REPRINTS

THE SCHOOLS OF INDIANAPOLIS—III.
BY PROFESSOR A. C. SHORTRIDGE.

Questions Involved in New School System—Buildings, Teackers
and Salaries; A Plan for Training Teachers; Benefits of
the Experiment; Encomiums of a Visiting Educator; Or-
igin of the Coloved Schools; Prejudice against Coloved
Childrven and Legislative Difficulties; First Colored Pupil
in the High School; Comparative Standing of the Indian-
apolis Schools,; Features of Excellence.

THE INDIANAPOLIS TRAINING SCHOOL.

When the work of re-establishing a public school system, that
can scarcely be said to have had more than a fair beginning, was
undertaken in the years 1863-4-5, many questions of importance
were up for settlement. The one providing more commodious
school buildings, with improved warming and ventilating facil-
ities such as would contribute more fully to the health and com-
fort of the children, was of vital importance. Along with this
was always present in the minds of the school authorities the
question of providing more capable and well qualified teachers.
Money was scarce, the salaries were low, good teachers could not
be brought from other cities and towns for the compensation we
could afford them. Most of the teachers already in the schools
were of excellent character and ability, always ready for a faith-
ful discharge of duty, but probably no one of them had ever re-
ceived any special normal school training. How to provide a con-
tinuous supply to take the places made vacant by resignations
and to fill new positions opened up by the increased attendance
of children was the question to be satisfactorily settled.

Meantime I had visited a number of the cities of the West and
had noted carefully the work that was being done in their so-
called normal schools, but to me all was unsatisfactory. The
nature of the instruction was very much such as we were already



THE ScHOOLS OF INDIANAPOLIS 123

giving in our newly organized high school, and therefore was not
of a character to suit my needs; there was in them too little of the
theory, almost nothing in the practice that would give to the
learner clearly defined ideas of school organization, management
and instruction. And then, for settlement, was the question as to
what we had better do.

The answer to all this was given in the establishment of an
Indianapolis school for the training of teachers. This was under-
taken early in the year 1867, and the school was got under way on
the 1st of March of that year. Amanda P. Funnele, a woman of
large ability and rare accomplishment, was found to take the
principalship of the school. Miss Funnele was a graduate and
for a time a teacher in the Oswego Normal School, and at the
time of her engagement to come to Indianapolis was a teacher in
the Albany Normal School, at that time one of the foremost
schools of its kind in the United States. From its organization to
the close of the schocl year, in 1874, there had been three prin-
cipals-—Miss Funnele, Miss Clara Armstrong and Miss Florinda
Williams.

The new school, it might be said, was an experiment. No
school exactly of its kind could be found anywhere, and for this
reason some doubts existed as to its success. But in the minds of
those who had thought it over and over so many times there was
very little or none of this. The plan of organization for the school
was a simple one and to put it into execution was not at all diffi-
cult. To carry out this design the school was organized on the
plan of an equal division of time between the theory and the prac-
tice of teaching. It had therefore two departments, the one of in-
struction, the other of practice.

Twelve young women of good education and apparently pos-
sessing the characteristics that one would like in a good teacher
were chosen to form the first class of pupil-teachers. Six rooms
in the newly constructed building at Michigan and Blackford
streets were set apart for the use of the school. The children, about
three hundred in number, were to be taught by the pupil-teachers
and formed the material on which the young teacher would be
taught her first lessons in the practical side of her new occupa-
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tion. Six of the pupil-teachers were in charge of the schools of
practice, while the other section of the same number was in an-
other part of the building receiving instructions from the prin-
cipal. The section of teachers in charge of the school of practice
were expected to conduct the exercises, recitations, etc., and pro-
ceed as though they were regular teachers receiving the maximum
salaries.

Of the nine hundred and ninety young women who have al-
ready completed the training school course of study, practically
all have been employed in the schools, and it is safe to say nine
hundred were residents of Indianapolis, and it may also be said
that three-fourths of them would never have taught a day in this
city but for this special training. This, of course, satisfied an oft-
repeated demand that people of Indianapolis should be aliowed to
teach their own children, which was the opinion of many good
citizens. To be sure there is some ground for this belief, for there
was at that time, and are now, hundreds of young men and
women who have the education if they had received the addi-
tional training. All told there have been a few less than a thou-
sand young women who have completed the course in training
afforded and have entered the schools as teachers and were fitted
to do a large share of the best work done in the schools. Last
year there were 320 of them in the schools, of which twelve are
in the list of supervising principals, eight are directors of prac-
tice, six are German teachers and three are high school teachers.
What was quite as important, they earned and spent their money
in and about their own homes and thereby brought help in a thou-
sand ways to dependent children, and often helpless fathers and
mothers.

