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Our Commencement exercises will be held this year
on Thursday, May 24th. Besides the members ot the
graduating class, graduates of both races, Negro and
Indian, are expected to speak from the r own expe
rience in the field of work for their people. On Fri
day the 25th a conference of graduate teachers and

workers will be held, as last year. We hope for an
interesting Anniversary and for a large rally of the
friends to whom General Armstrong's Memoranda
bore his parting message: "Hampton must not go
down. See to it you who are true to the black and red
children of the land, and to just ideas of education."

Miss Bacon's account of the southern tour of Dr.
Frissell, Miss Hyde and herself, will be found of
special interest. Our Folk-Lore papers have excited
much attention, and the young society has already
made some interesting "finds," one of which it reports
this month. The Hampton School Record is cheerful
on the whole, and the Graduates' Letters bring good
report from the field Mr. Bedford's and Miss Georgia
Washington's account of the two s ho<>lsat Mt. Meigs
are extremely ii tert s';ng. Mi s Fulv m ccntr butesan
account ol t lie Carlisle Commencment to our Indian
department, and it has a touching and gratifying let
ter from a returned student.

We had the plea ure last month of greeting at
Hampton our friends, President Bumstead of Atlanta
University, Rev. Dr. Buckingham and Miss Bucking
ham of Springfield, Mass., Rev. Dr. Davis of the First
Congregational Church of Detroit, Mich., and Mrs.
Davis; Mrs. Frederick Mead of Plainfield N. J. and
her 1 ttle daughter: Miss Dodd of Bloomfield, N. J.,
Miss Gray of Boston, a long tried friend of the school ;
Mrs. Julia Cooper of Washington, Miss Mary Cook,
sister of our friend Miss Emily S. Cook of tl e Indi
an office; four ex-workers of Hampton; Miss Lucy
Washburn of San Jose", California, Miss Anna Bald-
wyn of Bryn Mawr. Pa., Miss Bertha Van Henburgh
with her mother, of Troy, N. Y. and Mr. Eli Whitney
Blake of Providence, R. I.; and five young gentlemen
representing the Westminster church Sunday-school
of Bloomfield, N. Y , Messrs. Ralph and Charlie Clark.

Our visit from the Westminister Sunday school
boys, fine manly fellows of fifteen, who came with
their camera and pencils to workup an illustrated
article on Hampton for their school paper, was very
pleasant to us, and, so they said, to them. If any oth
er schoo's wish to adopt the Westminster's happy

thought, we promise their delegates hearty welcome.

President Bumstead was so kind as to exhibit
to the sch iol his very fine stereopticon illustrations
of Atlanta University and its work so kindred to
Hampton's, and in which General Armstrong felt
strong sympathy, giving hearty aid to meetings in its
interest as Dr. Bumstead recalled to us. Dr. Davis,
whose church gave cordial aid to the General and Dr.
Frissell in one of their Hampton campaigns, was also
so kind as to address our students on Easter evening
with very inspiring word?. It was a great pleasure
too, to them and to us all, to meet and listen to Miss
Washburn, one of Hampton's earliest workers, never
ailing in active interest in its cause.

The Report of the Tuskegee Conference, given
in this nu nber, cannot fail to be of interest to all
who have the elevation of the colored race at heart.
Mr. Washington is to be congratulated on having

originated a most practical scheme for helping up
these poor victims of improvidence and the lien sys
tem of crops. It was very touching to hear one of
them say in response to the question of emigration
to Africa, "Ef Misto Washin'ton go, I'm gwine go
too; ef Misto Washin'ton stay, I'm gwine stay."
Tuskegee has gained a knowledge of the people

and their needs in an admirable way. We are glad
to find that many of our graduates, in a smaller
way, are doing the same sort of work.
The gathering of our graduates at their confer

ence last May was most helpful. It showed a prog
ress in house building and indecent living among
the colored people of Virginia, such as Mr. Washing
ton, who had been away from the state for ten years,
said he had no idea of.
It is proposed to hold a similar conference at

Hampton on May 25, the day afier the anniversary.
It is expected that a number of our friends from the
North will be present. A list of questions on practi
cal subjects connected with our graduates' work has
already been sent out to them; such as the amount
of land held by colored people, the length of the
sohool term, the character of their dwellings, their
methods of agriculture, the moral and religious con
dition and tendency of their people. The discussion
at the conference will be along these lines.

