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the stage. It is the sign of man to men
that they must come from the cover "of
goods, —that the hideous mockeries of

society carry death and dishonor in their

plausible splendor— that the summoner
himself is the first to demonstrate that
possessions, which the world mistakes for
the necessity of power, are simple leaves
on the wind when a strong man arrives.
Whitman is not America except as

SCHOOLHOUSE.

America is universal. He is democracy
—and democracy has no geographical
word. He has taught literature that it is
not to tell a life, but to be one ; and when
priest and prophet, editor and lawyer,
mechanic and tradesman, have learned
this lesson, equity will prevail, and the
now obscure stars in the moral heavens
will stand forth in honor of the restora-
tion.

THE OLD RED SCHOOLHOUSE.

By Helen Lee.

old country road, as near the centre

THIRTY years ago there stood on the
of District No. 3 as surveyor’s chain

could make it, this old, square, red school- -

house. It had once been sanded. Here
and there, at recess, could bé seen some
girl sharpening her slate pencil against its
rough surfacé. It was perched on a side
hill, bleak and cold. The doorstep was a
rough flat stone from the roadside. There
were broad shutters like those seen on
country stores, which were always getting
loose and slamming against the sash.
Broken windows were quite prevalent.
No shade trees grew around the school-
house — only one poor solitary ash that
was so destitute of foliage that it could
not cast a shadow. Three-fourths of the
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scholars came from the village a mile
away; one-fourth, from the scattered
farmhouses. Nearly all carried their
dinners in tin pails.

In summer time there was a good show
of bare feet. Those who did not go
barefoot were shod with Uncle Jerry’s
hand-made shoes, all from the same last
with a few alterations, very unlike the
«“Red Schoolhouse Shoe™ which one
finds in shops to-day, and which, it is
worth stating, was named after this same
dear old schoolhouse by one who at-
tended there in early life. Good, strong,
broad soles had Uncle Jerry’s shoes, with
rolled leather strings. It took a vigorous
boy to start a seam on those thorough
made articles. How busy the old gentle-
man used to be in his little shop near the
village in “the fall of the year!” - His
fame for the durability of his shoes
spread for miles around. His taps—
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the like of them were never seen before
and will never be seen again.

The entry to the schoolhouse was
packed with wood. A few nails for out-
side garments were driven in a row upon
one side. As you opened the door to
the schoolrcom, the teacher’s desk was
opposite, raised upon a platform a foot
from the floor. Space under the desk
was used by the teacher to store away
unruly culprits until the time came to
chastise them. -Back of the desk was
the blackboard, —the big blackboard ;
there was another small one near the
door. At the left, as you entered, there
was a three-cornered shelf, which held
the water pajl with its tin dipper. It
was considered a great honor to pass the
water. The proceeding usually took place
twice a day in summer. There were five
rows of seats on each side of the room,
three in a row, besides the low seats in
front of each desk on the floor row.
These were occupied by the little ones
learning their A B C. The room was
warmed in winter by a large box stove,
which was generally red hot, those nearest
the stove suffering with heat, those at the
back of the room with cold. The seats
near the fire were well blistered; the
pitch oozed out here :and there, and
sometimes the wood fairly smoked. There
was a scuttlehole overhead. Tradition
said many a tramp had rested there,

The desks had once been painted blue.
The inside — a simple pine shelf —had
never felt the brush. All the desks bore
marks of the former industry of their
occupants in rude carvings and carica-
tures, fly traps and puzzles. Frequent
scourings given the night before examina-
tion day had removed all paint from the
tops. What fun we had, cleaning up!
We brought our supper, the teacher
directed, and we worked with a will.
After the scouring we decorated the room
with garlands of leaves and flowers. The
blackboard bore the map of South Amer-
ica —what a coast line it had ! — drawn

by Alice Stone, now a good parson’s wife.’

For many terms her handiwork adorned
the. board. The boys had all the water
to bring, no well being near the premises.
On cleaning day they formed into a
tandem team, and with a rail from a
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neighboring fence brought several pails at
once. Those end boys had the worst of
it. It was- quite a way to Mr. Smith’s
well, which had a windlass with chain and
bucket attached.