It is not putting it too strongly to say that this quiet school, so
seldom mentioned in the newspapers and about which so little is
known by the public, has brought more good than any other
single agency, and for more than forty years has formed the
great right arm of the school system. But for its influence and
that of two or three other helpful agencies, of which I shall speak
hereafter, the school system of Indianapolis would have been very
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much like the schools in any one of a thousand other cities—and
no better.

As soon as results could be seen in this city, schools of a similar
character were started in Cincinnati and in Evansville and Fort
Wayne, in this State. A committee from the first named city vis-
ited Indianapolis to inspect its training school. The Rev. Dr. Mayo,
a distinguished Unitarian clergyman of the committee, in an address
to the Hamilton county, Ohio, teachers, said :

“Last Monday it was my privilege to spend half a day in the
examination of what is doubtless the most complete training
school in the Western States. In the upper room of a well-con-
structed schoolhouse I found a quiet, self-possessed young woman
standing before a group of half a dozen girls in familiar conver-
sation on their forenoon’s work as teachers of the five hundred
children in the rooms below. Their conversation ranged through
the whole realm of the life of childhood, striving to analyze its
faculties, comprehend its wants and get into perfect sympathy
with its mysterious inward life. Each of the girls told her expe-
rience with her class as earnestly as if she knelt at the confes-
sional, under the eye of a criticism as decided as it was sympa-
thetic and kind. Below I saw the working half of the class of
pupil-teachers conducting the various exercises of instruction.
Through these rooms moved three critic teachers, noting every-
thing, advising, preparing to report in due time to the quiet little
lady above. In one room a charming model school was perma-
nently kept by an experienced young woman. One man, with the
title of superintendent, was responsible for the order of the little
community, and assisted in the teaching of the older classes. I
looked with delight too deep for expression on the beautiful spec-
tacle of a school where five hundred children are taught by these
twenty girls, who themselves are learning the finest art of modern
life. I marked the deep enthusiasm, the blended firmness, seli-
possession and gentleness, the sweet spirit of co-operation with
which they went about their.-duty. I saw in their faces that they
felt they had chosen the better part, were living for a purpose, and
not troubled overmuch about their position in American society.”
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THE COLORED SCHOOLS.

The question of proper provision for educating colored children
in Indianapolis had been urged by men and women many times
and in various ways. The average lawmakers are afraid of cer-
tain questions, such as the tramp nuisance or the Gypsy business,
kindred evils and practices which have no right to exist in a civilized
country. The question of woman’s suffrage never gets a fair hear-
ing. A way can always be found either in caucus or committee
to smother it. It was exactly this way for many years with the
question of negro education.

The lawmaker who came to Indianapolis every two years and
promised to do great things for the betterment of conditions
throughout the State, could be induced to agree to almost any-
thing ; but when it came to a show-down by voting on a few ques-
tions, negro education among the number, he was not ready.
Colored people were all about us and were rapidly increasing in
numbers. More than three hundred years ago, when forcibly
brought to the American continent, they early embraced the
theory about which we hear so much of late, that it is their duty
to multiply and replenish the earth. In Indianapolis there were
hundreds of adult American citizens and there were many hun-
dreds of children, nearly all of whom were illiterate and many of
them vicious, and under these conditions a menace to our civiliza-
tion. Were they the less so because covered with a black skin?
[f they were a menace, what was our plain duty?