Wide recognition has been given to the great
loss which many interests of this country have sus
tained in the death of Mrs. Mary H-:menway of Bos
ton. While she has provided, as far as possible, that
her good works for charity, education and patriotism
shall live after her, the irreparable loss is that of the
force and spirit of her own personality which she put
into every great enterprise with which her name is
identified, whether for education in the South, or
for the physical development and mental and manual
training of the children of Boston; for expensive ex
peditions of archaeological and ethnological research,
or for the rescue of the Old South Meeting-house and
its transformation into a beacon of historic light to
incite American youth to patriotism and good citi
zenship. Wonder is often expressed that so much of
the wealth of the world that is needed for God's work
in it

,
is permitted to go into hands that do worse than

to bury their ten talents. Here was one of the
richest women in the land, who thought of herself
but as His steward of her millions. Of warm, far-
reaching sympathies, her very remarkable executive
abilities and tastes naturally directed the chief part
ot her queenly munificence into enterprises of her
own planning, kept vi/tually under her own control
and management, withholding neither time nor
money, thought nor labor from their needs. But
that her benevolence did not stop there, many can
testify; none more gratefully than Hampton Insti
tute, to which she was, from its first years of effort,

a kindly friend, intervening now and again with
timely help between it and the failure or delay of
some newly starting branch of its wo-k; her donations
amounting, from first to last, to something over
$35,000. The latest was her bequest of the thirty
acre piece of the Shellbanks plantation which was
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reserved by its owners when that property was

bought by herself for the School some years ago,
since which time it has borne the name of the Hem-
enway Farm. More than one of General Armstrong's
undertakings whose wisdom was justified by its his
tory but doubted at its beginning, was started by her
practical faith in him and his work. The Southern
Workman itself was one of these enterprises for which
her hand "opened the throttle," the campaign of the
Hampton singers was another. The Hemenway
Farm she gave to make the Indian experiment a
success. She and some other honorable women of
Boston came to the rescue of Virginia Hall, standing
roofless in the financial panic of '73 — 4. No year
was without some gift of scholarship or other aid, as
giving our boys their band instrumen ts, providing a
teacher of gymnastics for our girls, conitibuting to
ward our Indian b >ys'dormitory and other buildings,
and toward the vitally important sanitary improve
ment of the grounds. Her two or three visits to the
School are pleasant memories to those who were then
here. Her own home was often opened for Hampton
meetings and always with personal friendship and
welcome to General Armstrong and his family and
friends, on his visits to Boston for the School and in
the dark days of his illness. Her name will always
be held in grateful remembrance at Hampton.

One of our most interesting Easter visitors was
Mrs. Anna Julia Cooper of Washington, D. C, whose
able book, " A Voice from the South, by a Black Wo
man of the South," was reviewed by the Southern
Workman a few months ago. It was an education
to many, as well as a pride and gratification to our
colored students in particular, to meet such a cultur
ed, refined, attractive representative of their race, and

listen to the gentle eloquence with which she gave
her practical, hopeful and helpful views of its problem.
Mrs. Cooper was born near Raleigh, N. C, in time
to retain childish memories of the closing days of the
war and the dawn of freedom, when she joined in the
formula she thought irresistable: "We hope and
pray the Yankees come to morrow;" in time too for
the advantages of the mission schools started by the

army of peace that followed that of war; profiting so
well by these advantages, that, when the St. Augus
tine Seminary was started in Raleigh by the Episco
pal Missionary Society, she was taken in among its
selected pupils and, at the age of eight years, se> to
teach a class of less advanced learners several sizes

larger than herself. Growing up in that school as
pupil and teacher, she married one of its members at
a very early age, became a widow when only twenty-*
one, and then resolved to carry out her longing for
further education. She went to Oberlin College and
finally graduated from its classical course, to devote
the rest of her life to work for her race. She has
taught both in country and city, and is now in
charge of one of the departments ol the colored high
school in Washington, making a home for her mother
and using her influence among her people for good
in various ways. One of our Hampton graduate
girls has the pleasure of boarding in her family. We
are glad to hear that she is still at work with pen as
well as with school books, and hope to keep in pleas
ant communication with her and see her often again
in Hampton. It was pleasant to see her interest in
its work and to hear her say that she had never for
gotten or lost the inspiration she had received from
a visit General Armstrong once made to the St. Au
gustine School.
On the last evening of her four days stay with

