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A
SCHOOLMASTER OF THE
GREAT CITY

CHAPTER 1

THE BACKGROUND
I

I REMEMBER sitting with the family and the neigh-
bours’ families about the fireplace, while father, night
after night, told us stories of the Knights of the
Crusades or recounted the glories of the heroes of
proud Italy.

How he could tell a story! His voice was strong,
and soft, and soothing, and he had just sufficient
power of exaggeration to increase the attractiveness
of the tale. We could see the soldiers he told us
about pass before us in all their struggles and sor-
rows and triumphs. Back and forth he marched
them into Asia Minor, across Sicily, and into the
castles of France, Germany and England. We lis-
tened eagerly and came back each night ready to be
thrilled and inspired again by the spirit of the good
and the great.

Then came the journey over the sea, and the family
1



2 A Schoolmaster of the Great City

with the neighbours! families were part of the life of
New York. We were Little Italy.

I was eleven before I went to a city school. All
the English I knew had been learned in the street.
I knew Italian. From the time I was seven T had
written letters for the neighbours. Especially the
women folk took me off to a corner and asked me to
write letters to their friends in Italy. As they told
me the story I wrote it down. I thus learned the
beat of plain folks’ hearts.

My uncle from whom I had learned Italian went
back to Italy and I was left without a teacher, so one
day I attached myself to a playmate and went to
school; an * American ” school. I gave my name
and my age and was told to sit in a long row of
benches with some sixty other children. The teacher
stood at the blackboard and wrote * March 5, 1887.”
We all read it after her; chanting the sing song with
the teacher. Each morning we did the same thing,
that is, repeated lessons after the teacher. That
first day and the second day were alike, and so were
the years that followed. *If one yard of goods
cost three cents how much will twenty-five yards
cost?” If one yard costs three cents then twenty-
five yards will cost twenty-five times three cents or
seventy-five cents. The explanation could not vary
or it might not be true or logical.

But there was one thing that was impressed more
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strongly, than|this routine. I had always been a
sickly, thin, pale-faced child. I did not like to sit
still. I wanted to play, to talk, to movg about. But
if I did any of these things, I was kept after school
as a punishment. This would not do. I had to get
out of the room and frequently I endured agonies
because the teacher would not permit me to leave the
room whenever I wanted to. Many times I went
home sick and lay abed.

Soon I discovered that the boys who sat quietly,
looked straight ahead and folded their arms behind
their backs, and even refused to talk to their neigh-
bours, were allowed the special privilege of leaving
the room for one minute, not longer. So I sat still,
very still, for hours and hours so that I might have
the one minute. Throughout my whole school life
this picture remains uppermost. I sat still, repeated
words, and then obtained my minute allowance.

For ten years I did this, and because I learned
words I was able to go from the first year of school
through the last year of college. My illness and the
school discipline had helped after all. They had
made my school life shorter by several years than it
otherwise might have been.

The colony life of the city’s immigrants is an at-
tempt to continue the village traditions of the mother
country. In our neighbourhood there were hun-
dreds of families that had come from the same part
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of Italy., On summer nights they gathered in groups
on the sidewalks, the stoops, the court-yards, and
talked and sang and dreamed. In winter the men
and boys built Roman arches out of the snow.

But gradually the families grew in size. The
neighbourhood became congested. A few families
moved away. Ours was one of them. We began
to be a part of the new mass instead of the old.
The city with its tremendous machinery, its many
demands, its constant calling, calling, began to take
hold. What had been intimate, quaint, beautiful,
ceased to appeal.

I went to school, father went to work, mother
looked after the house. When evening came, in-
stead of sitting about the fire, talking and reliving
the day, we sat, each in his own corner. One nursed
his tired bones, another prepared his lessons for
the morrow. The demands of the school devoured
me; the work world exhausted my father. The
long evenings of close contact with my home peo-
ple were becoming rare. I was slipping away from
my home; home was slipping away from me.

Yet my father knew what he was about. While
the fathers of most of the boys about me were put-
ting their money into business or into their houses,
mine put his strength, his love, his money, his com-
forts into making me better than himself. The
spirit of the crusaders should live again in his son.
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He wanted me;to-become a priest: I wanted to be-
come a doctor.

During all the years that he worked for me, I
worked for myself. While his hopes were centred
in the family, mine were extending beyond it. I
worked late into the nights, living a life of which my
father was not a part. This living by myself tended
to make me forget, indeed to undervalue, the worth
of my people. I was ashamed sometimes because
my folk did not look or talk like Americans.

When most depressed by the feeling of living
- crudely and poorly, I would go out to see my father
at work. I would see him high up on a scaffold a
hundred feet in the air and my head would get dizzy
and my heart would rise to my throat. Then I
would think of him once more as the poet story
teller with the strong, soothing voice and the far
off visioned eye, and the poet in his soul would link
itself to mine, and would see why on two-dollar-a-
day wages he sent me to college.

Proud of his strength I would strengthen my
moral fibre and respond to his dream. Yet not as
he dreamed, for when he fell fifty feet down a ladder
and was ill for a whole year I went to work at teach-

ing.
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II

The principal under whom I did my first teach-
ing was one with whom I had studied as a pupil in
the grades. He was opening a new school and
welcomed me cordially. Leading me to a class-
room he opened the door and pushed me in, saying,
“ This is your class.” Then he vanished.

There were sixty-six children in that room. Their
ages ran from eight to fifteen. They had been sit-
ting there daily annoying the substitutes who were
sent to the room and driving them out of school.
The cordial reception I had been given by the prin-
cipal held more of relief for himself than of kind-
ness for me.

That first day passed. The last few straggling
boys filed out an hour or so after school hours. One
of the biggest boys whom I had detained for disorder
stopped long enough on his way out to ask, * Coming
back to-morrow?” 4

“Yes, of course I am coming back. Why do
you ask?”

“ Well, some of them come one day and some
come two days. To-morrow will be two days.”

This boy did not know me. My one strong point
was discipline. I knew little of subject matter, peda-
. gogy or psychology, except a number of words that
i had never become a part of me. I had one notion
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that wag/strong<-discipline.. That was the idea.
Had I not been kept after hours to study my lessons,
slapped for asking my neighbour for a pencil, made
to kneel for hours for absenting myself from school,
for defending my rights to the teacher? Had I not
been marked, rated, percented all the ten years of my
life in school ?

Discipline then was the basic idea in teaching. S
You made pupils do what you wanted; you must be‘
the master. Memory, and those who ought to have "
known, preached discipline. It was the standard l
for judging my work as a teacher. My continuance
in the profession depended upon discipline. \

At least there was no conflict of aim. Since disci-
pline was the thing, I would discipline, and I did. I
oppressed; I went to the homes; I sent registered
letters. I followed up each infraction of rules re-
lentlessly. There was no getting away from me. I
was making sure that the children were punished for
their misdeeds.

I followed the truants into their homes because I
wanted relief from a principal who sent me a note
every time my attendance fell below a certain per
cent. I visited the parents to complain of the work
the children were doing, because the principal said I
must hold their noses to the grindstone.

I seemed to say to the children, in the words of =
Edmond Holmes, * You are to model yourself, or,

]



8 A Schoolmaster of the Great City

; rather I'will modél'you, on'me. What I do, you are

to learn to do. What I think, you are to learn
to think. What I believe, you are to learn to
believe. What I admire, you are to learn to ad-
mire. "What I aim at, you are to learn to aim at.
What I am, you are to learn to be.”

At the end of my first month I was an assured suc-
cess. My discipline of the class and the prompt-
ness with which I followed up the absentees gained
recognition. I was promoted from teaching a
fourth-year class to a fifth-year class. The new class
was made for me especially because I was efficient.
It was composed of all the children that the other
teachers in approximate grades did not want. They
were fifty misfits.

The room given me was the corner of an assembly
room, shut in by rolling doors. The benches were
long affairs and were not screwed to the floor. A
writing lesson could be conducted only when the desk
which formed part of the seat in front was turned up,
so that it became the desk for the seat behind. No
hour went by but some boy or girl of the fifty man-
aged to upset one of the desks; then the papers
would scatter, and the ink would flow on the new
floor Some of the children would laugh; others
would howl, and my best friend in the front seat
would stand on his head. This he said was in prep-
aration for the time when he was to become a
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tumbler at the circus., Judging from the hardness of
the bumps his head got he was undergoing rather
severe training.

Discipline — my favourite word — why, discipline
was failing, failing terribly. If I kept the children
after hours they would not come to school the next
day until they had made up the time that I had taken
from them. If I went to their parents, the parents
simply said they could not help it; they knew that
these were bad children. They seemed to feel sorry
for this mere slip of a boy who used up his after-
noons and evenings calling upon them.

Discipline, discipline! It was no use. I tried to
say again, “ You are to model yourself, or rather
I will model you, on me. What I do you are to
learn to do, etc.” But somehow the words would
not come. Discipline, my great stronghold, had
failed for I had come into contact with those who
defied discipline.