Fifty years ago the Indiana State Teachers’ Association, then
and ever since a mighty educational power in the State, began the
agitation for colored schools. In ten or twelve years there were
signs of approaching success. In 1867 an attempt was made to
secure the needed legislation but without avail. An effort was re-
newed at the opening session of 1869. An amendment to the law
was offered and favorable action was taken in the committees and
in due time was passed by the Senate. Action at the other end
of the capitol was more dilatory. The amendment was hung up
till 11:30 the last night of the last session and the chairman of the
committee said: “It is now or never.” A half dozen persons
began the work of getting the members from the cloakroom and
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lobbies into their seats. I remember that the late Professor Bell,
Thomas J. Vater and a number of other patriotic and humane
men did all that was posible for them to do. But the amendment
failed for want of a constitutional majority—fifty-one. Forty-six
of the requisite number to pass it were present and voted for it.
But while that was a majority of all present, it was not enough to
pass the measure. But this was the last night of the session and
any one who has been present on these occasions knows how
things are done. A truthful description of what took place on this
particular night would not look well in a newspaper.

So it looked at the moment as if the black children were doomed
to run the streets for another term of two years while their fathers
and mothers continued to pay their taxes, by the aid of which the
children of the more favored race were kept in school ten months
of the year. For some reason, I do not remember what, the Gov-
ernor found it necessary to call an extra session of the Legislature,
and it was at this called session, May 13, 1869, that the amend-
ment to the law admitting colored children to public school privi-
lege was passed. In Indianapolis preparations for the accommo-
dation of this large addition we were soon to have were begun;
some of the buildings already abandoned were repaired and re-
furnished; others were rented, properly seated and made quite
comfortable. By the first of September we were ready for all who
might apply.

Meantime a constant search was kept up for competent colored
men and women who could do the teaching. The plan was to use
colored teachers when they could be found, and white ones when
they could not. During the summer months, Sunday afternoon
meetings were held in some of the colored churches, where need-
ful information was given to parents and guardians as to what
would be expected of them when their children were to enter
school. These meetings were largely attended, and with much
enthusiasm in view of what was soon to occur. When the day
came the buildings were crowded early with a herd of rowdy and
undisciplined blacks, and with a strong teaching force in number
about equally divided between the two races. Order was at once
restored, and the work of classifying and grading was begun. Five
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years after they were first admitted to the schools there were in
attendance at both day and night schools over eight hundred
colored pupils.

The manner in which the colored children first gained admis-
sion to the high school without the authority of law, I think, has
never been correctly told. I can easily tell how it occurred. Two
or three years after the law of 1869, providing for the education of
colored children, was enacted, a few of them had mastered the
course of study in the district schools and were prepared to enter
the high school. The law, however, provided for their education
in separate schools and a high school for a half dozen children was
not to be thought of.

There were up then for settlement some difficult questions.
Early in the vacation of 1872, I think it was, a committee of
colored men, headed by the Rev. Moses Broyles, a prudent man
and a good preacher, came to me to ask what they were to do. Of
course, I could not tell them what to do, as the law was clearly
against them. The committee was of the opinion that the consti-
tution of the United States ought to admit them, and if it did not,
the constitution of the State of Indiana certainly would, as it
specifically provided for a system of common schools by the Gen-
eral Assembly wherein tuition should be free and open to all.

Some of the committee were in favor of bringing suit to compel
the authorities to admit the children. Here it occurred to me that
we could get at the matter in a better way by placing the burden
of excluding them on the shoulders of those who wanted them
kept out, and that we could thus avoid the cost and delay to those
who were in favor of admitting them. I said: “Get ready one of
your brightest children and send her to me on the first day of
school.” This they did.

Early in the morning on the opening day of school Mary Alice
Rann, a bright, well-dressed girl, came to me and expressed a wish
to enter the high school. Without asking any questions, I walked
with her to the room of the principal, George P. Brown, and with-
out any explanation or request, I said: “Mr. Brown, here is a girl
that wishes to enter the high school,” and then went back to
my worlk.
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Mary was admitted and remained in the high school for four
years, and at the end of that time received her diploma. Colored
children have been admitted to the school ever since without ques-
tion, now for more than thirty-five years.

On Thursday following the admission of the girl to the high
school J. J. Bingham, editor at that time of the Daily Sentinel, and
member of the Board of School Commissioners, and 1 were stand-
ing in the high school hall, when there came and stood within a
few feet of us the girl above referred to, waiting to ask me some
question, and Mr, Bingham, seeing her, said:

“I understand you have a nigger in the high school.”

I could only say, “Probably so, and I suppose that is the girl.”

