
EDITORIAL PARAGRAPHS
Home rule for Ireland sounds good, but

we pity the Irish people when home rule is
given to the [aland. "We Irish must «?et
together," exclaimed the dissenting ele-
ments. ;in<l once upon a time they acci-
dent ;i Ily gol together and after they had
been together a short time every mother's
son of them were totally disabled.

\Vhen the municipality of Seattle takes
over ;ill of the street car systems within
her gates at ;i fancy price, then the jitneys
should .it once become a thing of the past
or he compelled to pay into the city treas-
ury ,i heavy monthly stipend for the priv-
ilege <>!' running.

Do not expect $200 to do the work of
$2000 mid $30 per month to do the work
of $75 per month. In other words, you
who are desirous of buying real estate must
not expect $200 will make the first payment
on ;i home worth $5000 and then $30 per
month be the partial payments —that is not
rent.

In Xew York City women are making
good as cops, so comes the report. Well
that's nothing strange for women make
good at everything they undertake. It's
just naturally born in them and the oppo-
sition of man to the contrary notwithstand-
ing.

Shame <>n you, Editor Ryan, shame on
you. to want to defeat the only woman
nominated for the legislature in Pierce
county, just because she is a woman. In all
probability the woman would make a more
conscientious member than her Democratic
opponent, but best of all she is a Republi-
can while lie is a Democrat.

These may be war times, but "believe
me" the Republicans are planning to get in
the saddle these Avar times.

Fears ago when Jimmy Hoge "hitched
his wagon to a star" the most of us thought
he was headed for a wreck, but he has been
hooked up with the stars so long that he
himself is now a star.

The swine lias not as yet been driven
across the Rhine, but they are on their
way.

.More than half of the peoples of the
world are now in the war. This is almost
the prophetic destruction of the world by
fire.

Rob Pox is a liberty loan expert and we
watch with much eagerness to see him go
over the top in the fourth.

Bulgaria took time by the forelock and
saved her bacon.

Jobs worth .sllO per month have few
takers among the colored citizens of Se-
al tie -truly prosperity is in the land.

News from over there lias made the
welkin ring during the past week and so en.
eouraging is that news that we are making
ourselves believe that the end is almost in
sight. Bulgaria has quite and accepted the
terms of the Allies; Turkey lias practically
quit, owing to her reverses and before an-
other week lias closed we predict that the
Germans will have but one ally left—the
Austro-llungarian. No Germany is not as
yet whipped or at least sufficiently whipped
to sue for peace, but if the Kaiser was not
war mad lie would sue for peace immedi-
ately, if not sooner. Germany may have
been able to whip some of the people, all
of the time, and all of the people some of
the time, but she can not while all of the
people all of the time and she now fully
realizes that. The Kaiser's sun is about to
set and when it does set it will go down to
rise no more.

Aii old coon for cunningl, but a young:
coon for running-.

OLD GLORY

THE GOVERNOR'S DAUGHTER
"Be you a Yankee school teacher, come

South to learn the niggahs? Then the gov-
ernor's daughter will entertain you," droll-
ed a long, lank, pinkywood white man in
the state of Mississippi to a well dressed
and affiable appearing young- white man
who hailed from Massachusetts and who
had given up bright prospects at home to
do what he coud toward preparing the re-
cently emaniepated black folks for the new
life which they were about to be ushered
into, because, like the gallant six hundred,
they stood in the valley of death with en-
emies in front of them, with enemies be-
hind them, with enemies to the right of them
and with enemies to the left of them and
they trembled and shuddered, and inwardly
wished they were again under the protect-
ing folds of Marse Henry. The friendly
hand of one white man to that benighted
people at that psychological moment was
like unto the sudden flash of a beacon light
on "yonder hill" to a vessel floundering
in an usually heavy sea.

The prospects of being entertained by
the governor's daughter brought new hope
to this young' man and he soliloquized to
himself, these southern white folks are not
as bad as they have been pictured to be,
for on the good side of Miss Governor I
will be able to do a missionary work among
these colored men and women that will set
the whole North on fire. "I will be de-
lighted to have an opportunity to pay my
respects to the governor's daughter," he
blushingly replied to the lanky southerner,
who was as devoid of educational qualifi-
cations as the colored folks. "But you don't
owe her nuthin yit and you don't have to
pay til yer see 'er. I recun she'll be bout
soon, and I'll give you a knock down o her,"
was the reply of the lanky southerner, and
he went about his business without further
explanation to the dandy young school
teacher.

