fiery crucible of adversity, and nothing
but a bold, indomitable, heroic spirit could have conquered in such an
unequal contest At an age when other girls more favored were attending
college, she found herself clothed with the responsibility of maintaining a
support for her invalid parents, her three younger sisters, and her little
brother. There was no flinching from the task. ~Many a beautiful dream
vanished, many a fairy castle crumbled, but there was no murmuring. She
resolutely faced the future, took charge of the little farm, went to the fields

with the farm-hands, worked as a common laborer, and, by her
self-denial and unceasing effort, provided the necessaries of life
for her loved ones.  In odd moments, she found time to beautify
her home, to teach her sisters and brothers, and to cheer her in-
valid parents. The day came when this patient, uncomplaining
heroine of the fields looked up and beheld the way open to a
normal-school training. With a scant supply of money, made
by picking cotton, she was enabled to attend the State Normal
School for ten weeks. Then she went back to her mountain
home, to the task that had even a higher call upon her than an
education. The next year she went again to the State Normal
School, remained ten weeks, and returned home to take charge
of a country school. For five years, at intervals, she has been
a student at this institution. From her splendid example, a
younger sister drew the inspiration that led to a similar under-
taking. W.ith money made by picking cotton, she, too, is now
securing a normal-school training.

The life-story of Ralph Crawford, the one-armed night
watchman, is of pathetic interest In boyhood, very few of
the ordinary advantages of life were his, for his father was
a poor circuit-riding Methodist minister.  Incapacitated,
by accident, for physical labor, he applied himself assidu-
ously to his studies, and finally succeeded in securing a
position as teacher in one of the small rural schools of
" wire-grass” or southeast Georgia. The way was rough
and the outlook unpromising, but he had put his hand to
the plow and he looked not backward. He married, and
a daughter was born who gave him loftier inspiration. By
vigilant economy, he saved about thirty dollars with which
to attend the State Normal School fora few months. What
a sacrifice that paltry sum of silver represented!—a sum
that almost any man of fashion would squander in an even-
ing’s entertainment, and yet it was the very light and life
of an invincible spirit! That was four years ago. The
intervening years have witnessed repetitions of that sac-
rifice.  For the past year he has served as night watch-
man at the institution he attends as a student The mid-
night hour always finds him at his post of duty. In a
humble cottage not far distant, his wife busily sews far into
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each night A few months ago, a generous,
warm-hearted citizen of New York, a mem-
ber of the Ogden party attending the South-
ern Educational Conference, heard this story
in all its details, and witnessed the silent
but determined struggle of this resolute man
and his devoted wife. A week later, a check
for fifty dollars came from a New York office
for the one-armed night watchman of the
State Normal School.

Richard Hampton is a typical North
Georgia mountaineer, with acharacter notun-
iike that of his native mountains, underwhose
shadows he spent his boyhood. He comes
from a section of the state where educational
facilities have always been limited,and rep-
resents a class of people whose chief need
is good schools. The humble home of his
parents nestled among the spurs of the Blue
Ridge, and for miles around stretched the
hills and valleys wherein a world of wealth
awaited the developing touch of intelligence
and capital. The responsibilities of a man
were upon him while he was a barefoot boy.

Neither school nor opportunity to attend school came into his boyhood life.
He was a grown man before he had seen a locomotive, and the reading of
a newspaper was a luxury rarely indulged in by even the more favored of his

acquaintances. What little education he acquired was
picked up here and there, but it had the effect of firing
his youthful heart with an ambition that is about to be
realized. He dreamed that some day he would be a
teacher of his people, and he fully realized the amount
of sacrifice it would require to enable him to reach his
goal. Almost a score of years have passed since then.
Without help from anyone, he has ascended, step by
step. Many a heartache and many a pang of hunger
have marked his advance. It required the labor of
two years to furnish the scant savings necessary to de-
fray his expenses at the State Normal School, and
during those two years he lived on bread and water,
with an occasional slice of bacon and a few vegeta-
bles. He reached the State Normal School, bringing
his wife and child with him, and soon he will be a
fully equipped teacher.

