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A COLLEGE STORY. 

CHAPTER I. 

It was a beautiful evening in June. 
Mr. and Mrs. Morton were sitting on 
the front porch of their beautiful house 
in Island Park. The sun had just set 
and had filled the land with beauty. 

The Morton house was situated on 
a small, sloping hill and was surrounded 
by beautiful gardens. A short distance 
to the right was a croquet ground where 
Fanny Morton and her .brother, Albert, 
were engaged in a lively game. 

Albert was a young man of twenty 
who had just graduated from the High 
School. He was a bright, handsome 
boy, and thought a great deal of his 
mother and sister. Fanny was a slender 
girl eighteen years old. She had bright 
golden hair and laughing blue eyes that 
were always twinkling with fun. 

Albert was to go away in the fall to 
some college to complete his education. 
His parents had not yet decided where 
to send him, but they had been thinking 
some of Burton University. This was 
the subject of their talk that evening; 
and although they found it difficult to 
part with their son, yet they knew it 
would be best for him. 

Albert and his sister finished their 
game. As he was throwing down his 
mallet Albert exclaimed. "0, come and 
take a walk, Sis, so I can have a talk with 
you; you know I will soon be going 
away and will not see you for three 
whole months." 

"Yes, Albert, I know. We hate very 
much to have you leave us. I wonder 
where you will be going." 

"I don't know yet, Fanny, but father 
and mother are going to decide tonight; 
I hop.: it will be Burton University, 
though." 

"So do I," answered his sister, "that 
is so much nearer home than the others, 
and although you cannot come to see 
us any oftener, we can go to see you." 

The two young people wandered among: 
the gardens for another hour, aker 
which they went into the house, both 
very anxious to know what their parents-
had decided on. 

Mr. and Mrs. Morton were seated in 
the parlor, and when the children entered. 
Mrs. Morton looked up with a smile 
and said : "Well, my son, we. have de-
cided to send you to Burton." • 

"Good for you, mother," answered: 
Albert, "that's just wnere I wanted to 
go•" 

"In just three months you leave home:' 
said Mr. Morton, "to try college life. 
And remember, my boy, that all will 
not be pleasure. You will have Many 
things to contend against." 

The next three months seemed short 
ones to the Morton family,' especially 
Albert who, as he said, was making -
the most of what time he had left. The: 
nearer the time came for him to leave,. 
the more sorrowful Fanny felt ; for it 
must be remembered that she and her 
brother were great friends, being so near-
of an age. And when finally the last day-
came she could not keep the tears front 
coming to her eyes. 

About io o'clock in the forenoon the-
carriage_ that was to take Albert away• 
came to the door, and as there were 
many good-byes to be said, the driver 
bad to wait some time. 

Mr. Morton gave much advice to his 
son and kindly telling him to take good 
care of himself he shook hands and said 
good-bye. Next Mrs. Morton kissed 
Albert and sayin3 "God bless you, my. 
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toy," she returned to the house. Last 
of all poor weeping Fanny threw her 
arms around her brother's neck exclaim-
ing: "Good-bye, dear Albert, you can't 
imagine how I hate to have you go," 
`Good-bye, Fanny, come and see me as 
soon. as I. am established -and he was 

was a. gloomy day for the rest of 
the family .after Albert had left. It was 
especially so for Fanny; everywhere she 
Went she saw something to remind her 
Qf her brother, and the fact that they 
had never been parted before, made this 
;first parting still more painful. 

CHAPTER 
After three hours' ride by rail, Albert 

'reached Brookesville, and as the uni-
xersity was situated about three miles 
out of town, it was 2 o'clock when he 
arrived there. 

Albert felt his first pang of home-
sickness when he walked across the 
campus and up the college steps, seeing 
crowds of boys staring at him.' He 
knew no one there; no one knew him. 

.-',fter he was classified he went, out 
to endeavor to become acquainted with 
some of the boys. But the "old" boys 
were not as anxious to gain new friends 
7s he was. He Waited around quite 
a while, and as no one ventured to 
speak, he finally decided to break the ice 
himself. Looking around at the differ-
ent buildings he said : "You have some 
handsome buildings here." But the boys 
;only answered with a gruff "yes". 

Before long a short, careless-looking 
Toung man came sauntering along. 
When the crowd of boys saw him they 
greeted him with shouts of,. "Hello, 
-Tom,"' "You back?" "Glad to see you, 
-4.1d boy," said each one shaking hands. 