At this Mr. Bingham said, “I have a long communication in my
pocket now in regard to it.”

Then I said, “That is a good place for it; better let it stay in
your pocket.”

The communication was never published and that was about the
last I ever heard of it.

There is abundant evidence as to the standing of the Indian-
apolis schools when compared with the school system in other
cities. This evidence comes to us in various ways, a few of which
I may mention. Of late years particularly there is a manifest de-
sire on the part of the ruling authorities of foreign countries to
know what is being done in this country, educationally. It is a
common thing for the South American republics to send commis-
sions to this country for this purpose. A number of the European
countries have done the same thing. On their arrival, of course,
they go at once to the seat of government, where they are told
where to go and what to do to find the information they desire. 1
am informed that they are always directed to Indiana and Indian-
apolis when they wish to know of public school organization and
methods of instruction. These instructions, of course, came from
the Commisioner of Education himself, who has known more of
Indianapolis for forty years past than any other person in the
country who has not lived in this State.

A New York newspaper some years ago asked one hundred of



130 INpIANA MacaziNeE oF Hisrory

the best informed educators of the country to express an opinion
as to the best system of schools to be found in any American city.
Of the whole number nineteen voted for Indianapolis, twelve for
Chicago and twelve for Springfield, Mass., and no other city re-
ceived more than seven votes.

Other evidence was seen in the columns of a New York maga-
zine, the proprietors of which employed, as they supposed, a com-
petent man for the task and instructed him to visit twenty of the
principal cities of the country to examine the organization, man-
agement and instruction of schools and to report his observations
to the magazine. After the list of cities to be inspected was
agreed upon, the task was undertaken and the instructions fol-
lowed as nearly as could be.

What was written for the magazine 1 only know in a general
way, as | have never read the article. I have, however, had sev-
eral interviews with the writer, in which he described to me very
{fully the things that he had seen and heard while on his tour of
observation. He gave me the details as to the nature of the in-
struction he had seen in several of the cities he had visited, par-
ticularly in primary schools, and compared this work with what
he had seen in Indianapolis. He said that, taking everything
into consideration, the Indianapolis schools were in all particulars
equal to any he had yet seen, and in her primary schools, par-
ticularly, he had seen much that had no equal in any other city.

There are a few things characteristic of the Indianapolis schools
that are not common to the schools in other cities. I can briefly
state a few of them: First, we have had here for more than forty
years a thoroughly nonpartisan control. In no case during that
period have I ever heard a man’s political views discussed when
considering his fitness to do the work of a trustee or school com-
missioner. The schools to this extent have been free from political
influence., Nor have I ever heard, when superintendents, super-
visors or teachers were to be employed, any questions asked as
to their political or religious convictions. The tests of their fit-
ness to do the work required were always applied in another way.
It was made my duty for eleven years to examine all applicants
for positions as teachers, and no question was ever asked, the an-
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swer to which was expected to reveal the applicant’s beliefs on
either of these subjects.

Another feature of ours not found in other schools of the coun-
try, unless in later years, is that of the special and effective super-
vision and instruction of our primary schools. As early as 1866
it was plainly seen that the primary schools, as to their instruc-
tion, were not getting what they ought to have. To supply this
want the trustees asked me to find, if possible, a suitable person
to undertake this work. After searching for a time I was com-
pelled to report to the board that no person with the desired
training could be found. After some further delay and considera-
tion of the matter it was determined to send one of our own teach-
ers to a New York normal school, to make the special preparation
needed, the expenses of which were to be borne by the school
board. In pursuance of this plan, Miss Nebraska Cropsey, one of
our most promising young women, was asked to go to the Oswego
Normal School, to begin a mastery of the course of study in the
lowest primary, and ascend from grade to grade as rapidly as
possible, and return to Indianapolis when called for. Meantime I
had visited the Oswego school and arranged fully the details of
the instruction she was to receive.

In due time Miss Cropsey returned and took up the work of
supervising the instruction and general management of our pri-
mary schools, and has remained in that position continuously
until the present time.