us, Mrs. Cooper was so kind as to speak to the school,
in Virginia Hall Chapel, as follows:
"Ever since I first heard about Hampton, it has been to

me a source of inspiration, because I believe it is doing one
of the best and grandest works in the country for my people
and for all people.
I came to Hampton not to talk but to learn, and public

speaking is not my occupation — there is an old black pencil

up in Washington, at the end of which I ho'd all the com
munication I have with the public. But I will try to tt 11

you what thoughts you have brought to me wh le I have
been among you .
The thought that came to me yesterday through one of

your beautiful songs is the one I want to give you. I was

sitting by a friend of mine and when the Vale-Glee Club had

sung so finely, I said to my friend "I begin to feel nervous
about how our boys will do" —you see I have begun to say
tur boys- -to appropriate you. My friend looked at me with d
pitying expression and said, "I can tell ycu, you needn't be
at all afraid." And when you began to sing, I saw she was

right; and she had her revenge, for she saw me melted down

by that first song you sang. It was that song that brought to
me the thought I want to give to you to night. You sang
"We're rolling through an unfriendly world." Now there are

several ways of looking at that world we're passing through,
and a bad way is to emphasize its unfriendliness, it is true

that we of our race cage now and then into contact with

peculiarly trying experiences; and we are in danger of get
ting into the very warp and woof of our nature a twist that

puts us always in the attitude of expecting unfriendliness
—

going about with a chip on our shoulder, as the saying is.

Now if we are always looking for unfriendly people and un

friendly circumstances, we shall always find them. The best

way is to go out to carry friendliness, and if we meet
unfriendl.ness do what we can to melt it down by our own

friendliness.
Another difficulty or danger from the same cause is of

getting into an attitude of defiance, or an attitude of sup

pressed feeling, afraid of speaking our own thoughts, or a-

shamed to speak them, for fear of being put by a sneer or a
scowl.
In Washington some days ago, during the meeting of ire

Woman's Council, the society of which I am a member in

vited a distinguished woman to speak, and appointed me to

make the arrangement with ht r. I went to the Riggs
House to see her, and was told by the elevator boy that he

had instructions not to take in people of my complexion; vou
may know I did not fed like singing the long meter doxolo-

gy or joining in a grand Te Deum just at that moment, but

sent up my card to the lady and waited for her below. I

told her of the state of the case. She told it in her speech
and said she had said to a friend, "Well, if that woman can
have faith in God. you and I ought to." I told her that it

was not my faith in God that was touched by any such

thing as that; it had nothing to do with the qutstion. S >me
remnant of barbarism or savagery I might find in my fellow

men is not going to effect my faith in God. Some say that
as the Negro advances in education he grows sceptical. If
that were so, then I would say education is a very terrible

thing, and it would be better never to have it. Education
may make us more sceptical about man; may make us feel
that those we thought the very acme of perfection are still
a little lower than the angels, and might probably be

taught something from babes and sucklings —but that,

ought not to affect our faith in God. If He has stood by

our people through the darkness of slavery— if they could
trust Him then; we can trust Him to stand by us now. But
I dont think any of these things should make us lose faith
either in the goodness of the good people, The good have al-

waysbeenon our side. Ifsomeare yet unconverted, ur,touch -

by the spirit of Christ, there are some who have not bowed

the knee to Baal; some even in this American republic, who
believe in the brotherhood of man and the fatherhood of

God. So if we Icok at the "unfriendly world" in the right

spirit, it need not interfere with our love to God or to our
brother man. It seems to me that an axiom of the Anglo
Saxon race is that men ought to have just what they -can

win. I am in dined to think that idea makes a good atmos

phere for us to hve in—gives us an inspiration to put forth
our every effort. The world's contempt and the world's

pity are near together. Its sense of justice may dictate

kindness to what isweak. but in their heart of hearts people
despise helplessness. We must win respect bydoirgwhat
we can for ourselves.
Here is alesson for us. Every boy and girl ought to feel,

"I can do what others like me have done." This is not self-
conceit, but a determination to win, that will make us win.

Olten we can if we only think we can.
Here is another lesson. Can we succeed under our

special disadvantages. We can, provided we work just twice

as hard. We have got to work— put our shoulders to the
wheel; not look back. We are at the beginning of the race.