What was Ito do? I began to tell over again the
stories I faintly remembered having heard in the
days when father sat and talked and we listened, not
daring to move lest we lose a syllable of what he
said. I told them about my own childhood in the
mountains of Italy, about midnight expeditions when
we loaded the mules with provisions and carried food
to our friends, the last of the Bourbon adherents.
I told them about a wolf that attacked the sheep at
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night,until | myo/father-seized and killed it bare-
handed.

When I related these stories they listened. They
hardly breathed. Each day I would end so that
more could be expected. Then I began to bargain
with them, trading what they liked for what the
schools said they should have. I bribed them with
promises of more stories to come if they would be
‘“ good " and do the work assigned.

The struggle was between the child and the
teacher, and the struggle was over the facts of the
curriculum — the children refusing to learn and the
teacher insisting that they must. But discipline was
restored, and victory won, by bargaining. ‘

Woe to the boy or girl who transgressed and thus
prevented the telling of the story. No arithmetic,
no story! No silence, no story! The children from
other classes asked to be changed. They too wanted
stories. I had them by the hundreds, for as soon as
I had caught the interest of the children the stories
of adventure gave place to the old hero tales.

Discipline once more was my watchword.

Then a new trouble arose. I had been teaching a
year when * Methods” became the school watch-
" word, and everybody set about learning how to teach
{ arithmetic, spelling, history and geography Each
" teacher had his own methods and supervisors going
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from oneyroomlitocanother were puzzled by the va-
riety.

The principal restored order out of chaos. A
method book was written. Every subject was
treated and the steps of procedure in each were care-
fully marked out. A programme of the day's work
was prescribed and we were expected to follow the
stated order. Inspection by the principal and other
supervisors was based on these.

I heard the teachers talk of these things as imposi-
tions. When I failed to follow directions I was
severely criticised. I began asking the reason for it
all.
Why should I teach history in the prescribed way?
“ Class, open books to page 37. Study the first
paragraph.”

Two minutes later.

“ Close books. Tell me what you learned.”

In such instruction there was no stopping, no ques-
tioning, no valuation: nothing but deadly, mechanical
grind. Every teacher and every class had to do
these things in just this way.

The spelling routine was worst. Twenty new
words were to be assigned each day for study. The
words had to be difficult, too, for through them the
children were to train their memories — their minds,
as the principal put it. The next day at a signal the
children wrote the twenty words in the order in
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which they had: been assigned, from memory, if they
could. Papers were exchanged and the children
were asked to correct them. If a child failed to dis-
cover an error it was a point against him. The
names of those who ‘‘ missed "’ were written on the
board with a check for each mistake. The pupils
who failed had to remain after hours and repeat
the list from memory, accurately as to its spelling
and sequence.

This was a fixed procedure which no teacher dared
modify because the supervisor came around and
questioned the children as to the accuracy of the
records on the boards.

Instead of protesting, the teacher set about ac-
quiring devices which would give the desired results
with the minimum of effort on the part of the teacher
and pupils. It was no longer a question of teach-
ing. It was simply a question of getting the better
of the supervisor.

My method was simple and efficacious. There
was no place where I could get twenty new words
with so little expenditure of time and effort as in the
dictionary. The dictionary arrangement offered a
valuable aid in itself. I selected two a’s, two b's,
etc., until I had the desired twenty.

The advantages of this scheme were apparent to
the children. They could more easily remember
and check up their list when it was based upon alpha-
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betical arrangement. The per cent. of my returns
then became high, and the mental strain on the class
and teacher was reduced to the minimum.

Still the question arose in my mind —‘‘ Why must
I do this sort of thing? "

Another year passed before I realised that my
fellow teachers were talking about Education, the
Science of Education and its principles. It appeared
that in the universities were men who could teach a
man why he taught and how to do it. There was
one thing I had learned and that was the insufficiency
of my equipment as a teacher. Discipline, boss
standard, was nerve taxing and not altogether pro-
ductive.

111

After two years of teaching I found myself no-
where, and was depressed. I questioned the value
of my services to the children. The work I did was
not its own criticism but was judged by some one
else whose standard seemed to be capricious, depend-
ing upon his humour and my relation to him. I
felt the need of new ideas and convictions, and I de-
cided to go to the university to see what those who
were supposed to know had to tell.

I wondered if my return to college with the de-
liberate purpose of learning what I wanted definitely
to know, would prove profitable.
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Toward theiclose of the year’s work I summed it
up. First one institution and then another! From
this professor, and a little later from that, came
words, words, words. They were all so far away,
so ineffectual, so dead. I was disheartened.

The next year, however, I came upon the thing I
needed. This was a course with Dr.McMurry and
the text-book used as a basis of discussion, was
Dewey’s Essay on ‘‘ Ethical Principles.”

Here were strange and new words to use in re-
lation to teaching. Conduct was the way people be-
haved, and it had little to do with learning, as such.
But conduct, not ability to recite lessons, was the real
test of learning and the sign of culture.

Conduct furnished the key as to whether the child

[ had real social interests and intelligence and power.

Conduct meant action, whereas school meant pas-
sivity. Conduct meant individual freedom and not
blind adherence to formulated dogma. The knowl-
edge gained had to be used immediately and the
worth of the knowledge judged by its fitness to the
immediate needs of the child.

The greatest fallacy of the child education was the
“ training-for-the-future ’ idea. Training for the
future meant dying for the present.

Conduct said the child was a being constantly
active, rarely silent, never a purely parrot-like crea-
ture. Conduct said the teacher must keep his hands
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off ; he'must. watchl and guide; he could not force; he
could not drive. He could put the problems but the
children themselves must solve them.

The disciplinary habit was a matter of action on
the part of the children rather than one of silent
obedience; judgment was a matter of applied knowl-
edge and not word juggling.

Social sympathy was the result of close contact,
mutual help, common work, common play, judicious
leadership. Laughing, talking, dreaming even, were
part of school life, the give and take of the group.
Conduct always carried the idea of some one else;
no isolation, no selfishness.

Then the whole system of marking and punish-
ment and rewards was wrong. It was putting the
child on the lowest plane possible. It was prevent-
ing him from working in response to an ideal.

I realised then that the child must move and not
sit still: that he must make mistakes and not merely
repeat perfect forms: that he must be himself and
not a miniature reproduction of the teacher. The
sacredness of the child’s individuality must be the
moving passion of the teacher.

These things I learned from my masters. It was
a wholesome reaction against my disciplinary idea,
and a healthy soul-giving impetus to my daily teach-
ing.

I had come in contact with the personality of a

)
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great teacher, fearless; candid, and keen, with noth-
ing dogmatic in his nature. Under this leadership
I came in touch with vital ideas and I began to work,
not in the spirit of passive obedience, but in one of
mental emancipation.

There was a new pleasure and much more free-
dom in my teaching. I went back to the children
ready to challenge their intelligence, keen to see them
grapple and solve problems set for them, eager to
watch them carry into their daily lives the ideas of
the school.

I looked back into my own experiences, analysed

them, built them up, and through them interpreted

the struggles of the children before me. The God
of Discipline was replaced by the God of Watchful-
ness.

I tried to carry over into classroom practice the
results of what I had learned. 1 tried to teach in -
the light of the saner point of view. My super-
visors objected to the variations I was trying to in-
troduce into the teaching of history, spelling and the
rest. .

“You'll find those things may be all right in the-
ory but they will not do in practice,” they said.
But I refused to compromise, to yield to beliefs

" merely because I was told to do so or because others

about me yielded to beliefs and policies.
Just when the feeling came upon me that I was

.
-



The Background 17

really \beginning to-enter, into the secret of child
training the principal came to me and said, " You
are wasting your time. You are wasting the chil-
" dren’s time. You are totally unfit for this work.
If I had a son he should not be put in your class.”
His idea was that, unless you ground children
down and made them do as you wanted them to,
they would have no fear and respect for you. It
was the master and the slave idea. When the

teacher rebelled the scourge of sarcasm was relent- |

less.

There were times when I felt that he would have
been pleased to have lowered my ‘ ratings " to the
point where I would have been compelled to retire
from the profession, yet he refrained because he
too, was compromising with himself.

When I changed from his educational philosophy
to mine, his comment was, *“ Why is it you will not
do as I tell you?”

What he did not know was that if he had treated
me kindly and asked for co-operation, allowed me
some form of self expression, he would have had
a wealth of enthusiasm to call upon.

Self respect compelled me to change schools, and
I went away, every fibre of my being indignant at
his oppression.

|
i
1
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IV

The next principal I found lived the doctrine, * I
serve children.”

Here was a man who actually loved school chil-
dren; who enjoyed coming into personal contact
with them in the classroom, the yards, the streets and
their occupations. He helped clothe the poor chil-
dren and feed them, washed the dirty faces when
he found them, and all with the utmost kindliness and
in the belief that such service was a wonderful privi-
lege that had been granted him. All about him was
the radiance and glow of progress.

He always told this story with sadness as one of
the incidents of his school life. A boy had been
brought to him for habitual lateness and without
stopping to question him he berated him for his lazi-
ness while the child stood silent and patient. When
the principal awoke to the situation he asked,
“ Why were you late, anyway? "

The boy replied that he had to work till three
o'clock each morning in order to help the family.
The principal apologised and made the boy feel
that he understood and sympathised with his strug-
gles.