On the right of the schoolhouse lived
a farmer intensely disliked by the schol-
ars. There grew on the roadside, between
the little red- schoolhouse and his door,
a few straggling red rose bushes, inter-
spersed here and there with creepers and
“bouncing Bets,”” which the boysand girls
were wont to gather— though strictly
forbidden by this same farmer — to adom
their desks. He occasionally fired white
beans at us from an old shotgun, while
we were gathering the flowers. The
stone wall befriended us, and only the
poor “bouncing Bets "’ and roses got the
pelting. The result was, of course, that
the boys and girls pulled up his corn,
tumbled the stones from the wall, ate up.
his turnips, made Jack o'Lanterns of his
pumpkins, let out the cattle, stoned the
hens whenever they dared show them-
selves on our lines, did all manner of
mischief that the ringleaders could sug-
gest. He took his revenge in the dark,
by hiding our ball clubs, and even by
putting dead cats and rats in our seats.
But he was a cranky fellow.

At the left lived a2 man brimful of the
milk of human kindness, and beloved by
all. His good motherly wife many a
time took the butter from out the well,
that fifteen or twenty boys and girls might
get a drink from that old, moss-covered
well.  Surely no water since was ever so
cold or clear as that. We never stoned
this man’s hens, or pulled his corn.

Nearly opposite his place was a pile of
logs against the wall, and sheltered by
some friendly maples the girls played at
housekeeping there, and had tea parties
with bits of crockery, made mud pies
and cakes and sundry refreshing drinks,
had cook-books compiled by Mary Jane
Newhall, hid in clefts of the wall, —
which would not match Miss Parloa’s
perhaps, but to which a high value was
attached. ' ‘

We had a postoffice which Jim Green
made. What excitement when the bell
rang and Jim distributed the mail! On
Valentine’s day what peals of laughter
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went up, with those hats tossed high in
air! In pleasant weather the boys played
marbles, quoits, barn tick. - In stormy
weather, the big ones sometimes, but not
often, surprised us by locking most of us
into the schoolhouse and putting a plank
over the chimney., Such a bedlam then,
smoke and tears, pushing and scolding!
In summer, boys and girls could be seen
going in squads after checkerberries, the
beautiful arbutus, June pinks, the wild
strawberry, and that most delicious of all
morsels, flag-tops. Who that has once
tasted ever forgets?

Nearly every desk on the girl’s side
had its broken pitcher or bottle, filled
with flowers. The teacher’s desk was
especially well remembered with floral
. offerings.

The meadow back of the house was
the abode of countless turtles, water-
snakes, and such frogs! Voices that
would penetrate through every crack and
crevice and would be heard! This
swamp had great attractions for the boys,
and was regarded with horror by the
girls.

Tom Mills, a great favorite with the
girls, took out the partition in his seat
near the wood-room, stored a barrel of
rosy apples, and re-placed the partition,
leaving a small slide to put his hand
through. What a favorite Tom was that
winter !

Joe Walker, not to be outdone, one
Saturday afterncon put in an Aolian
harp, known only to himself and his seat-
mate, and had boles bored through the
wall so that on a windy day, by sliding out
a panel with his foot, most ghostly and
weird sounds were produced, now low,
now high. How often had the teacher
called for the boy who made the disturb-
ance to walk down the aisle to the desk,
where a good show of birch switches were
stored, of all strengths and sizes! Noon
came. She stood there a baffled woman,
with scarlet cheek and flashing eye.
They were loyal rogues.

Some will remember the famous spell-

ing-schools once held in the old school--

house. What lusty cheers went up from
the well-filled lines of the victor, and how
well the thin ranks bore defeat !

Back of the schoolhouse was a very
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steep, round hill, called the Bunker. At
its base was an old tumbledown stone
wall which separated it from the meadow
beyond. Bunker was a rare place for
coasting. Asone went at lightning speed
down the gap in the wall into the meadow
beyond, the speed attained would com-
pare with that of the famous toboggan
slides of Montreal. Many a torn dress
and coat and tearful eye came from old
Bunker. Uncle Jerry’s shoes were well
tested here. .

