“** The School Commencemont,
v (Atlantlo Monthly.)

I had a sore disappolntment the othor
day. I wont to a graminar achool flcom-
-mencemont." - Thowghs{t:.\as: hot, ‘80" hot
:that my coat clove tg thevarnished baok
of ,my chalr; though I-could Il sparo
that particular afternoon; though I had

forgotten to provide's graduation pros-
ent—unheard of {n my own ora~for thae

:;young friend who had honored me with |
18 card, yet I went joyfully, for, bo It|
frankly confessed, I expooted to hear the |
boys ‘“speak ploces." u‘

It was mtiny and many a yoar ago,
“In @ kingdom by the sea, t

that & certain freckled urchin In a rront'; :
soat would walt In breathless eostasy:
while ono big fellow aftor another strode,
snuntored or shambled to the platform,
according to the degreo of his.courage,
and there bowed, bobbed or ducked, ac-
cording to tho measure of ‘his grace.
Then-oh, then! How the consolous
globe In the geography corner would
shake with tho thunderous reminder;

The Omaha World Herald, September 12,
1909, p. 14: Fond memories of reciting “John
Maynard, A Ballad of Lake Erie,” by Horatio
Alger, Jr.

At midoight in his guarded tent, ;
Tho-Turk was dreaming of:the hour
Wher‘\) Gtrecco. hori'knoo In suppliance
en : _ ;
Should 'u'-romble at his -power.

Or porhaps tho young declaimer, hlé
cye flxed on the upper corner ol tho
blackboard, bLreaka iInto Dblood-curgdling
apostrophe:

: Seoak, spoak, thou fearful guest!
»  Who, wlith thy hollow breast
Still In rude armor diest,
Comeost to daunt mo!

Qf courso ‘at this modern solemnity I
heard nothing of the kind. The children
marched -up and down and across tho
platform In a labyrinthino design, as If
thoy hnd set out to weave a spidor's
«web, Then they arranged themselves In
a front row of halp-plastered boys, who
sat, and o back row. of white-frocked
girls, who stood. Suoch ware not the man-
ners of my goneration. Thus dlsposed,
they sang a patriotio song or two, beat-'
ing time with small flags which were
passed around on & tray like refresh<
ments. One very plump and very flaxen

boy, persplring freely, - Inadvertently
wiped his face on his, Thén we had a
stald salutatory and soveral depressing
recitations of commonplace, didactic
proso. The reclters d4id not remombori
thelr paragraphs over well, but why !
should they? And ywho could? Who can
learn by heart' what does not speak to
tho heart? A

A spiritless youngster obliged us with |
an extract, apparently from some school
history of I'rance, rolative to Henyy IV.
and his change of faith, Iow tho lad
would have waked up had he been sot to

shouting:
\

Now glory to the Lord of Iosts, from
whom all glories aro!
And glory to our sovoreign llege, King
+ Henry of Navarrol

I would rathor have heard—should l‘
blush to own {t?— -

Woodman! spare that. tree,

than the Instructive fragment from a
Popular Science Monthly article on tho‘
gypsy moth; and as for the description

of an up-to-date battleship, I escaped |



from the monotony of that recital in
surging memories of John Maynard, the
undaunted helmsman, who was my earli-
est horo. 2

Am I the only man alive who, when
‘golltude glves consent, mouths those
simple, stirring stanzas through fro
start to finish? -

: )

Twas on Lake Erio's hroad expanse,
One bright midsummer day

The gallant steamor Ocean Queen
Swept prougdly. her way.

I will spare you the.rest, editor, lhoug)!
you would love it, too, If you had learned
it as I did, simply from hearing the bhig
boyvs declaim it of~a Friday afternoon.,
Perhaps you say It I8 not poetry. How
can I tell? I know that it made poetry
in the heart of a chlld. But if you do
not care for my old-fashioned ‘“'pleces,”
are there no present-day pooms to set
young blood dancing. and .nerve young
hearts to glorious resolves? Has the bo-
.thumbed,. betattered "‘speaker’” gone for-

.

ever out of commlission? . ;