So he was with the teachers, and with me.

To each of us he seemed to say, *“ You are tired,
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brother, come|to,me and-let me hold your quivering
hands in my strong, steady ones. Come to me and
let me stroke your hot, tired eyes with my cool
fingers. I know what makes you tired for I, too,
have been tired and worn out.

‘“ Sometimes even now, I get tired when I forget
the bigness of the things I want to do. Those faces
that you see in the classroom are not set against you,
my brother. They are set against the things that
bind you and prevent your mind from mingling freely
with others.

“ You must not think too much of arithmetic, and

rules and dates and examinations, for these are not
teaching; the children don’t grow because of them.
They grow because of their contact with you, the
best that you know and feel.
- “Come with me to the open country and let us
live together for awhile. There we will be silent
and look into the hearts of children as we do into
the heart of nature.

“ When we come back the school will be ag a new
‘world and you will work with the earnestness of a
discoverer patiently awaiting revelations.”

The thought of him always makes me feel strong
and fresh as a boy who runs shouting through the
cool air of a spring morning. I stretch my arms
and open wide my eyes and shout the faith that he
gave me. '
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Promotion|icame and, I found myself in another
school. There was little of special interest in my
experience in this place. Placed in charge of a
graduating class, I was supposed to teach science to
the boys of the seventh and eighth grades. The
only way I could do this was to carry whatever ap-
paratus I needed from room to room. Batteries,
tubes, jars, -pails, water, gas burners followed me
about. As I passed down the stairs and through the
halls I looked like a small moving van. In this de-
partmental system the teacher moved, not the chil-
dren, because the movement of the children would
cause too much noise, too much confusion. School
was the place for silence!

At the end of two months I moved again. This
time it was a graduating class in a school on the
lower west side of the city. The building was more
than fifty years old. It fitted well with the general
neighbourhood picture. It was all run down.
There was a miscellaneous sort of population, a
mixture of races and colour. The boys lived along
the docks, in the rear of factory yards where the
men found employment.

The first morning, when I announced to the prin-
cipal that I was a new teacher, he looked at me
doubtfully and said, * Why, this won't do, you don’t
want to come here. You are only a boy. You are
not old enough nor strong enough! The boys in
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that corner, room broke the teacher's eyeglasses and '
he was a bigger man than you are. They threw the
ink wells and the books out of the window. You
don’t want to come here.” ;

When I saw the assembly a few minutes later I
agreed with him. I did not want to be there.

I sat on the platform while the principal conducted
the exercises. There was scarcely a child in the
room who was not either talking or chewing gum, or
slouching in his seat. There was a spirit of unrest
throughout the monotonous assembly. There was
nothing about the general exercises that could offer
the slightest inspiration to either children or teacher.
Two or three of the men walked up and down the
room eyeing the boys, and the women, each at her
place, had their eyes riveted on their classes.

Yet, in spite of all this close supervision, the chil-
dren were not behaving as if they were happy or as
if they liked school. At the end of fifteen minutes
they were sent to their rooms and the work of the
day began. What work that was no one could ap-
preciate unless he had gone through the halls of the
building and felt the struggle that was going on in -

_each room. The very walls seemed to speak of
tension and battle.

The antagonism between the children and teachers
was far stronger than I had ever seen it before.
The antagonism between the school and the neigh-
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bourhood wascintensec;) Both came from mutual dis-
trust founded on mutual misunderstanding. The
children were afraid of the teachers, and the teachers
feared the children.

The neighbourhood was a place from which the
teacher escaped, and into which the children bur-
rowed. One never knew as he went through the
streets what missile or epithet might greet him. One
or the other was certain.

I do not remember a period in my life when I was
more silent and soberminded than during the first
six months of my career in this school. Day in and
day out I sat quietly scarcely saying an unnecessary
word and by gestures rather thar speech indicating
to the children what I wanted done.

I went through the building silent, rarely speaking.
I looked out upon the streets, silent. 1 visited the
shops and listened to the talk of the fathers. I
visited some of the homes. Here too, I talked lit-
tle, trying to get people to talk to me.
~ The school was failing. I was failing and my
whole mind was concentrated upon finding the cause
and the remedy.

After school hours I would stare out of the win-
dows and look out upon the strange mixture of peo-
ple with their prejudices, their sensitiveness and their
shiftlessness and ponder upon the gulf between them
and me.
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There,was no, attempt on the part of the school
to understand the problem and to direct the lives of
the pupils. In fact, teaching the curriculum was the
routine business of the day — no more. There was
apparently little affection for the children, and no in-
terest in the parents as co-workers in their education.

When the principal assigned the assembly exer-
cises and the discipline of the school to me, I was
glad.’ I had learned to believe in children. I had
begun to analyse my own childhood more carefully.
Here was an opportunity to test my knowledge in a
larger way than the classroom offered.

I began by telling the boys what a fine assembly
was like in other schools. Once more I resorted to
stories. They never failed. Father had done his
share nobly. The big restless crowd settled down
and listened. As each day went by, cautiously I put
the problem of school discipline before them and
they responded by taking over much of the responsi-
bility for it themselves. A sort of council was held
in my room each week at which the problems of the
school were discussed. From fifty to one hundred
of the most responsible boys in the school attended
and as there were only about twelve hundred in all,
the representatives were fairly adequate to the need.

This experience helped me wonderfully. Through
it I gained, increased confidence in the children, in
the power of the school, in myself.



CHAPTER 1II

IN THE SCHOOL

I

Now came my appointment as principal. I
stretched my arms and said, * Free at last, my own
master! I am limited only by my own vision.”

I entered the new school, “ My school,” as I
proudly called it. There it was, a big, massive
structure towering like a fortress above the elevated
lines, fronting a large public park, the airy rooms
full of sunshine. .

It did not look out into the back-yards of tene-
ments. No smell of leaking gas stoves came in
through the open windows. In other days, if I
gazed out of a school window I looked into the
homes of the neighbours — squalid, noisy homes
they were. Whenever there was a quarrel, the loud
shrieks and the bad language broke in upon the class-
room recitation, and made the children blush and
break into nervous laughter. They were ashamed
of their parents and their neighbourhood.

This new school of mine seemed altogether dif-
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ferent. ,, I looked out of my office window at the trees
on the hill beyond and watched them sway in the
wind, like the restless backs of many elephants. I
saw the open spaces, the sunlight, the park, and I re-
joiced. These, I knew, were the teacher's best
friends.

The day after my installation I went to my office
ready to begin on ‘‘ my school ” and carry it up to
the heights of power and efficiency. ‘‘ My school ”’
should come into its own. I do not remember now
whether I intended to accomplish this in a day or a
month, or a year, for as I sat thinking about it the
half-past eight gong rang sharply, insistently. It
brought me up-standing in the office door. 1 heard
bell after bell beginning in the first room and follow
in order from floor to floor, shrill out its call, cease,
pass on its message to its neighbour in the next class-
room to pass it along to the next, like a chain of
energy linking up the classrooms for the day's
work. I had never heard anything quite like that
before.

Then came the measured rhythm of many feet.
From six entrances the children surged through the
halls and into their classrooms. I had a blurred im-
pression of sound, and colour and motion and many,
many children and teachers all going swiftly by. I
saw no individual faces, no distinct forms, just the
great mass surging past. Stunned and bewildered I
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stood where dwas until I realised that a great silence
had settled over the building. The big school
had begun its day’s work and begun it without
me.

I sat down at my desk because I didn’t know what
else to do. The clerk came in with the mail. The
former principal who was still in the building with
the fifteen hundred children he was to take to the
new school came in to arrange some details of ad-
ministration. With him I went over the number of
classes in the school, the teachers who were to go
and stay, the district lines and the number of chil-
dren to be transferred in and out. This done he
walked out of the office.

I was about to gather myself together and take
hold of * my school,” and then the gong rang again.
I heard doors roll, bells trill, sharp commands,
rhythmic footsteps, and the great surge of sound and
colour and motion passed me again, children going
in, children going out. They moved in classes, eyes
front, hats off. A mass of children coming in to
take the places of the mass that was going out.
There was no time lost, just a tramp, tramp, a roll
of a door, as it opened, a click as it shut and then
silence as before.

The next day was the same — and the next! I
had not taken hold. I left the office and walked
through the school, corridors, classrooms and play-
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grounds, listening | and  watching, trying to get an
idea here and there.

I passed the open door of a classroom and saw a
teacher smiling down at a little boy and all the other
little boys smiling sympathetically at both. 1 was
glad and walked towards the teacher. Instantly the
smile disappeared, her body grew tense, the little boy
sat down and all the other little boys sat up stiff and
straight and put their hands behind them.

I tried to say something pleasant but I saw they
were afraid of me and I went away.

I went into another room and the teacher was in-
tent upon a little book, she was marking, and at the
same time telling a boy that she hoped he’d learn
something about grammar before he died, but she
doubted it. :

Without lifting her eyes and so missing seeing me, -
she said, “ Walter, analyse, ¢ Come here.’”