She Begged to Be Allowed to Do Any Kind of Work

During the spring of 1901, President Branson re-
sponded to a knock at his door, and saw a haggard,
hollow-eyed, sallow-complexioned country girl. Her
clothes were of the commonest material, and gave evi-
dence of long service. The toil of years had left its
lines upon a face that should have been bright and
girlish. Hands that might have been soft and tender
had been hardened by daily contact with plow han-
dles. Eyes that should have sparkled had lost much
of their luster.  Yet, in spite of all this, the spark of
worthy ambition still lived in her breast, and she had
come, without a cent in money, to attend the State
Normal School.

her life, the many burdens she had borne, the weight of
which would have crushed a less determined spirit, and,
with tears streaming down her sunbrowned cheeks, begged
the privilege of doing any kind of work to cover the expense
of a term in school. A position as a servant in a neigh-
boring boarding house was secured for her, where she cooked,
sewed, and performed the most menial tasks, attending
school all the time she could spare from her work. This
employment lasted only a few months, and she came again
to Mr. Branson, beseeching him for work. She expressed
her perfect willingness to become a common servant, to
scrub floors, to wash dishes, to perform any honorable
task. She told him that it had always been her lot in life
to do such work, and that, if she should return to the farm,
it would be going back to a life ofdrudgery. The president
found a suitable way in which to reward such heroism. At
the expense of the faculty of the institution, a scholarship
was founded for her benefit, and a complete transformation
was wrought in her life.

Last autumn, a former normal-school student was teach-
ing in acountry school a few miles from Athens. One of
her pupils was Susie Ferris, the eldest of six daughters of
a tenant farmer. The teacher became interested in the wel-
fare of her pupil, and, one afternoon, while in conversation
with a prominent citizen of Athens, suggested the possibili-
ties of the girl’s life, if her mind should receive the proper
training. A few days later, the citizen drove by the little
farm and noticed the young girl at work in tbe cotton field.
Before she was aware of his presence, he was at her side,
watching the tender fingers as they deftly picked from the
rough bolls the snowy staple. A blush suffused her coun-

tenance as she turned and beheld the stranger, and the embarrassment in-
creased when he asked her questions of her home life, her opportunities,
The stranger drove on, and the girl returned to her
Afterwards, as she trudged homeward, her
thoughts dwelt upon a life of wider scope and higher usefulnesss than that
The citizen sat in his eleganttlhome that

and her ambitions.
work with redoubled energy.

to which poverty had bound her.

It was a pathetic picture, and the president stood amazed
for several minutes at the iron will of the simple country girl who stood be-
fore him. She gave her name as Ethel Horton, told him the brief story of
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The ““finished products” of the Asheville School

They walked thirty miles to learn

Fresh from the mountains

bitious undertakings for building up citizens, in all the world.
Asheville Farm School, whose pupils, ranging from youth to middle age,
seem to have blossomed from a race unheard of in the great compound of

accomplishing two years’ work in one.
the Presbyterian Board of Home Missions, and is supported by contribu-
tions from churches and individuals.

September, 1902

night, surrounded by his happy family, en-
joying all the advantages that success in
business life affords. He looked at his own
little girl busily engaged with her studies,
unburdened with the cares of life, and a
sympathy for the less fortunate called up the
features of the patient, cheerful girl among
the cotton rows. Before he retired a check
was on its way to Mr. Branson, and the
next day a new student, with happy heart
and fixed purposes, entered the State Nor-
mal School.

The Asheville Farm School

G. SUMNER BASKERVILLE

[Superintendent]
TN the heart of the Blue Ridge Mountains
1 in North Carolina, the little town of Swan-
nanoa is situated. Itis a small place,—one
of the many seemingly insignificant spots
on a heavily dotted map, yet within its
limits there exists one of the most strenuous
schemes for education, one of the most am-
It is the

the world. They are the children and grandchildren
of the fathers and mothers who fled into the mountain
fastnesses during the war times, many of whom have
passed the majority of their years in crass ignorance.
They come to us from the most inaccessible places in
the mountains, where they work on farms. Many
have walked from forty to seventy-five miles to at-
tend this school. They come in, ragged and unkempt,
the roughest of rough diamonds, but with one inevi-
table aim, to leam. One girl walked nearly seventy-
five miles to study here. Some of these boys and girls
have innocently acquired habits which are slow to cor-
rect They learned to chew tobacco at an early age,
and, until they came to the Asheville Farm School,
they did not know the horror of it Their manners
were often as uncouth as their dress. Many had
reached the mature age of eighteen years, and knew
but little besides the alphabet

The public-school system in western North Car-
olina has been very defici