That this action, taken at the time and in the manner in which
it was, has been largely beneficial to the schools of the city, no
one questions. This supervisory work over the primary schools
has been for forty years supplemental to the work done in the train-
ing school for teachers, and the two working in perfect harmony have
brought to the schools of Indianapolis what could not have been
secured in any other way. I state it moderately when I say that
a half million dollars, in addition to sums already paid out, spread
out over the salaries of teachers for the last forty years would not
have secured the same desirable ends.

(Concluded in Next Number)
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EARLY TIMES IN INDIANAPOLIS.
BY MRS. JULIA MERRILL MOORES.

[These reminiscenses, written for the Woman’s Club of Indianapolis, were
originally printed in The Indianapolis News for December 18, 1go8. Mrs.
Moores, now deceased, was a life-long resident of Indianapolis. She was
the daughter of Samuel Merrill, our first State Treasurer.]

I have gone back in the memories of my friends and of my own
to the days when there were no lights at night except candles—
and tallow candles at that—when there were no such things as
matches and every candle was lighted by blowing one’s breath
of life away over a red hot coal held in the spindle-legged tongs;
when the great fireplace was filled with logs of wood, making the
grandest fire in the world; when at night the glowing back stick
was carefully covered in a grave of ashes in order to furnish food
for the morning fire and when, if unfortunately the protecting
ashes failed, one of the children was sent to the nearest neighbor
for a shovel of coals with which to start the fire for the morning’s
breakfast; when each household had its own dairy at the door;
when the gardens were rife with flowers and fruits and vegeta-
bles; when everybody slept in nightcaps; when a rail fence in-
closed the grounds of the county seminary ; when the streets were
crooked and full of stumps and lined on each side with dog fen-
nel—and the alleys—ugh! growing jimson.

Our neighbors were not always those that were nearest our
home. Up Washington street, or off around the Circle, or across
the commons or fields, our nimble feet flew on the way to school
as we went by to get the company of a friend or as we returned
home, stopping to take a schoolmate with us to stay all night.
What evenings of fun spent in merry games! How we gathered
the spicy four-o’clocks into our aprons, and sat on the porch, and
of them made necklaces! How we cracked the capsules of the
“touch-me-nots!” How we talked after we went to bed! And
with what joy we went hand in hand to school in the morning!
Friendships were then formed which the years have not tarnished
nor broken.
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Near my father’s house, in Washington street, at the west end
of where the Claypool Hotel now stands, lived for a short time a
young merchant from Philadelphia. He had brought to this
frame house, hurriedly built on wooden piles, his bride and her
little sister. The child, only seven or eight years old, easily won
the hearts of the neighbors by her grace and beauty and gentle
manners. One unfortunate day, while handling her sister’s scis-
sors, she fell, and the cruel instrument pierced her knee, the
point breaking off under the joint. A doctor was sent for. He
was on his farm felling trees and burning brush, doing this work
at odd times, when not practicing medicine. He hurried to the
home of the little patient. His hands were hard, his fingers unfit
to touch the child’s tender flesh. In those primitive times there
were no blessed anaesthetics, and consciously the pain had to be
borne. Under the hand of the doctor she lay for hours, while he
cut into the limb searching for the broken point; finally, unwill-
ing though he was, the only thing to be done was amputation.
He attempted this, but the hard hands could not catch or hold
the artery, and death came to the relief of the sufferer. The
sister in her passion of grief fled to the woods nearby to lose
sight of the dear child. The neighbors gathered together in sym-
pathy and love, and their kind hands carried the little body to
the graveyard by the river.

The unsightly building in which the family lived stood for
years, and more than one tragedy was enacted within its walls.
Here among the early pastors of the Presbyterian church came
the Rev. George Bush, a scholar, a gentleman and a Christian.
Later years made him professor of Hebrew and Oriental litera-
ture in the University of New York. He brought with him from
Morristown, New Jersey, his bride, a fair girl, who had known
nothing of the trials of frontier life—the daughter of a United
States Senator. Think of setting up housekeeping in this barn
of a house! No furniture or carpet stores, no hardware or china
supplies. A salary of $400, rarely fully paid. The little that they
had, brought from her own home through the unbroken forest in
a wagon. The bright girl wife soon gained the love of her neigh-
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bors, and when she lay dying before the year was out, a tender
mother took the new-born babe to her breast, sharing willingly
her own baby’s food with the motherless child, and when this
kind mother’s strength failed, another was found who wmas
equally loving and generous. From this home was the stranger
carried, through the narrow pathway bordered by tall iron-weed
and buried beneath the green grass and wild flowers near the
river.