A bo, .~hose thoughts were a long way off jumped
up and said —* Simple declarative, Come is the
subject — here is the predicate verb,” and sat down.

The class laughed heartily and the teacher said
as she marked his failure, * Fine — But you forgot
something — Come is the subject, here is the pre-
dicate, the period is the object.”

" Everybody laughed. Walter shook himself and
analysed the sentence correctly. Then they realised
" my presence and froze over. The teacher apolo-
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gised for not-having noticed my entrance saying she
thought it was one of the boys and asking me to be
seated but I saw she was uncomfortable and I left.

A teacher brought me a disciplinary case. Be-
fore she could tell me the trouble she burst into
tears. When I tried to tell her there was nothing
to cry about she but cried the harder.

Was she afraid of the new principal? Why
should she be afraid of him? Yet the scene was
somewhat familiar. Oh, I remembered — * You
are wasting your time. You are wasting the chil-
dren’s time. You are totally unfit for this work. If
I had a son he should not be in your class.”

Was that it ?

This was bad. The teachers did not want me in
the classrooms. They cried when they came to the
office.

I'd make friends with the children. But I could
not get at them. They were in classes in the rooms
— in masses in the yards and corridors. Only the
occasional bad one stood out as an individual with
whom I could come in personal contact.

* My Dream School ” was not so easy.

I thought a great deal about the situation. I
know now that in those first days I interpreted the
school through my finger tips and eyes and ears
rather than through my intellect. I saw and heard
the disorderly boy. I ached physically and mentally
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over the weak teacher, Irsaw every mistake she made,
I heard every faulty intonation of her voice and felt
a sense of personal injury. Why was she like that?
Why couldn’t she be big and fine? And the strong
teacher] Why weren’t they all like that? That
was the way I wanted them. They must all meas-
ure up to the best. I rather felt than saw the peaks
and hollows.

But in this restless, uncertain sea of motion, noise,
colour and gongs; of constant going up-stairs and
down-stairs, one learned to *“ go slow” and watch
and wait for his opportunity.

In my discouragement I told an older principal
about my efforts and failures.

““ What do you mean? ” he said in a puzzled fash-
ion. “I don't understand you.”

“ I’ve tried to have the teachers and children feel
that I'm their friend, that I'm eager to help them but
I don’t seem to be able to get them to speak or act
freely in my presence. They are afraid of me!l”

‘“ Afraid of you? Of course they are and they
ought tobe. The teachers and children are all right.
You'll find them well trained. They will do your
bidding without question. Take my advice if you
want any peace of mind and keep them under your
thumb.”

These were not the exact words that had disheart-
ened me years before, but the idea was the same,\
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and I remembered and understood. There was
little danger of forgetting, I came upon this blind
obedience repeatedly. Obedience, the loyal obe-
dience that was school tradition.

“Let’s try to have the children come to school
fresh and clean,” said I one day to a group of
teachers. * Praise those who come in clean blouses
and with well brushed hair.”

Shortly after this a mother came in to see me.
She laid a little package on my desk.

‘ Please, I bring you back this shirt.”

Startled, I echoed, * Shirt? What shirt?

“ This shirt that the teacher gave my Jonas.”

“ Tell me about it,” I said.

“ The teacher said if they were good and sat up
tall so that they got * A’ from the Lady Principal she
would give them a blouse. Jonas told me and I told
him he should try hard and get a blouse. So he did.
He tried and tried and got one. But this blouse I
don’t like. Never I put a thin blouse on Jonas in
February — only in April. I want you should take
this back and give him a flannel one — a red one he
likes.”

Here she pulled the wrapping off a pretty little
blue and white cotton blouse, and beamingly pre-
sented it to me.

Turning over her story in my mind I remembered

/ she had said the *“ Lady Principal.” I went in search

e, .
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of myassistant and handing her the blouse I said,
“ Do you know anything about that?

* No, but maybe I would understand if you told
me how you came by it.”

I told her and she chuckled.

‘ Surely that’s Miss North. You said to get the
children to come in clean blouses so she talked to
them daily and when I visited the room she showed
me the boys I was to commend for neat appearance
and encourage for their efforts to clean up.”

“Let’s go in and see the teacher,” I suggested,
still in the dark.

As we entered each little boy sat in the middle of
his tiny bench, each held a primer carefully covered
in brown paper with a red edged name-paster pre-
cisely fixed in the centre of the front cover; each
wore a light coloured wash blouse —(I counted
seven of the same sort as the one on my desk).

The sunshine came in through the windows and
made little rainbows dance above the aquarium where -
the fishes looked as if they'd just been polished and
put in their places.

“ How fine you look,” said the Lady Principal.

“ Yes, we're all dressed for school. Do you think
we can have A to-day? " asked the smiling teacher.

“I surelydo. They're the cleanest boys in town.”

“ How do you manage about Jonas? " I asked.

“He came without his new blouse and I had an
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extra one, 80,1/ just slipped it over his other one so
they'd all be alike. I'll take it off when he goes out
and keep it for him.”

The teacher had done her level best to carry out
the principal’s wishes. If the children would not
wear clean blouses she would go out and buy them
herself. If Jonas left his at home she would give
him an extra one. At all events the principal must
be obeyed and the class get an “ A " rating.

“ The teachers and children are all right. You'll
find them well trained. They will do your bidding
without question.”

II

I could not accept that point of view. When the
other principal and the group of fifteen hundred chil-
dren with their teachers went to the new building I
said to myself, *“ Now I can do it.” We'll have more
room, we’ll have fewer children to a teacher, I can
get closer to them all.”

What a relief from the hurry, the mass move-
ment. Twenty-five hundred children in place of
four thousand. The school seemed half empty.
School hours were again normal, five hours a day,
each teacher in her own room, no hurry to get out so
that the next class might come in. Nine o’clock to
three and as long after three as the teachers cared
to stay. There was plenty of room to work and
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plenty of opportunity for the teachers to meet and
plan and develop.

I called the teachers together and tried to tell
them what I believed a good school meant in terms
of children and teachers. I tried to make them feel
that I was going to take my share of every hard prob-
lem in the school day. The bad child, the slow one,
the dirty one, were my responsibility as well as the
teacher’s and I wanted to help each teacher with each
one of her difficulties. I told them of the finer
things I had seen about the school and asked for
more and more of them until the whole school should
become a fine place for children and teachers to live
in.

The first response to my offer of help was an ap-
. peal from a teacher to discipline a boy.

The teacher came to the office before the work of
the day had begun. She entered nervously and stood
before me like a prisoner awaiting sentence.

Haltingly she began, *“ You said I could come to
you with a bad boy. Here he is, I can’t do anything
with him. He's awful.”

Then the tears came. I took the boy out of the
office and waited long enough to give the teacher a
chance to recover.

“ Now tell me about it.”

““He’s a very bad boy. I've had him now a term
and a half almost. He won’t work and he won’t let
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anybody else work. _I've kept him in every day until
five o’clock but it does no good. He swears in the
classroom and yesterday he threatened to hit me.
He's an orphan. He’s been in the Protectory and
he’s on parole now. If he goes on I'll be home sick
and it’s too bad!” Here she almost cried again.

“ Never mind now, I'm glad you brought him to
me. He won’t give you any more trouble. But
tell me — Why did you stand this so long? Why
didn’t you refer him to the office long ago?”

She hesitated for a minute then said, “I was
afraid it would be counted against my record and
I'm up for my permanent license.”

“ Well, it won’t count against you and I think this
particular boy won’t bother you again.”

Smiling faintly she thanked me and went to her
room, but I noticed it was weeks before the worried
expression left her face and she could smile without
effort.

In every class there is one, at least one, so called
“bad child.” He comes to the classroom, his brain
teeming with the experiences of street life. He lives
at top speed during the hours that he is not in school.

" He is master in the street and in the home, and he
would be master in the school. He looks at his class-
mates with sophisticated scorn and at his teacher with
open contempt. The whole machinery of the class-

oy,
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room must, stop while he holds the centre of the
stage. The teacher struggles desperately to hold the
class. From the moment the first recitation bell
rings in the morning until the last pupil closes the
door behind him at night she must strive by every
ruse known to the teacher to keep the bad child under
while she teaches the good children. The strain is
terrible and out of all proportion. But why doesn’t
the teacher send the child out of the room and con-
tinue the work in peace? Why should a whole
class suffer for one child?

I made it a point to visit each room at least twice
a day. As I went the rounds I saw the *“ bad boy ”
standing in the corner or by the teacher’s desk or
sitting sullenly by himself where there happened to
be room.

“ What can I do for you this morning? " I asked
as I entered each room. '

“I wish you would attend to John. I can’t get
along with him. He is a constant source of annoy-
ance. He talks and interrupts the lesson. He has
talked four times in the last hour. I do not want
him in my room any more.”

“ John, come with me.” John came and I led
him to the office.

“ What did you do? " I asked.

“1 talked to the boy next to me. He asked me a
question and I answered.” .
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“ How,many, times did you do this? "

“1 don’t know. I talked a lot, I guess.”