Often I think too much is expected of us: we are expected

to do the unheard of thing; to extemporize a perfect civiliza

tion in thirty years time to compete with a civilization cen

turies old. Once the Anglo Saxons stood where we stand, at

the beginning of the race. Julius Caesarthought they would

never amount to anything— that they were not fit even for

slaves. But they went to work and made themselves what
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they now are. We mw have our record to make. We ought
not to be discouraged becjuse we are a later race. To have
a la er start is no disgrace. We don't despise a child because
he is not a m in. We say his face is toward the sunrise, his
dNy is dawn in/. So of the child-like races that f re now be
hind— if we take their achievements and compare them with
those of the gray haired races we make a mistake; but if you
work here at Hampton, and when you go out as graduates,
looking for the best and doing your best— if we all do that,
the race wi I come out all right. I had rather be a teacher
here at Hampton —saving the presence ol some here—than
in Y<ileor Harvard; because here are influences that shall
go out and go on and on— when perhaps— though I hardly
dare say it— when perhaps the Anglo Saxon race shall have
achieved all its greatness and be ready to go down. I don't
know; God only knows; but if areall say the word that is in
11*,sing the song/ that is in us, do the deed H » puts in our
hand, to the best of our ability, we shall find ti e future
God has for us.
I feel that to have been here at Hampton is to have

beei on a mount of transfi ;uratio 1, aid in it, as some one
has said.it will be impossible afterwards to get back into the
1ttle world one has lift— ore must see the world larger and
nobler than before.
It has been a great pleasure to me to hear your songs. I

hope you will always keep them up. as I know was the wish
of your lamented General. The fact that they are not re
ducible to the ru'es of other music, that pianos c in't play
them, is nothing against them, but only prove* that they
have originality ;they were spoken out from the heart of our
race, from the na'ure that is in it.
May God bless you and make you strong to do the work

of the world according to His will."

A Trip Through the South.

I

A pleasant and inten sting dip sou.hward was bcyu 1on
Tuesday, Feb. 13th, and ended at Tuskegee on Tues lay, Feb.
20lh During the week of travel we had stopped many times,
and at each stop had learned something about the work of
the graduates of Hampton, or about something that was
being done for or by the colored people.

PETERSBURG.

Our first afternoon of travel brought us t > Petersburg
where, after a night at a hotel, we spent the day in visiting the
Petersburg Normal and Collegiate Institute, to learn what
the State of Virginia is doing lor the education ol colored
teachers. After a ride in the electric cars, a walk up and
down numerous hills, and many inquiries of the people we
met on the way, we found the Normal Scnool, perched on a
hill with abundant light and air, above the smoke and dust
of the city. One fine, large, and well arranged building
contains the whole school; the young men in one wing, the
young women in another, and recitation rooms, parlors and
offices in the central part of the structure. But, though light
and air and convenience are striking features of the building,
one yet more striking feature is its scrupulous cleanliness
and order. The floors were absolutely snowy in their wh te-
n»ss, not a speck, or a grain of dust was to be seen, and the
contrast of the Institute's spotless clfeanliness with the soot
and grime of Pelersburgh itself was impressive.
Here we found Pres. Johnston, with the band of earnest,

c impetent. 1 .lored teachers that he (13sgathered about him,
working faithfully and intelligently for the good of his peo
ple. We were received courteously and kindly as workers
in a com -non ciuse. and, after a morning of thorough study
of the cla s work, and an appetizing and substantial dinner
with fie pleasant company of teachers, we went back to our
sooty hotel, thankful that so g >oda work was being done in
Pi-tersTurg, and that we had had the pleasure of meeting
1hose engaged in it. An especial pleasure we found here too
in meeting one of Hampton's gradu ues, Mrs. Hayden, who
occupies the responsible position of lady principal in the
school, and through whom we were able to learn much that
»as ol interest about the details of the work.

LYNCHBURG SCHOOLS.