A little love story belongs to a very early day; so little and
simple it is like a humming bird’s nest in an umbrageous oak.
They were but boy and girl. She was fair and sweet, a dainty,
delicate, laughing, singing, light-hearted, loving creature. He
was a tall, slender, graceful youth, fond of woods and waters, an
active and daring hunter, of a droll and merry wit, gifted in con-
versation, most winning and charming in all his ways. She was
gifted in music and had been trained to the piano almost from
her infancy. He had a high spirit and refined tastes; he was, in
short, nature’s gentleman, as she was a natural lady. He was an
orphan and poor. She was fatherless, with a mother who was a
erand woman, but had somewhat of a worldly taint. Perhaps I
should say she was prudent. She did not approve of long en-
gagements, nor exchange of letters. The youth went South to
continue the study of his profession and begin his practice. He
was eighteen, she still younger. A mischievous little girl called
out at an evening party on which a sudden silence had fallen:
“Mary Field cried when Harry Floyd went away.” Everybody
smiled. It was only a boy and girl affair to the two parted.
They never met again. He studied and entered on the practice
of medicine. His prospects were good and he prepared to claim
his bride, when, like a death blow, came the tidings that she was
married. She had succumbed to the influence and authority of
her mother and to the entreaties of a wooer who was both gentle
and rich.

The young man lost heart, dropped his hard-won practice, fell
out of the race, married a poor, pretty orphan, and buried him-
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self on a Southern plantation, which was itself hidden in a tan-
gled wilderness of wild cane, vines, palmetto, wide-spreading
gum, and tall funereal cypress draped in long gray Spanish moss.
It was a gloomy place, but it suited him, and his child-wife was
unconsciously happy in a home of her own. There he said once,
to almost the only friend of early days he had seen in many
years: “Do you remember Mary Field?” “Yes,” was the sur-
prised reply, for the friend knew or guessed the story, and Mary
was dead. ‘“Well,” he went on, “she is my first thought when I
wake from deep sleep, whether it be in the morning or at deep
midnight. And so it will be if I live to be ninety.” He has long
lain in his grave, and they are both forgotten, except by a few
faithful hearts.

The rival papers of the town were, after the removal of the
capital from Corydon, the Democrat and the Journal, the former
printed by Morrison & Bolton. The latter was owned and pub-
lished by Douglass & Maguire. Mr. Douglass was State printer
and moved with the capital, as did the other State officers. It
took eleven days to make the journey from the Ohio river to
where our city now stands. It was no light thing to get up even
a weekly in those days. The news from Europe was nearly two
months in arriving. News from the East was ten or twelve days
behind time. No railroads, no telegraphs. There is no nobler
trade than that of the printer. And if ever there was a pure man
in his place it was John Douglass, editor and proprietor of the
Indiana Journal.

The rival hotels were opposite each other in Washington
street, near where the New York store now stands. They were
kept by John Hawkins and Samuel Henderson, both Kentuck-
ians. The arrival of the stage coach was always announced by
the driver with a grand flourish and blowing of horns. The
young men of the settlement gathered about the doors of the tav-
erns on summer evenings to watch the coming of the stage and
the unloading of passengers. On a certain day, from the door of
the coach, stepped a well-to-do mother, and behind her, one after
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the other, followed with dignity and grace five lovely young
women. What an acquisition to the town!

Instantly one of the young men chose his love. Before long he
married the girl of his choice. The mother was the grandmother
of Mrs. John D. Howland, and the young man who married onc
of the daughters was her father, the late Alfred Harrison. Of
the other daughters, one became the wife of Dr. Charles Mec-
Dougal. an army surgeon; another of John Finley, author of
“The Hoosier’'s Nest,” and another of Bishop Ames. The re-
maining daughter, Pamela Hanson, never married.