“ Why did you disturb the lesson? ”

“I don’t know.”

That is the most persistent answer a ‘‘ bad boy ”
gives. No matter what the question or how strong
the evidence against him he holds on as long as he
can to “ I don’t know.”

“You have got to stop this nonsense,” I said
finally. ‘ There is only one way to get back to your
class. You interrupted the class work. First you
must make good your work. Second you must make
up your mind not to be disorderly again. You’re °
wasting your time and that of your teacher and class-
mates. Sit down there and think it over. When
you have made up your mind let me know.”

When John agreed that he had been foolish I
went back to the room with him and told the class
how sorry I was that they had lost any part of their
time and work through John’s disorder. I hoped
that they would not be troubled again in such a way.
John had agreed that he had no right to use his
time and theirs in such a silly fashion. He had
agreed to make good his work and he would apolo-
gise to the class for wasting their time.

A boy, especially a boy who has been master in the
street and in the home and would be master in the
school, will not risk being humbled before his class-
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mates. Justlas)Jongas his offence is an offence
against the teacher it is an heroic offence, but when
it is an offence against the group, the heroism dis-
appears.

But just to see what might happen next, John re-
fused to ‘‘ make good.” The parent was called in.
It was the father because where John was concerned
the mother would not do. . . .

“T can’t come here about this boy. This is the
second complaint in three weeks. First my wife and
now myself. I have lost a day from my work and I
can’t afford it. What’s the matter now? Your
teachers are constantly nagging my boy. Why don’t
you leave him alone? First one teacher and then an-
other. This never happened until you came to this
school. I am a taxpayer and I know my rights. I
want you to put that boy back in his class, and if you
don’t, I'll go higher up.”

‘“ As a taxpayer you should be the last one to en-
courage wasting school money.”

“] am, I won’t stand for it. I'm telling you,
I'm going to the commissioner.”

‘ But your son is wasting it. He’s been left back
twice now. If we cannot get him to get down to
work he’ll be left back again, which means you've
paid three times for something for your boy and
haven’t received it yet. Besides that, he's wasting
other boys’ time and they’ll be left back and you'll
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have to, pay your share for them and get nothing
either. I'm trying to save John's school time and
your money, but if you and I together can't make
John see it, I am afraid I won't be able to do it
alone.” :

“T can’t make him see it? See here, young man,
I'm the father of six and I've made them all see it.
Send that boy down here.”

* No more trouble with John,” I said to myself.

Sometimes I found a child under discipline for a
trifling offence. I discovered Mary standing in front
of the room making believe she liked it.

I asked the teacher what was the trouble.

* Chewing gum,” she answered. *‘ I've said they
must not bring it into the room and this morning
right in the middle of the arithmetic lesson I looked
down at Mary and her jaws were going sixty to the
minute so I just stood her there. You can sit down
now, Mary.”

When I got a chance I asked the teacher if she
hadn’t got the gum chewing a bit out of perspective.

“ What do you mean? ” she asked.

“ Mary lost her arithmetic lesson, didn’t she?

‘ She surely did and part of her spelling lesson.”

“ Weren't her lessons very important? — Weren't
they what she had come to school for that day? "

“ Of course.”

“ Wouldn't your end have been accomplished if
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you had signalled to)Mary to get rid of the gum
and handed her an example to work on the board
putting the emphasis on the duty in hand rather than
on her little offence? ”

“ Maybe you're right,” she said, smiling, *“ I'll
think about it that way.”

When the disciplinary cases had been systemati-
cally looked after some of the pressure was removed
from the teacher’s life. Less and less frequently did
I hear the teacher’s voice pitched to the breaking
point as she said,  Why don’t you behave? *’

Gradually the children began to feel that the
school was with them and for them and began to as-
sume responsibility for it. They economised school
time by arranging and distributing material for the
day’s work. They began to take care of themselves
in the halls relieving the teachers of that duty.
They ceased marking the walls and picked up the
scattered papers without being told to do so.

I saw Peter walk across the yard and pick up a
lollipop wrapper and put it in the can and I re-
membered the day when the yard teacher had
ordered Peter to pick up his own luncheon paper and
Peter had said, * That’s what the janitor’s for,” and
remembering I thought, *“ My school is moving on.”

Whenever a problem arose that concerned the
school as a whole, I put the problem at the school
assembly and whenever a child responded to the
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school need i spoke,of him as one who was serving
the school. Gradually this thought of being
“square " with one’s classmates was carried out of
the classroom till it became the thought of being
‘ square " with the school.

Henry came to school with his face and body
bruised. I asked him what was the matter. He
answered some boys had hit him. Upon investiga- .
tion Henry had been present when the ‘‘ Flanni-
gans ’ had tried to search some of our smaller chil-
dren. Henry had protested and then followed up
his protest with force and while the smaller children
got away Henry * had stayed on the job ™ as he put
it and “ been beaten up for his trouble.”

* My school is getting on,” I thought.

But was it? That day I stopped to talk to a
group of teachers who were chatting with my assist-
ant.

“ Well, at last I've got discipline.” One of the
fifth grade teachers was talking. ‘‘I've got that
class of mine to understand what orders mean. This
morning the clerk came in to ask about the transfers
of some of the children and said, ‘ Those living south
of the park raise hands!’ I counted them. Thenl
talked to the clerk about William’s absence. She
was in my room at least seven minutes. When she
left I turned to the class and there were those boys
still holding their hands up — you know the way I
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have them do it, elbow bent and hand close to the
shoulder. I said, ‘ Hands down’ just as if I hadn’t
forgotten them and went ahead. But I certainly
was pleased. That’s what I call discipline.”

Discipline indeed !

Although the emphasis of the discipline was being
put largely on the individual as against the group,
what each child owed to the class, what each child
owed to the school, much of it was still a discipline
forced by the conditions of the school. The rod
idea was at work. Books, benches, crowded rooms,
sitting still, listening; talking only when called upon
to recite, teaching where the teacher did the think-
ing; these conditions have meant and always will
mean an imposed discipline, an imposed routine,
whereas real discipline is a personal thing, a part of
the understanding soul. To replace discipline of
teacher-responsibility by the discipline of child-re-
sponsibility is a long, slow process.

“ My school "’ had only begun.

IT1

It was late one afternoon and I walked from room
to room through the big silent school building. This
was a habit of mine. I was thinking over the events
of the day and wondering whether I could ever make
the school move, really move. An empty school

T ——



42 A Schoolmaster of the Great City

building, and a) tired mind! No wonder I felt de-
pressed.

In one of the classrooms I saw a teacher still at
work. She was huddled over her desk, her elbows
resting on either side of a pile of work, her chin in
her hands, weariness and depression in every line of
her body.

She looked up at the sound of my step and said in
answer to my quizzical smile, “ I'm going over the
work that has been returned from the office.”

“Let’s look at it,” I said. *‘‘ It must be very im-
portant to keep you like this.”

“ Oh, no, I must fix it first.” :

“Fix it? Why you're through with it, aren’t
you? The work’s been done, examined, and re-
turned and that’s the end of it. 'What more can you
do with it? You received some criticism upon it, I
suppose? ”

“ That’s just it. That’s why I must fix it.”

‘“ Let me see it,” I persisted.

Reluctantly she pushed the pile of compositions -
toward me.

On the inner top sheet, in the assistant’s neat pen-
manship the criticism was inscribed:

1. No. of Specimens...................... 48
Attendance ............ciiiieiinnnnnn. 49
Why is one missing?
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2. 3 blotted papers.Never accept a blotted paper.
It shows bad discipline.
3. Many of the e’s in this set are closed. Drill on
this point.
56 mis-spelled words. Drill on these.
Seven children have too many paragraphs. Only
three paragraphs in this grade.
6. Be more particular about margins. One inch in
for paragraphs, one-half inch for sentences.
“ Trifles make perfection and perfection is no trifle.”
Do this set over.

np

I looked up and grinned. A bit relieved the
teacher pushed another pile of papers toward me.

“That's my map. It's Manhattan and I did
work hard on it.”

Carefully ruled along the sides of each white sheet
of drawing paper was a red ink border. Neatly set
within this frame was a map of the borough. In the
lower right hand corner was a little compass sign to
indicate the directions. All was very, very neat, and
very, very dead. On the top sheet in the neat pen-
manship was written, * This is excellent work. A
gfeat improvement over last month’s set.”

" Upon close examination the compositions were all
alike. They were written on the same topic. They
- had the same number of paragraphs. They had the
same sentences. It was a story on plants; plants
generally, roots, stem, leaves, as close an imitation
of a scientific deduction on the abstract life of plants
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as it was, possible for the teacher to make it. Why
had they been written at all? There they were, as
perfect as could be. Not one of them had the child’s
language or the child’s point of view. Composition
is thought and then expression. Here there was no
thinking, no child thinking, just a striving for perfect
forms. There was neither thought nor language.

I told the teacher to put the papers away, all of
them, and go home. She needed the air and the sun-
shine and what she was doing was of little value to
the children.

I determined to look more carefully at this finished
work of the classroom.