On good old-fashioned election day,
( now, alas, extinct, ) Jim, the post-mas-
ter, got up a basket picnic in the school-
house. As we neared the building, what
amazement to see a banner with these
words in large red letters: :

« GENERAL SCOTT'S LEVEE.”

What a quickening of steps! It was
Jim’s great master stroke, and all felt it
could not be outdone. We bowed to his
superior wisdom on the great occasion.
With what alacrity we gathered oak leaves
to make garlands worthy of Scott’s Levee !
What sandwiches! And shall we ever
forget the taste of that good old election
cake the Jones girls brought! their
mother could not be beaten in that
department. Such a spicy flavor! What
rounds and hearts, cakes of all kinds,
green blueberry tarts, and lemonade
compounded by the hero Jim! And to
crown all there was a whole box of loz-
enges. Jim's patriotism cropped out
then, never to leave him. In after years-
he, with six loyal brothers, fought for the
slave. All returned save one fellow, who
yielded up his life at Roanoke. They
had the same sterling qualities that old
John Brown of Harper’s Ferry had.

Late in the summer, one afternoon, a
strange-looking vehicle was seen ap-
proaching the door. It was an object
about nine feet square, with roof and
sides, on wheels. The like was never
seen before. It was drawn by an old bay
horse, spavined in one leg, and afflicted
with “the heaves.” The driver dis-
mounted, and after some talk about terms
with the teacher agreed to let us see the
« Greatest show on earth,” at half price.
He fastened the old horse to the bars,
and with the help of the big boys lifted
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off the roof and sides of his vehicle.
Wonder of wonders! There was Mount
Vernon in miniature,— house and grounds,
green lawns and terraces on which the
flowers ever bloomed, orange trees laden
with their golden fruit, parks, lakes with
swans and small boats, soldiers and citi-
zens, boys and girls, scattered through
the grounds. The Potomac River, Ches-
apeake Bay all were there, even the tomb
of Washington with a weeping willow on
each side. A wonderful piece of Yankee
ingenuity and enterprise ! After we had
looked to our heart’s content, the boys
put the horse into the shafts, helped put
the roof and sides on again to keep
Chesapeake Bay and the Potomac all
right, and the man mounted the seat
under the roof, cracked the whip, and
moved on. I wonder if those fortunate
comrades who have looked upon Mount
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Vernon since in reality felt the awe and
wonder which they felt when, on that sum-
mer day, those barefooted boys and girls
stood around that pictured Mount Vernon
and listened to that wonderful lecture.

Our good fathers and mothers early
instilled it into our minds that poverty
was no disgrace, and the boy or girl with
the threadbare suit shared equally in our
rank and file. Poverty and wealth sat
side by side; respectability was all our
code of laws required.

The little red schoolhouse has long
since passed. @ Many of the scholars
sleep in “ God’s acre” on the hillside.
Old Bunker is there, and the desolate
ash still stands with its storm-beaten arms
outstretched to heaven, — all that is left
save memory to tell of the boys and girls'
who many years ago made dandelion and
daisy chains at its feet.

. FARMER MORRISON’S WIFE.

By Kate Putnam Osgood.

OWN at the farmhouse below the hill,
The blinds were closed, and the wheel was stili.

The swirl of the stream and the blue-fly's drone
‘roubled the preacher’s voice alone,

Where, by the open door he stood,
And talked, to the gathered neighborhood,

Of Earth and Heaven, and the grave between,
The visible world and the world unseen ;

Glancing aside, with solemn air,
To the dead who lay in her coffin there.

Every breath of the soft May breeze
Shook the blossoming lilac trees,

And sent a quiver of light and bloom
Into the hushed and darkened room.

It touched with a gleam the shadowed wall,
It flickered over the funeral pall,

And circled about the tremulous head
Of the nearest mourner beside the dead:

Farmer Morrison, old and gray,
Bent and helpless for many a day.



