Taps. — The Contributors’ Club.

TAPS.

SLEEP.

Now that the charge is won,
Sleep in the narrow clod;
Now it is set of sun,

Sleep till the trump of God.
Sleep.

Sleep.

Fame is a bugle call

Blown past a crumbling wall;
Battles are clean forgot;
Captains and towns are not:
Sleep shall outlast them all.

Slesp.

Lizette Woodworth Reese.
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THE idea of building up a symmetri-
Whers Are cal human character is very
We Going? pretty. It is just possible,
however, that American educators are in
danger of saying too much on the sub-
ject.

Symmetry is perfection, perfection in
the individual implies uniformity in the
maltitude, and uniformity is not a plea-
sant thing to look forward to as the goal
of human nature. Is the American type
of character varied enough to bear safe-
ly the assimilative process which is now
going on at a rapidrate 7 Owing to the
beneficent defects of educational methods
in the past, there was always room for
the incipient man and woman to do a
large part in their own training. But
the world is getting beyonc that. The
professional teaching force of the coun-
try has already taken the place of the
army of parents to an extent only rivaled
by the clerical body of the Middle Ages.
The parents are simply providing the
raw material, the American abecedarian,

and the teachers are converting this into
the finished product, the American adult
person, with little aid or interference ex-
cept from the laws of growth. The pro-
cesses by which this work is done become
more uniform throughout the nation from
year to year. If the total result of our
combined efforts is perfect and splendid,
we share the glory of it. But the glory
of the individual man lies in his achieve-
ment of some task which nobody else can
do. Tt is his particular variation from
ideal manhood that makes him valuable,
not his likeness to his fellows or to a
common model.

The only obstacle in the way of the
present tendency toward uniformity is
the inborn uniqueness of each living
creature. But nobody knows how muck
of an obstacle that really is. No seri
ous universal effort has ever before beer
made to surmount it. There have ir
deed been efforts to minimize individu
ality for the sake of some social, reli
gious, or political ideal. Yet these all
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failed, unless, by way of exception, China
is to be considered a social, political, and
religious success. Now the unique qual-
ity of separate minds is to be attacked
systematically. By this new method
millions of living creatures are to be sub-
jected to a single evolutionary process.
'The coming generation will necessarily
be more uniform than the one which now
exists. The next must be more uniform
still, with the added condition that then
all the agents of development, the teach-
ers, will have been subjected to the same
treatment. In five or six generations
everything that can be done to defeat
individual variation will be done.

The affair will then wear a very differ-
ent aspect from any it has shown in the
past. Hitherto the experience of human
life has tended to widen the minate vari-
ation which evolution presupposes in the
realm of nature. But the coming ex-
periment is to take away every artificial
enhancement of the germinal difference
between man and man. If, as we under-
stand Darwin’s hypothesis, this minute
variability is a necessary condition of life,
there will still remain something, like
the little bone of rabbinical lore, which
uniformity cannot destroy. With that,
humanity may begin over again the pro-
cess of differentiation which it is now
trying to reverse. If Weismann is right,
and variability is itself a result of evo-
lution, then it can be done away with,
and humanity may reach an incoherent
homogeneity such as Herbert Spencer
never anticipated. Suppose, in addition
to this, that we impress our ideas on the
rest of the world with such force that all
civilization becomes American, and our
pluperfect system of education, so im-
mensely more thoroughgoing than Pat-
rick’s machine for taking in old witches
and grinding out young fairies, should
become universal.

Is it not evident that in the course of
1 century or two nature will be defeat-
ed? Every citizen of the United States
of the Earth will be just like every other
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citizen, and all will be so monotonously
satisfactory that even the beatified saints
will regret their predicted millennium.
Then ho for Diogenes and his lantern
to look for a man, a fallible, defective,
imperfectly developed, one-sided man !
WHEN one has been emphatically sat
down upon, and that by such
venerated ponderosity as the
combined weight of the Sons
and the Daughters of the Revolution,
a reasonable amount of exhilaration is to
be expected at the first sign of anything
like approval coming from the quarter
where severe disapproval was so plain.
Now, our city, close to the Canadian
border, had last July an original and
unique celebration of Independence Day :
a grand military pageant, its conspicuous
feature two thousand ¢ redcoats” from
the Queen’s Dominion, guests of honor;
the streets gay with bunting, the Stars
and Stripes and the Union Jack every-
where intertwined ; the bands playing
the national airs of America and of Eng-
land; Tommy Atkins listening serenely
to the reading of the Declaration of
Independence in the public square, his
manifest interest in its affirmations con-
trasting significantly with the indiffer-
ence of our Grand Army men and the
heroes of San Juan. Surely, in the way
of something new and interesting, our
Independence Day celebration was a
grand success; and as the desire to pro-
mote good feeling between “ the States ”
and Canada was the inspiration thereof,
the fact that the loudest and the longest
cheers were given to the redcoats was
not to be misinterpreted as disloyalty
to the eternal verities of our glorious
Constitution, by any means. It was all
a novel and welcome departure from the
old-time procession, of which the most
of us were long since wearied. Such an
array of medals on the breasts of gal-
lant British heroes ! — Lucknow medals,
Crimea medals, and one, at least, that
the press described as having the Alma,
Balaklava, and Sebastopol clasps. It
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