Some of it I found good. Here and there were
signs of life, but most of it was deadly perfect. 1
remember one set of drawings in particular, a set of
cylinders. Each drawing was exactly like the other
and what attracted my attention most, was the fact
that they were placed in exactly the same place on
each paper. A faint memory of the Dictionary
stirred within me and I chuckled to myself.

I sent for the teacher. She was a young teacher
in her first year of service. There were about thirty
such in the school and upon them I had set my hope
for the school’s growth.

“These are fine drawings,” I said, * very neat
and carefully drawn.”

She looked pleased.



In the School 45

*“ 1, wish you’d tell me how you did them.”

‘“ Why, the children did them.”

“ Of course, I just wanted to know how you man-
aged to get the children to get them all the same size
and placed so well on the paper.”

“Oh, yes. You know first they made them all
ways. Some very long and thin and some short and
fat and the sides all crooked. And they were not in
the middle of the paper; just a little up or down or
sideways, you know? ”

“Yes,” I agreed. “I know.”

* Well, the drawing supervisor told me they must
all be the same size and placed correctly on the paper
" so I thought out a way.

“ I took a big needle and pricked little holes in the
places where the four corners of the cylinder were to
be and there you are. The rest was easy.”

* Anyway,” I said to myself as she left me, ‘ she
told me.”

It was difficult to get teachers away from subject
‘matter, from machinery, and toward children. How
could it be otherwise? Had not the teachers been
trained to think arithmetic per cents., language per
cents., spelling per cents., geography per cents.?
Was not their world a word-world and their thinking
a word-thinking ?

I tried to improve the teaching by getting away
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from, the . accepted treatment of the three R'’s.
These subjects were so thoroughly formalised and
logically arranged that no new viewpoint could be
carried over through them. ‘

I began by emphasising subjects that held emo-
tional values, drawing, composition, music, nature,
literature. 1 wanted drawing that expressed the
child and not drawing that was made to order. I
wanted ideas expressed in colour, movement, fun and
not lines, ideas and not perfect papers, every one
alike. I wanted composition that expressed the
child and was not made to order; two sentences for
the third grade, two paragraphs for the fourth
grade, simple sentences in the fifth grade, complex
sentences in the sixth grade and so on indefinitely. 1
wanted nature that would make the child’s heart
warm with sympathy, that would make the child dig
and plant and be glad of the earth smells, that would
make him talk to the dumb beasts and yearn to care
for them, that would make him laugh to feel the
‘snow and the rain and the wind beating on his face.

~ The feeling for the things that I wanted was
rather more definite than the knowledge of how to at-
tain the desired results. I planned, however, as best
I knew how. I watched my opportunities. I went
into the classrooms and helped the teachers with
their work and the teachers, it seemed to me, re-
sponded. They smiled. They were interested.
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They 'showed)confidence in the newer point of
view.

““ We are getting on,” I thought.

Then something happened. One of the assistants
came to me and said, “ I want to talk to you.” Her
tone signified the unusual and I listened intently.

“1 must leave this school. You and I do not
agree. You are putting the whole weight of the
school on the non-essentials. The teachers are put-
ting all their energy on music, nature, composition
and drawing. I can’t get the arithmetic up to the
standard in the time that’s left.”

‘“ Aren’t the teachers giving the allotted time to
the arithmetic? ”

“Yes, but they give just that and no more. 1
mean that they do not bring the pressure to bear on
it that they did and the work is falling off. It’s
according to your direction and as you and I cannot
agree on that point I am going to another school.”

“I’'m not getting on,” said another teacher. “I
don’t know what to do. The Superintendent is com-
ing and I'm afraid we won’t be ready, especially in
Nature Study. You tell us to work for the chil-
dren and forget ourselves but we can’t forget the
Superintendent. I can’t get the facts he wants with-
out drill and I can’t drill and teach the way you
say.”

“ But I believe you can teach, really teach the child
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to think and-enjoy the work, and at the same time
give the examiner the kind of work he wants,” 1
said.

“ Will you come and hear my nature lesson on the
Robin?”

“ Gladly,” I said.

“1 give it first thing in the morning,” she told me.

I was on hand promptly. There was no sign of
anything in the room that looked like a robin unless it
was the plump little lad in the first seat who kept
looking up eagerly, open mouthed, into the teacher’s
face, ready to catch each word.

“ Now, children, we are going to talk about a bird.
One you all like to hear about. He’s a cheerful little
fellow with a brown coat and a red breast, and two
bright eyes, and he sings, cheerily, cheerily! What'’s
his name? "

Silence.

“I'm afraid you're not thinking hard, children.
Think hard. What’s his name? He has a brown
coat, a red vest, two bright eyes and he sings cheerily,
cheerily — What do you call him? ”

Then the boy in the first seat spoke up.

‘“ Tony,” he said.

Tony was an Italian sweeper, who unfortunately
for the smooth progress of the lesson answered the
description to a nicety.

The teacher turned to me, her face flushed and
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her eyes, shining.,| ‘' There, you see —1 tried to
make the lesson mterestmg and that s what happens.
I can’t do it your way.”

*“ But maybe that isn’t my way.”

““ Why, that’s what you told me to do. I'm sure
I don’t know what you mean.”

“If you'll come to me during the day, I'll try to
tell you.”

When she came, I said, * There are robins in the
park just across the street? ”

“ Yes, lots of them.”

‘ Suppose you meet the class under the big Oak
Tree in the morning and look for robins. Watch
them until you and the children know as much about
them as one can learn by looking — size, colour, bill,
food, the funny little tripping walk, the cock of the
eye and the turn of the head; the nest and the babies
you'll have to get from pictures, but having real
birds in your mind, that will come easy. Then talk
over what you've seen and learned. Let everybody
say his say sometime or other. Tell them a story,
have them sing a song about Robin Red Breast.

“Then when you have all the facts about him
select those that are most worth while, and present
them as the Robin story. You'll find you'll need
very little drill.”

Doubtfully she shook her head.

As she started to walk out of the room I could
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see the shadow of the coming examination still in
her countenance.

“ And by the way — you know it's Tony that
wears the vest—not Robin Redbreast. Don't
worry. Outline the lesson again and then come back
and let me go over it with you.”

Iv

The average parent thinks of education largely
in terms of books. The poorer the people are the
more apt they are to over-value the traditional work
of the school. The school is the place to learn from
books and the child must not waste time doing any-
thing else. Time spent in play is waste. Time
spent on music, cooking, stories, dramatics, dancing,
wood, clay, is waste. These are the fads and frills
and while desirable are altogether unnecessary.
What the child needs is to get on in the world, to
get a job that gets him away from hard work. To
do that the child must know how to read, to write,
to spell, to count. He need not know anything about
music, hammers, needles, food.

Parents have been trained as have the teachers,
to think of school as a place where the children are
made to obey, to memorise, made to repeat lessons.

I felt that we had to win the parents as well as
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the teachers if the changes we were making, our em-
phasis on the * fads and frills”’ of education, were
to be accepted in the homes.

I should have known that the people believed in
the sufficiency of the three R’s. They had not re-
alised that the children of the city were losing all
chance of first hand experience with life. They had
not realised that the schools must hasten to furnish
the opportunity for them on the playground and
in the shops. Only when there was a better public
conception of what the schools should do would
school life really change.

When I cut down home study so as to give the
child some relief from the pressure of the curriculum
and thus allow them more time to grow, Sam’s
mother came to me, wrath in her eyes.

“Good morning. I've just run in for a minute
this morning to ask how it is that Sam has no home
work to speak of. Just a few examples and five
words and a little reading. Sometimes he has a
couple of sentences. He does them in no time.
Now in the last school he was in he used to have
work enough to keep him a couple of hours. He'd
come in from school, do his errands, wash up for
supper. After supper he’d work until it was time
to go to bed.”

But I protested, ‘“ We think Sam is doing very
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well. . There is no need for his working two hours
at home. If he works to his full capacity for five
hours a day, that is enough for a little fellow ten
years old. Don’t you think so?”

“Well, I don't know. He doesn’t have enough
to do to keep him quiet. Hesbothers the family and
we don’t like it at all. Last night he bothered me
until I had to get up and get him stuff to make an
air thing. I don’t know what it is — something he
wants to make fly. Now he’d be better off doing
some long division examples, and I think the teacher
ought to have more to do than tell him stories about
flying machines anyway. He can learn that when
he’s older if he wants to.”

“ I'm sorry you feel that way about it. The child
has all the book study he needs, I think, and if any-
thing, too much homework. I think Sam needs sun-
shine and clean sports and a chance in the open. He
is going to fly kites to get ready for the kite flying
contest to be held in the park next month.”

“Then I want you to give me a transfer,” she
answered with decision. ‘ My boy needs an educa-
tion. He can’t afford to waste time like a rich man’s
son. I’ll put him in another school where he can
learn something.”

And nothing I could say would change her belief.
Aérial navigation was too far from the three R’s for
Sam. He must stay nearer the earth.
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Even the babies in the first grade, the infant class,
did not escape.

“ Don’t you find Aaron ahead of his class?” an
aggressive mother asked me.