The trip from Petersburg to Lynchburg by sleeper is
made in a few hours, and Tnursday morning found the party
sliding down the steep streets of Lynchburg, coated by the
night of freezing rain with a glaze of ice. To feet accus
tomed to the level roads of Hampton, many of the difficul
ties of the Lynchburg streets seemed well-nigh insuperable,

but by perseverance, and after much slipping and sliding,
we found ourselves before the Lynchburg colored high
school. Our inquiry of a boy who was passing into the school,
developed the fact that its principal, Mr. Geo. Stevens, a
graduate of Hampton's class of '84 was teaching in a room
on the ground floor, and we walked in on him. The class
that Mr. Stevens was teaching was the senior class, com
posed mainly of bright girls of from fourteen to sixteen.
The recitation was in Latin composition, a special study of
the use of the conjunction quin with much incidental prac
tice on other parts of speech. There was a good deal of
blackboard work, and a thorough questioning on all diffi
cult constructions by the teacher. The class showed itself
to be not only a bright, but a thoroughly well taught class,
familiar with all the words and constructions that they were
using and able to recite clearly and fluently.
The Latin lesson ended, every student in the room,

took part in the recitation in civil government. Questions
had been given out the day before to which students were
expected to bring in answers obtained from any source that
they considered reliable. No text-books was used, but the
information brought in was talked over and straightened out
by the teacher. The exercise was most , interesting and
seemed likely to be of permanent value in the mental train
ing of the pupils. After the High School, we visited the
largest of the colored schools of Lynchburg, the Paine
School in charge of Mr. Voder, a white man, but taught en
tirely by colored teachers, two of them Hampton graduates,
and one an ex student of Hampton. A good deal of time
was spent here in going from room to room, watching the
recitations and learning from principal and teachers about
the work of the school. On our way back at noon to our
hotel for dinner we stopped for a few moments to visit Mrs.
Pride, graduate of the class of '79, who in a small and in
convenient building, very difficult of access because of the
mud, was working, with two teachers under her, over agood-
ly number of bright, little boys and girls. We had but a few
moments there and then pursued our difficult way onward,
watched wherever we went by groups of bright eyed, mown
faced children. Word had gone through the district, ap
parently, of our mission in Lynchburg, f. if one little boy
c-tiled <>utto us from a yard as we passed, "Say. is it you all
comin' to our school to-morrow ?

" At last we found the
street, described to us as a flL ht of steps with a hand rail,
that led to the hotel, and made our way, hungry and muddy
and tired, into the comfortable dining-room, where we dis
posed of the best meal we had eaten since leaving Hampton.
The afternoon was consumed in an effort to remove the

mud from shoes and apparel, to find out about trains which
would carry us on to Roanoke, and in receiving calls from
several of our graduates. Mr. Frank Trigg, of the class of '73,
now principal of a new boarding school in the outskirts of
Lynchburgh . came to secure a visit to his institution. We
had supposed the time at our disposal too brief for further
school visiting, but no was a word that Mr. Trigg totally
failed to comprehend, and before we knew exactly what had
happened to us we were stowed away in a comfortable hack,
and travelling as fast as the state of the roads would allow,
out toward the hill above the city where the new school is
situated.
"It's the most beautiful building you ever saw in

your life," Mr. Trigg says gleefully as we draw near, and,
though we laugh as he says it, we find when we alight from
our carriage, that he has not greatly exaggerated, if beauty
consists in fitness for the purpose it is to serve. Built of a
dark greenish stone taken from the foot of the hill on which
the school s ands, it seems as substantial as the hill itself.
Within, everything is spotless and shining, the light wood
finish everywhere giving the air of extreme cheerfulness
that it always imparts. A large chapel on the ground floor,
that can be divided by two sliding screens into three recita
tion rooms, is the first room we visit. Later, we are taken
through convenient, well-furnished recitation rooms, and
bed rooms all spick and span. School is of course over, and
the boarding department of the new institution is not by
any means full, but we stay until the company of young
girls, marshaled by their matron, MUs Maggie Taylor, (class
of '88) come down to their evening meal, when Mr. Frissell
is introduced, and conducts the short devotional exercise
that precedes the meal. Then we hurry out and are prepar
ing to enter our carriage once more, out Mr. Trigg begs us
to wait while he blows out with dynamite one of the nu
merous stumps that fill what will soon be, under his ener
getic treatment, the front lawn of the institute. According
ly we wait in some perturbation until the dynamite bomb
is safely lodged in the roots of the stump, and the men who
have done the deed have run to cover. We watch with
interest until the explosion sends a fountain of chips and
splinters heavenward with a roar, to fall.to earth again over a
considerable area, then we make our last farewell and de
part for our drive back to the city through the dusk.


