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IV 

OF THE MEANING OF PROGRESS 

 

                         Willst Du Deine Macht verkünden, 

                         Wähle sie die frei von Sünden, 

                         Steh'n in Deinem ew'gen Haus! 

                         Deine Geister sende aus! 

                         Die Unsterblichen, die Reinen, 

                         Die nicht fühlen, die nicht weinen! 

                         Nicht die zarte Jungfrau wähle, 

                         Nicht der Hirtin weiche Seele! 

SCHILLER. 

         

 

        ONCE upon a time I taught school in the hills of Tennessee, where the broad dark vale of the Mississippi 

begins to roll and crumple to greet the Alleghanies. I was a Fisk student then, and all Fisk men thought that 

Tennessee--beyond the Veil--was theirs alone, and in vacation time they sallied forth in lusty bands to meet the 

county school-commissioners. Young and happy, I too went, and I shall not soon forget that summer, seventeen 

years ago… 

        …There they sat, nearly thirty of them, on the rough benches, their faces shading from a pale cream to a 

deep brown, the little feet bare and swinging, the eyes full of expectation, with here and there a twinkle of 

mischief, and the hands grasping Webster's blue-back spelling-book. I loved my school, and the fine faith the 

children had in the wisdom of their teacher was truly marvellous. We read and spelled together, wrote a little, 

picked flowers, sang, and listened to stories of the world beyond the hill. At times the school would dwindle 

away, and I would start out. I would visit Mun Eddings, who lived in two very dirty rooms, and ask why little 

Lugene, whose flaming face seemed ever ablaze with the dark-red hair uncombed, was absent all last week, or 

why I missed so often the inimitable rags of Mack and Ed. Then the father, who worked Colonel Wheeler's farm 

on shares, would tell me how the crops needed the boys; and the thin, slovenly mother, whose face was pretty 

when washed, assured me that Lugene must mind the baby. "But we'll start them again next week." When the 

Lawrences stopped, I knew that the doubts of the old folks about book-learning had conquered again, and so, 

toiling up the hill, and getting as far into the cabin as possible, I put Cicero "pro Archia Poeta" into the simplest 

English with local applications, and usually convinced them--for a week or so… 

 