“T find him a very bright little boy.”

“Yes, I knew you would. I taught him myself.
He can read the whole of * The Red Hen ’ and count
to one hundred without a mistake. When are you
going to promote him?”

I temporised. “1 rather think Aaron can go
ahead with his class next January.” (It was Sep-
tember.) “ Yes, if he grows as he promises to, he
will be ready for promotion with his class.”

‘“ But he can read the whole of ‘ The Red —'”

“ Yes, I know, but, you see, the school stands for
more than just the few intellectual facts that the
curriculum imposes upon your child. He needs time
to live, to grow, to be a child with other children.
He needs time to sense the curriculum as well as
memorise it. That can only be done by living it
with his teacher and his classmates. If to teach the
few facts of the curriculum were all we were here
for, the school would better be closed.”

By this time the mother began to feel maybe she
hadn’t it right, after all, and went away shaking her
head and sighing.

“ School was different in my time. We learned.
We got ¢ what for ' if we didn’t.”
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“This | is/ the (principal ? ”’ puffed a little ball of
a man as he rolled into the office. ‘I came to see
about my boy’s, Fred's teacher. Maybe you think
she is a good teacher. 1 don’t know it. She keeps
my boy in. She tells him stories. Fred comes
home. He walks round and round the rooms and
says words like the actors. Tell her to please stop
— I don’t like it. I don’t like it.”

“ Does Fred like it? " I asked.

“ He likes? ”’ and there was fire in his eyes. *‘ Yes,
he likes it like anything. That he likes and noth-
ing else. Why, if she wants to teach Fred extra,
don’t she give him more arithmetic. That is good
for Fred when he grows up. He goes then to busi-
ness and he knows nothing. Whose fault? Fred
is not good in his lessons. My brother’s son is two
classes ahead and he is the same age. Fred should
study hard. He should not waste his brain on hum-
bug. Tell her to please stop. Fred needs his
senses for reading and writing.”

“ Would you like to see the teacher? She might
explain,” I suggested.

“Yes, I will see her. She must not tell stories.
She must not waste time. Fred will be big soon,
very soon.”

The teacher came.

“You Fred’s teacher?” he said as soon as he
saw her. “ Well, you must not tell stories, I don’t
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like it.,; I wantan education for my boy, not foolish-
ness. Stories are humbug.”

““But we have these stories after school hours
when all the required work is done,” pleaded the
teacher.

“Yes, yes, but give him some more examples if
you want to help him along — but please, my dear
young lady, don’t tell stories. I don't like it.”

Then the grandmother of Katherine came in, a
hearty, cheery, plump-cheeked, steel bowed spec-
tacled grandmother, who seated herself with firm-
ness and began without preface:

* Why doesn’t your teacher teach the children to
spell? ”

Her eyes were challenging — the clear, clipped
tones hinted, “ No nonsense now, I'm here to be
shown.”

‘ What class is Katherine in? ”

‘“ First grade, room 7.”

*“ Oh, we do not teach spelling in 1A.”

“ And well I know you don’t. I'm glad you're
truthful. Why don’t you? Here Katherine can
read the whole of ‘ The Red Hen’ and not a word
can the poor child spell, much less know a letter.
Every night I'm trying to pound it into her, and
we're as far from it now as when we began. What's
wrong, anyway? "’
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“You, see,”’ I tried, to-explain, * we don’t teach
reading just that way. Suppose you spend an hour
in the classroom and see how we do it? ”

“ Surely, surely, I want you to show me.”

At the end of the period, grandmother came back.

“ Well, that’s a fine young woman,— and healthy,
I'll say that for her. And the children do read well.
But 7 learned to spell when I was six, and it never
hurt me.”

“ Or helped you,” I thought, but silence was better
than speech this time, and grandmother went home
silenced but not convinced.

The next complaint came from an entirely differ-
ent source. This time it was Mary Ann’s mother
who spoke. Mary Ann was in the ‘ Defectives’
Class ” and would stay in that class outside and in-
side school until the earth closed over her.

Mary Ann’s mother was a picturesque figure in
her sport skirt, an antiquated basque with a brave
row of steel buttons down the front, a pert sailor
hat sailing under an aggressive quill. In her ear-
nestness she went directly to the teacher.

‘“ Teacher dear, Mary Ann’s doing foine, foine.
She hasn’t tore the baby since I don’t know whin,
and she’s getting that civil you wouldn’t believe it.
Hardly a bad word out of her mouth now, and she
goes to Sunday School with Bettie. I'm proud and



In the School 57

thankful to ye, i /But, that’s not what I came to ask
ye. Just drop them bastits you're having her mak-
in’, and them drills she fiddles her time away in and
teach her to read. Teach her to read so she can
learn her catechism and save her immortal soul and
then I don’t care. But in God’s name, teach her to
read.”

And Mary Ann’s mother broke down and wept.

There you are. From the highest to lowest, the
book and the book knowledge shall save you. It
shall even save your soul.

Many parents believe that this is education. They
covet knowledge, book knowledge for their children.
Rich and poor alike want their children done up in
little packages, ready to show, ready to boast of.
They fear freedom, they fear to let the child grow
by himself. Because the parents want this sort of
thing, the school is built to suit — a book school —

one room like another, one seat like another, each
child like his neighbour.

pam—



CHAPTER III

OUTSIDE THE SCHOOL

I

AT the end of the first term the school was pro-
moted. A mass of children went from our sixth
year grade to the seventh grade of a neighbouring
school. A new group from the fifth grade of our
neighbour’s school was promoted to our sixth grade.

At the end of the second term the school was pro-
moted again. We lost the older children upon
whom the responsibility for school spirit depended’
and we got the younger children in exchange. The
two groups crossed and re-crossed on their way to
and from the two schools.

What could we do with a shifting school popula-
tion? .

A mother came into the school one morning. She
wanted ‘“ to see the principal.” I was then on my
rounds of the building. She waited because she
wanted * to see the principal on very important busi-
ness.” When I came she began. It was the con-
crete presentation of the protest that the teachers
and I had been feeling.

58
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“ I'my sick jof the-name, of school. Just see this
for yourself. Is it reasonable? Is it just? And
to think that I should live to say such a thing
with two of my boys graduates of public school and
one now in high school. But I must say it, I've stood
it long enough. Something has got to be done or I
shall go crazy. :

“It's this way. I ask you to do something for
me. Thomas goes to the Jefferson Avenue School.
He is in 8A. Mary goes to the First Avenue
School and John, the smallest, comes here.

“ When they come home there is a fight. Each
one cheers for his own. Last night Mary came
home with her school colours and Thomas said they
were no good. Then there was talking and crying
and Mary lost her temper and she had to be put to
bed. The father blames me. It's the same with all
the mothers on the block. With the children here
and there we don’t know what to do.”

Here she stopped and felt nervously about for
her handkerchief.

I recalled the visits of the other parents who had
come objecting to this same condition.

“Now I want them to go altogether,” she re-
sumed. “ One school is as good as another, but
three is too many. The big child could keep an eye
on the little one and help her across the car tracks.
The little one is a bit slow in lessons and if the big
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boy tries to help him he. says, * We don’t do it that
way in our school,’ and then there is more fighting.
If they went to the same school they could help each
other.

“ Now I want you to stop this foolishness and put
them all in the same school. What kind of a family
will this be, I'm asking you? And that’s not all.
They go at different times,— I'm getting meals all
day long. No use going to see teachers. It’s a
day’s trip. Please transfer them to one school.”

Here the mother collapsed. This was the longest
speech she had ever made.

She was right. The time had come to put a stop
to this * foolishness.”

‘“ Please transfer these children to the same
school” and *“ Keep them there!” was a good
slogan. If that could be done we would save the
changes of both children and teachers.

Surely there must be some mistake. It was never
intended that the smallest children should be shifted
about in this way. It was never intended that this
school should be the helpless thing that it was.

I said to those whom I could get to listen, *“ Unity
and continuity are the two potent elements in the life

f the school. The tendency to break up the school
s not wholesome. I believe the full graded school
here the school life of the child is continuous is the
best school for children. I believe the children stay
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longer in such,a school and do the work faster and
more thoroughly.

* Do you know,” 1 went on, “ that this school has
at present six different distinct, district lines? Is
there any good reason why this school should not re-
tain its children through all its grades and pre-
vent the waste that comes through needless trans-
fers? "

The kindly old janitor of the school advised me
when he saw what I was about.

“ Don’t stir them up,” he said; “ don’t stir them
up. I have been in this business for thirty years and
I have found stirring them up won’t do. If they
say it is raining, put up your umbrella, but don't stir
them up.”

I did not think the janitor was right. When I
- failed to get my point over I said, ‘ They do not
understand.”

When parents came to me with complaints, I
sent them on to the school authorities. ‘‘ The peo-
ple will explain and the explanation will help,” I
thought. But the authorities resented being stirred
up and they did nothing.

A member of the local board came to see me.

“ What’s the matter with you anyway? "’ he said
rather sharply. “ You're not playing the game.
You knew this was a six year school when you came
to it. Then as soon as you get here you begin stir-
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ring up, trouble: - You're-only a beginner, you'll get
your full school when your turn comes. If you
can’t wait, get a transfer.”