"But see here, Tom," said one of the 
boys, "you don't want to cut up, ,any 
more pranks as your did last year. It 
isn't much fun being sent •up to the old 
'ioctor, you know." 

"Now, Brown, see here," said Tom 
Sawyer, for this was the newcomer's 
lame, "you needn't say a word, you were  

mixed up in one or two of those deals 
yourself." 

Brown winced and said no more. 
All this time Albert had been _sitting 

unnoticed, when suddenly Tom Sawyer 
turned around and seeing him, ex-
claimed: "Hello there! young fellow, 
are you a newcomer?" 

"Yes, sir," answered Albert, "I just 
came today." 

"Don't 'sir' me, young man, my name's 
Torn Sawyer, most of the boys call 
me Tom but you can name me any-
thing you like." 

"Say, newcomer," said another, "my 
name's Ed Hunter, what's yours ?" 

"Albert Morton." answered Albert. 
"By the way, Morton." said Hunter, 

"what class are you in ?" 
"Freshman,", answered Albert. 
"Poor little `Freshie,' " said one of the 

stately sophomores. 
"Say. 'Al,' where'd you get your patent-

leather shoes ?" 
"Same place as I got my good man-

ners," said Albert walking away. 
"Conceited -  young muff," exclaimed 

Tom Sawyer, "we'll take some of the 
pride out of him before this term's 
over." 

Albert walked away half vexed, think-
ing that if college was going to be like 
this he would rather be at home. He 
was walking along with his chin resting 
on his breast and his nose pointing to 
the ground, looking so forlorn that he 
never noticed a young man coming, till 
bump ! he ran right against him. 

"0. I beg your pardon," said Albert 
looking up. 

"0, that's alright," answered a cheery 
voice. "You seem kind of downcast 
though, can I do anything for you? 
You are a stranger I. see. What is.Our 
name?" ' 

"Yes, I am a stranger. My name is 
Albert Morton." 

"Mine is Fred Young," said the other, 
"where do you room ?" 

"Number eleven," answered Albert. 
"Well now that's lucky," said Young, 

"you're my room-mate." 
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'O," said Albert, "I'm so glad; .you're 
the nicest fellow I've seen yet." 

"Thanks awfully, Morton, yon!re,yery 
complimentary. Guess I know what 
makes Yon downcast ; those fellows have 
been bothering you a little, haven't 
they ?" 

"Well, yes," acknowledged Albert. 
"0, pshaw," said Young, that's noth-

ing, you'll soon get used to it. When 
I first came here I didn't know a soul 
and the boys teased me half to death ; 
but now I never notice it. But what 
do you say if we go and have a look at 
our room?" 

"All right," said Albert. "but my trunks 
haven't come yet and the room isn't 
fixed up." 

Young eyed him sidelong and then 
said, "I say, Morton, you'll excuse my 
presumption, but your folks must have 
considerable money or you wouldn't talk 
as you do ; because the fellows here don't 
usually fix up their rooms unless they 
are pretty rich." 

Albert laughed, and said, "Oh,. as far 
as money goes I guess I have all that I 
shall ever need." 

"Well," answered Young. "I can't say 
that. Although my folks aren't poor, 
still they miss the money that it takes 
to keep me in college." 

"I am sorry," said Albert, "but that 
doesn't need to make us feel any the 
less friendly to each other. My mother 
always taught me that riches were not 
everything." 

The two boys walked on together 
talking about different things, when 
turning round a corner of one of the 
buildings they saw an old woman com-
ing up the walk with a basket on her 
arm. Of a sudden the woman tripped 
and fell. Albert quickly ran to assist 
her ; he helped her rise and picked up the 
trinkets that had fallen out of her bas-
ket. The old woman turned around and 
gently laid her hand on Albert's arm, 
then with tears in her eyes exclaimed, 
"Gad bless you, my boy, if there were 
more young men like you, this would be  

ay clifferent world." Instantly a derisive 
shout went up from all the boys who 
were sitting on the college steps. Al-
bert's cheeks burned with rage out he 
said not a word. When he walked 
back to the steps Young was standing 
looking kindly at him. Albert looked up 
and as his eyes fell on Young a. smile 
broke over his face. 

"Well I declare," exclaimed Torn Saw-
yer, "I suspitioned that you were a 
`country j ake,' Morton, but now I am 
sure of it." 

"Heow much land has your pa?" said 
Brown. 

"Heow many ceows do yeou keep?". 
asked Ed Hunter. 

"Look at his dainty little feet," cried 
Torn, "he's trying to make us believe 
he's rich, wearing patent-leather shoes." 