Prior to the war school houses, even for
the white children, in the rural districts of
the South were few and far apart and of
course it was a felony to teach a colored
child to rend and write. The schools were
all "pay schools," but be it said to the
credit of the patrons of those schools, they
employed none but the highest type of teach-
ers —many of them well worthy of holding
a chair in a university. Freedom for the
blacks brought free schools for the children
and while the whites were loathe to take
advantage of the system, yet they slowly,
but surely did do so.

Young Mr. Massachusetts, for want of a

better name, visited the colored church aft-
er getting1 located and after three trustees
of Freedman Hall school had been elected,

he visited the county superintendent and
was then ready for business. Freedman Hall
school house had been hastily constructed
by the colored men in the community, who,
after securing a ninety-nine year lease on

a five acre tract of land in the heart of
the forest from a more or less friendly white
man, assembled one Thursday morning to

build a school house for Mistah Massachu-
setts to open school the following- Monday

morning-. They fell the trees and "rived"
the boards to cover it and many hands made
light work and Saturday night the school
house was all finished. A basket meeting

was held the following Sunday, which was
attended by every colored person for miles

thereabouts. At the close of the praying
and preaching Mr. Massachusetts was intro-
duced and he had by this time grasped well
the situation and he made a talk that set
that pine log school house on fire, figurative-
ly speaking. It's useless to say that every
colored boy and girl from five to twenty
years of age were on hand the following
Monday morning with the view of getting
an "edication" during the following three

•months. Some had a book and some had
none—much more the latter than the form-
er. At the close of the first day the young
man was seriously in doubt of the advis-
ability of trying it another day, but his
Yankee grit rose supreme and he was up
and at it again the next morning. The
more sensible of the colored parents assisted
him and furnished the money to buy books
and slates for hose who had none and soon
things almost assumed a normal state at
least for the South, but at times he longed
for home and its happy surroundings. He
longed for white associates and wondered
where his long, lanky white friend was who
promised him that the governor's daughter
would call on him. He had been at this
place for a month and not even heard of
such a personage and so he dispared of
ever being so fortunate.

lie had made his first monthly report on
Saturday and reached his school house the
following Monday morning full of hope and
cheer for his pupils were showing much
evidence of improvement. He was a bit
startled after the "morning exercises" were
over, which consisted of reading a chapter
in the bible, singing a song and prayer, to
see his former lanky southern acquaintance
stroll into the room, much as he would have
into a barn, and without further ceremony
say to him, "when you first came here I
told you the governor's daughter would
entertain you, well, by gosh, here she is."
He was followed by a sixteen-year old girl,
fresh from the plantation hut life and
though the picture of innocence, yet appar-
ently without a spark of human intelli-
gence. "Now this is Gov. Hell Devil's
daughter by one of his niggah winches and
they live on my plantation and I kinder
thought you, being a Yankee, with so much
love for the niggahs, migh have her
fer yours," and as he finished his little
speech he chuckled to his white companion
and they left the room before the teacher
could say a word.

Mr. Massachusetts eyed his new pupil,
but knew not what to say. She was large
for her age, gave signs of budding woman-
hood, with a form more or less shapely, a
rich suit of raven black hair, slightly
crimpy and a dancing pair of black eyes.
She wore but a striped cotton dress that
was almost to her knees and she was shoe-
less. After asking her a few questions he
sent her to a seat, while he sat for a mo-
ment sick at heart over his disappointment.
Mr. Massachusetts was a philosopher and
he threw off disappointments very quickly.
He realized what he was in and gritted his
teeth and promised to make the best of it.

Mollie, like the most of the colored chil-
dren, proved to be an apt pupil and in a
few days had master her A, B, C's and was
spelling simple words. The teacher not only
taught book stuff to the children, but he
talked to them about coming to school
clean and neat and that the girls of Mollie's
size to wear shoes and stockings. The par-
ents of the children were called on and ad-
vised with and in five months a wonderful
change had come over that whole commun-
ity. '

A school exhibition was held at the ex-
piration of the five months, when all of the
parents were present and heard the chil-
dren sing, speak and spell against each
other. It was a day long to be remembered,
and Mr. Massachusetts seemed just as happy
as the parents. He left that night for his
home, but promised to be on hand when
school time came round again and he kept
his word.

He had not been gone very long- before
Molly Hell Devil, the quadroon daughter of
the governor, received some books and pic-
tures from a lady in the North and there-
after she frequently received similar pack-