“You don't understand,” I said, taken aback.
“It’s for the children I'm asking this, not for my-
self. This organisation is bad for them. Adjust it
and I'll take any school you like.”

“That’s all in your eye. I know better,” he said.

The protest was useless. I felt that school peo-
ple were not going to help me, either by convincing
me that I was wrong or by active assistance when I
was right. Was I facing the same conditions as a
principal that I had faced as a teacher? * Do what
you are told to do. Do what the rest are doing.”

Strangest of all was the fact that they were thor-
oughly honest in their position. It was the point
of view. They saw a school for administration. 1
saw a school for the * All Around ” development of
children.

I wanted opportunity for the masses, the best
- schools for the crowds, the best teachers for the
heaviest load. I thought in terms of service, they
in terms of tradition.

The changes that had been made in the school
organisation had been made to benefit the older chil-
dren. The best teachers, the best buildings, the
smallest classes, the finest equipment were provided
for the few at the top. There was no top to my



Outside the School 63

school, and, therecwereno facilities of equipment, no
shops, no gymnasium, no playground — only class-
.rooms. It did not matter whether our children
stayed in our school or were transferred out of it.
It did not matter much what happened to the young-
est children. The tradition in school management
was and still is that the older children are the ones
most worth while; that the teachers of these older
children are the superior teachers; that the principal
of a full graded school has a higher standing than
one of a six year school; that the president of a col-
lege is superior to the principal of a high school.

Soon the teachers who sought promotion went
into the high school or the full graded school, be-
cause these schools offered higher salaries and larger
opportunities for professional growth.

What chance then had this school of becoming a
real school? What chance had this school for con-
tinuity of life? What influence could its training
show upon the conduct of children?

What was I to do?

g

The daily disciplinary records had begun to show
up the few steady offenders. The same names ap-
peared with almost the same complaint.

The worst among them was the leader with his
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gang. 1 found they had headquarters in a forsaken
mansion. They had stripped it of any saleable fix-
tures and used the money for cigarettes, candy, soda,
carfare and shows.

Sometimes they had a fight with some of the other
boys in the neighbourhood. The pitched battles
took place in the vacant lots and frequently in the
park. Then there would be a rush of protesting
parents to the school and the station house. The
police would charge down upon the contending
armies and they would disappear across the lots into
cellars and over roofs.

What was school to them, when, armed with
stones and carrying shields made of pot covers or
old wash boilers pounded flat, they sallied forth to
attack a neighbouring gang!

The leader had caught my notice by having had
numerous charges of fighting made against him. He
had carried his street battles into the school and the
teacher and the class had to suffer the consequent
annoyance and inconvenience.

The freight yard with its busy trafic had the
greatest attraction for him. Something was going
on there all the time. The cars clanging, grinding,
bumping! The brakemen running along the top of
the cars, shouting and waving their arms! The
trucks, the horses, the thrill of an accident, and the
crowd that gathered about the swift rushing ambu-
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lance = here | was| life.) - Expeditions, thefts, stolen
rides, broken limbs, what chances for adventure!

One night there was nothing to do,—no fruit
stand to turn over, no pedlar to bait, so he led his
friends to the freight yard. A mass of bulging bags
containing malt was discovered. These were cut
and some of the malt carried away to a cellar
113 Den.”

The police traced the miscreants to a fifth year
class. The officer who came took the ring leader
and started off. Before they had gone ten feet there
was a flash of grey, and the boy flew down the hall
~ scarcely making a sound and a hurtling mass of blue
pounded after him. The prisoner was gone.

A tearful youngster appealed to me, ‘‘ Will you
please make the Flannigans let us alone? ”’ he wailed.

“ Who are the Flannigans? " I asked.

“They are a gang of Irishers that fight us.
Every day they fight us. Last night they lassooed
my brother and took him to their den and my father
and the police had to get him out. My father says
you should get the leader. His name is Flannigan.
That ain’t his real name either. It's Arente. He
isin 2 A.”

“In grade 2 A and you arein 6 B?”

“Yes, sirr He is big and his gang is bigger.
They even work. We haven’t any show with them.”
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“I'll have itosee about them,” I comforted him.
“It’s too bad.”

During the day this lad’s mother came in to see
me. ‘I thought you were going to see about the
Flannigans? Issie told you about them this morn-
ing,” she said. :

“Yes,” I returned, “ but I've been very busy to-
day and haven’t had a chance to see Arente yet.”

“Then that's why. On the way out at noon he
licked Issie for telling you and says he’ll do him
something if he tells any more.”

I sent for Arente who promptly dissolved into
tears.’ That didn’t help any. Tears came easily
to him. I sent him home for his mother and asked
Issie’s mother to wait. In a short time mother and
son appeared, and I told the story.

“ Well,” she said aggressively, * this happened on
the street, didn’t it? What have you got to do with
it? I guess if you attend to your job inside school it
will give you enough to do.”

‘“ But,” interrupted the other mother, ‘“ he licked
my Issie.”

‘“ Sure he did,” responded the plumed lady, * and
serve himself well right. Let Issie fight his own
battles. I don’t come here about what happens my
son. If he gets a black eye that’s his bad luck.
What happens on the street is none of the school’s
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business.\/\You needn’t send for me to settle your
son’s scraps,” and she swept grandly out.

* No wonder he licks Issie,” gasped the remaining
visitor. * She’s fierce. Try and do your best for my
boy that he isn’t killed.”

I agreed to try and showed Issie’s mother out.
Then 1 sat down to think it over. I consulted
Arente’s teacher about the street fights. She
laughed heartily at me —* What, a sixth year boy
complaining about a second year boy! He doesn’t
belong in a public school with the boys. He needs a
nurse and a perambulator.”

*“ But for some reason or other,” I interposed,
‘“ Arente is backed up by some older boys, really
young men, and it isn’t exactly a fair fight, you see.”

‘It happened on the street, didn't it? " she in-
quired in a puzzled tone. * What have we to do
with it? We can’t control the street life of these
children. We couldn't if we wished to, and it’s
really none of our business.

“I'll speak to Arente but it won’t do much good.
If Arente doesn’t beat Issie somebody else will. On
the street, it’s lick or be licked. How’'s the school
going to help it?”

“How indeed,” I wondered. “It’s not the
school’s business. We stop at the street door. It’s
not the home’s business. That stops at the door.
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The streetisithethirdpowerful factor in Education
and we know nothing about it.”

Turning over the leaves of my Happenings Book
I selected the following:

“ Complaint of candy pedlar. Boys pulled his
beard and took some candy.”

“ Mrs. Wellon reported that a little girl went into
her house by fire escape window and took eleven cents
out of a teacup.” :

“ Janitor of apartment house says boys tipped ash
@n down cellar stairs.”

“ Sign painter — very angry — charged boys with
taking away ladder and leaving him perched thirty
feet above sidewalk.”

“ A letter from a lady suggesting that I stand at
the front door of my school to receive the children
as they enter and praise those who have clean faces,
well brushed hair and boots. She has noticed chil-
dren entering our school who were not well groomed.
There are thirteen entrances to this school and four
thousand children.”

“ Edison company requests us to co-operate in the
protection of their light globes.”

“ The delicatessen man says Rachel steals a dill
pickle every day.”

“ Received an official circular asking our help in
the protection of public property, street, lights,
parks, public buildings, books, etc.
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“ Mrs. Wene wants Fritz to come in the front
door so Michael can’t punch him.”

“So,” I said to myself, *“ My school " is differ-
ent? Well, itisn’t. It's the same old school. The
teachers and children — the streets and the troubles
have different names but they're the same all over
the world. Home shuts the door and by that simple
action closes out the world.- School shuts the door
and concerns itself no further. But the street roars
on, its life at full tide, sweeping the children by our
closed doors.” , e

Ethical Principles! The old questions clung to
me with all the tenacity of a first impression, ““Is
the teacher responsible for what the child does out
of school? If this is not the teacher’s province how
can the teacher ever know that her work counts in
the life of the child?”

I11

I had met a few, a very few parents who had
come into the school on rare occasions. They had
come for the most part objecting to something the
school was doing. But what of the great mass, who
were they?

There were parents who were ignorant, almost,
of the school’s existence. Some of them did not
know the teacher’s name, nor the child’s class, nor
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the number of thecschool. They hardly knew where
the school was. Perhaps they had sent a neighbour
to register the child in the *“ baby” class and had
never been near the school. What did they know
of the school? What did they care?

What did we know of their homes? What did
we care?
~ We would know, we would care, I determined.

We would go to them and learn what was beyond
their closed doors.

There was Hyman. He was dirty, more than
dirty. Word was sent home that Hyman should
have a bath. No bath was given. Dirt reaches a
climax. It did in this case.

Then the teacher said, “ Hyman, if no one else
will wash you, I will. But washed you must be.”

Hyman led the way cheerfully. There was a
short journey through crowded streets, a dark hall-
way, long flights of stairs, then Hyman’s home.
The living room was kitchen and dining-room as
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