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A SCHOOL'S VISION
FOR THE NEGRO

(by permission of Christian Science) |

The Piney Woods Country  §) L
School (a school for Negro boys and
girls) has grown from a “mustar
seed” start to a group of eight well-
arranged brick buildings and a num
ber of neat frame cottages for teach-
ers, with 400 students—300 of them
hoarders, 30 teachers, 8 academic, 1o
cated on a tract of 1500 acres of pine
clad hills. And thereby hangs an eni-
tale; It is a story of.courage, endu
ance, faith and heroism on the part
of a colored man from Iowa, Lawr
cnce Jones, who 22 years ago—driv
en by the vision of the need of his
own people and the full realization
of the motto “Noblesse oblige”’—Ileft
his comfortable situation and cast his
lot with those needy ones of his race
“way down in the Black Belt.” nea:
Braxton, about 20 miles south of Jack-
son, the State’s ocapital.

There are two trends in Mississip-
pi in regard to Negro education; one
that the Negro should know only how
to labor—that book learning is hurt-
ful; the other is more humanitarian,
that the Negro should be educated,
fitted for life—made a good citizen.
The Piney Woods School and its
founders have wo¥* the respect:and
appreciation of both groups, and have
shown to all that the Negro, capable.
contente®, owning his own home, is
an asset to the community, a creator
of wealth and of good will. In the
last few years more than 6000 acres,
of land have been sold for homes in
the vicinity of the school, many of
the humble cottages have been white-
washed, painted, and glass windows
put in—a great luxury for many.

In this school there are three
main courses of training with vari-
ous branches: agriculture, mechani-
cal arts and trades, and domestic sci-
ence, with an academic course equiv-
alent to a high school course. The
purpose of the courses is to “carry
the gospel of better farming, better
living, better schools and churches to
those who live back from the main
traveled roads.” The fireside, the
kitchen and the farms make up the
triangular foundation upon which the
instruction is based.

Leader in Humanitarian Work.

This school leads in all humanitar-
ian work for the Negroes in Missis-
sippi. Until a short time ago nothing
was done for the blind of the Negro
race in the state. Recently in don-
nection with the Piney Woods School

IN MEMORIAM

To the general public as well as
the Negro Race the news of the pas-

Jenkins

sing .of Editor James F.
meant that a kindly, efficient publie
servant had laid his burden down.

To

his co-workers and friends,

death meant the loss of a just

his
and

sympathizing friend from whose keen
intelligence no sham could be hidden.
but upon whose-helpful assistance re-
liance could unfailinglyv be placed. '

those whose privilege it was to work
him, his parting meant the go-

with
ing

loss

of an unselfish spirit, and

of a personal-friend. To

known him is to have loved

None will ever forget him, and

the
have
him.
that

memory will be a constant incentive,
never to rest satisfied, with our work | Negroes; also let us forget whether

till our best has been given.

a teach of Braille has been employed |

bv the State, and one now sees ar-

yund the campus one child, less blind

than
pilot
The

and

the others, serving them

as a

to their places of instruction

Julius Rosenwald public school
serves the local elementary students
through the Smith-Hughes fund,

vocational agricultural work is
ried on at the Piney Woods School.

A
‘hat

fcar

boy wrote to Professor Jones

his father had intended to

send

» cow to pay for the boy’s schooling,
he had lost the cow, and could

but

offer

only molasses.

The bhoy said he

would have to be a work boy because

he had no money.

The boy who was

coming with him was bringing a hei-

fer.

This is the kind of boy

makes good at Piney Woods.

who

LAWYER AND FRIEND

--By Leo M. Dorsey—

I have been questioned often in m
vis.ts to various American cities, con-
cerning the attitude of white Canad-
ians of the upper realm toward the

| Negro who has achieved professional
| suco:ss; the question reverts to the
{ 0ld idio..c social equality issue, whici
of course, to my mind is an individual
11 he to select one’'s own companions
land accept inv.tations according to
one's Latter judgment. I usually re
my inquirers to eminent Canadian
.1)1'.)1\5>‘i\)ll‘ll men, of this astonishing
.ace who are worthy of a seat among
heir representative white contempor-

‘1ies. Of course our Canadian pro- ||

essional men are few in number, but
l 1 ity in intellect. Notable among

1»se is B. J. Spencer Pitt, LL.G, Tor-
n:o Barrister, organizer and counsel
| " sneral of the B.M.E. Conference. A
i highly esteemed by both jurist
nd layman, a broad-minded thinker
who has accomplished much in Tor-
n.o for the benefit of the race, an
nderstanding between the groups.
n1 has made his name almost &
ountry-wide ‘“‘slogan’” by his winning
«f difficult cases, while opposed by
the foremost lawyers of other groups.
I believe in holding up the achieve-
ments of the worthy and letting the
“holier than thou’ type 6f man mea-
sure himself. Invariably he is found
snting and the knowledge of Tis
¢wn incompetence and narrow-mind-
edness defeats his ingratiating argu-
ments. There are those who should
get in touch with this capable and
unassuming man named Pitt and help
him put Toronto on the map as one
of the most progressive centres for

|

’ we are Americans, Canadians or West
Indians, forget denominational strife
| in our churches, compromise and ad-
vance.

CF THEM | CALL “MY PLEA

TO MY PEOPLE.”
Negroes bitterly afflicted
With a weakness for complaining,
Realize you're unrestricted
And your race is truly gaining.

Full together, plow and harrow,
Clultivate your sons and daughters,
Not along a channel narrow,

But on many peaceful waters.

Slav the superstitious wvulture,

I et race progress interest you,

Rise and in the name of culture

Use the gifts with which God blest
you.

PHYLLIS WHEATLEY
ROSE AS POETESS

Handicap of Slavery was Surmounted
By Courageous Girl.

One of the most interestng poets
of Colonial days was Phyllis Wheat-
ley. This truly remarkable colored
woman was born in Africa about 1775
brought to Beston and sold as a shiv-
ering, ragged slave girl to a kind and
cultivated ‘woman by the name of
Mrs. John Wheatley. Mrs. Wheatley
gave the girl the best possible edu-
cation of that day, and she was taught
even Latin and astronomy.

Went to London

Phyllis was an exeellent pupil and
' when very young began to write gooa
| verse. In 1773 she accompanied the
| Wheatleys to Bngland. In London
| she* was received with honor, and
while there published her first hook
of poems. This she dedicated to the
Countess of Huntingdon, who was
kind and helpful to her. Shortly af-
ver her return from England Mrs.
Wheatley died, followed shortly oy
other members of the family who
had been kind to Phyllis. From this
time on her life became one of great
trial and she produced no more work
of importance. She married a color-
ed man who was worthless in every
way; her three children died in in-
fancy and Phyllis herself died in pov-
erty in 1784. Had she lived longer
and under happier conditions Phyllis
Wheatley would no. doubt have pro-
duced many worthy books, for she
showed great promise in her youth.

Homes and Hotel Burn
® @

Greenville, S.C.— Two hundred and
twenty-five persons are homeless as a
result of a fire which destroyed 48
homes in a colored suburb. The
property loss is estimated at $200,000

Firemen were able to do but little
with the blaze until it had burnea
for a distance of half a mile and ap-
proached the city limits where water
was availahle,

You have souls refined and abla
Broad and worthy, keen of vision
Do not stand afar and label

Them with undeserved deérision.

Stop imagining abuses

And forget the pangs of sorrow

Bury deep the old excuses,

Plan for those who rise tomorrow.
—LEO M. DORSEY