Albert could stand it no longer, he 
turned around and facing the boys, ex-
claimed: "Look here, fellows, it makes 
no difference to you wnether I am from 
the country or not; I do not choose to 
tell you where my home is, but I am 
not ashamed of it." Then .he turned and 
quickly walked to his room. Fred 
Young followed him, and when he 
reached him he threw his arm over 
Albert's shoulder and said : "I don't 
want to act as your adviser, Morton, but 
I. think you were foolish for not telling 
those fellows about your home. Why ! 
you'would have stunned them if you had 
.told them all about yourself." 

"No," said Albert, I have a be - 1.e: 
plan than that. Listen and I will tell 
you—but first you must promise flith.- 
fully never to mention it to a soul."' 

Young grasped Morton's hand and 
said, "I promise faithfully." 

"Well," said Albert, "I intend to keep 
it a secret, for a few weeks at least, and 
make those fellows believe that I am 
from the country. I don't know when 
I shall explain myself, but I shall fool 
those fellows for a while anyhow:" 

"Capital !" said Young, "but, say, if 
you fix up the room they will know there 
is something wrong." 
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"But I don't intend to let them in," 
said Albert. 

"0, that wil be so much the better," 
said Young, "they will think that you 
are ashamed of the room, and do not 
want them to see it." 

The two boys talked a long time 

about the new plan, and Albert began 
to get quite excited over it and felt 
much better than he had since he came. 
Young was such a pleasant sort of fel-
low that he knew just how to cheer hint 
up. 

(Continued in next number.) 

THE FUTURE OF THE NEGRO. 

"The sins of the fathers shall be vis-
ited upon the heads of their children 
unto the third and fourth generations." 
This inexorable law of nature applies 
to nations as well as to individuals. The 
children of one generation suffer in 
consequence of the follies of their fore-
fathers. This law has in recent years 
been keenly felt by the American people. 

Two enormous sins have been com-
mitted by our forefathers and the effects 
of these sins are pressing upon the pres-
ent generation so heavily that they have. 
for the last quarter of a century, taxed 
the skill of the greatest statesmen in 
their endeavors to relieve the nation. 
Well might even the stoutest hearts of 
the nation be filled with portentous fore-
bodings for our future. 

It is the negro problem in the United 
States, to the solution of which the 
world's attention is called as never be-
fore. Repeated attempts at solving this 
question, such as the Missouri Compro-
mise of 1850, have proved to be but 
short-sighted measures of temporizing 
expediency. Far from curing the na-
tion's disease they have only delayed the 
cure. The disease therefore visits us 
today with redoubled violence. Nor 
could the civil war solve or silence the 
question. Two races more antagonistic 
than ever before, still live together in 
ill-concealed hatred. 

Another attempt was made to solve 
the problem in 1866 and 1868 when the 
so-:called Thirteenth and Fourteenth 
Amendments to the United States Con-
stitution were enacted. But so far from 
being a cure for the national, ill, these 
measures proved to be but a poison which  

aggravated the disease to the point of 
hopelessness. Consequently the struggle 
today between the two race elements in 
the United States, especially in the 
South, is rapidly nearing its crisis. How-
ever we may endeavor to be hopefIll of 
the future there still remains to an un-
prejudiced observer the fact stern and 
stubborn, that of deep-seated racial an-
tagonism, and the chasm between the two 
races is so wide that it is well nigh im-
possible to offer a solution. 

Those who had hoped to weld the 
negro and the white into one political, 
industrial and civil whole, have been 
sadly disappointed. Neither the influ-
ence of education nor that of the pulpit, 
nor yet the equalization of economic 
conditions provided by the statute law 
has availed. Notwithstanding the fed-
eral laws enacted in favor of the Negro 
and calculated to raise him in civil,. 
political and industrial privileges up to 
the plane upon which his former master 
stands, the Negro is still kept down as 
a sort of medileval vassal, to serve his 
apprenticeship on his way to higher 
civilization. 

The Southerner may affirm that he 
"likes the Negro in his place :" the 
Northerner may loudly aver that he 
loves the Negro ; the clergyman in the 
pulpit, the Fourth of July orator -on_ the 
rostrum, and the editor in his chair may 
champion the cause of a forlorn race. 
The stern fact nevertheless remains, that 
neither in the South nor in the North 
does the white man consider -the Negro 
his equal. 

The black man, undeceived at last, 
writhes in.  bitter anguish at the thought 


