As early as 1823 there were in Indianapolis three churches—
the Baptist, at the corner of Maryland and South Meridian
streets; Wesley Chapel, at the corner of North Meridian and the
Circle, and the Presbyterian, in Pennsylvania street, near the
center of the first square south of Market. The latter was a
frame building, costing with the lot $1,600. The house was built
before the church was formed, but on July 5, 1823, an organiza-
tion of fifteen members was completed and on the following day
possession was taken of the new building. The pulpit was sup-
plied for the first year by two home missionaries, of which the
Rev. Tsaac Reed, a (ueer specimen of theology, was one, and the
Rev. David C. Proctor, the other. In July, 1824, the Rev.
George BDush, of Morristown, New Jersey, accepted the pastorate
and was installed in March, 1825. A modest salary of $400 was
promised him, if it could be raised. My parents attended this
church, and so my early memories begin here.

The lecture room, which was also rented for day schools, was
a part of the main building, but shut off from it by wooden doors,
which, when it became necessary to throw the rooms together,
were raised and fastened to the ceiling by iron clamps. T recol-
lect when a little child, too young as yet to go to church or to
attend school regularly, going as a visitor, with my sisters. 1
entertained myself by climbing on a seat, and on my knees peep-
ing through a crack in the great door. The ceiling of the main
room was painted a light blue, after the style of the Hollanders
of New York. In my childish innocence, heaven itself could not
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surpass the beauty before me. But as I grew older and arose to
the dignity of attending Sunday services, the room devoted to
worship was not found to be so lovely.

The building was set back in the yard and there were two
front doors in Pennsylvania street. The high pulpit was between
these doors. Two aisles ran through the main room back of the
lecture room. The pews were dark, with a ledge of darker wood
at the top. They were cushionless. There was no carpet. Those
were not the days when the service of God was softened or made
easy to the Christian. As to lights—Deuteronomy Jones says:
“They ain’t nothin’ more innercent than a lighted candle—kep’
away up on the wall out o’ the draft, the way they is in church,”
and our church was lighted with tallow candles in tin sconces on
the wall. There was a small gallery over the school in which
seats were provided for the few colored people that had followed
their masters from Kentucky or Virginia and who lived and died
in service. The congregation was good, the Presbyterian fami-
lies of the town attending conscientiously. The services were
long and strictly orthodox. Very little liberty of thought or
action was allowed. One pastor was denounced for his wicked
reading of Shakespeare. And novels! No habit could be more
pernicious or vile in the sight of pastor or elders. The people
alone were not rebuked. One preacher leaned from the pulpit
and cried, “Elders! Where are our elders? We have but one—
and he, a milk and water man!”

As it was in medicine at that time, the most stringent and
severe remedies were used for even the simplest ailments, so our
theologians knew no antidotes but the most rigorous. On com-
munion Sunday the long table spread with a snowy cloth was
stretched in front of the pulpit. The members were gathered
about the table and opportunity was given by the pastor, while
the sheep sang, “’T'was on that dark and doleful night,” for the
goats to retire. The choir sat on the side seat, south of the
pulpit. Why should I not name them? They have years ago
joined the “choir invisible”—Mr. and Mrs. Caleb Scudder and
their young boarder, John L. Ketcham. They were all fine sing-
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ers. But the hymns and tunes were few and oft repeated. How
sweet to the drowsy ear of the waking child were the words:

Welcome sweet day of rest
That saw the Lord arise,

sung to “Lisbon,” or

Come sound His praise abroad
And hymns of glory sing,

to the old tune of “Silver Street.” Or when the occupant of the
pulpit chanced to be a reader {full of thought and feeling, how
those sweet words

The hill of Zion yields
A thousand sacred sweets
Before we reach the heavenly fields,

touched the thoughtless hearer. And then, surpassing all, can
any that ever heard that hymn, “All Hail the Power of Jesus’
Name,” sung by this choir, ever forget its glory? The soul, even
of the child, was uplifted and heaven seemed to open. This
choir of three occasionally sang an anthem. The one beginning,
“The Lord is risen, indeed,” was a favorite. The congregation
could give no assistance, and so, when the counter solo was
reached, the treble went up to it. One who tells me of this says:
“To this day it is fine, except the counter line.” Rarely was a
new tune introduced, but on a lucky or unlucky day one of the
members of the church went East and chanced to hear “Boyl-
ston,” a tune interspersed with grace notes. He was so delighted
with it that on his return he raised it five times in one Sunday!
Thus things went on until 1837, at which time the division in
the Presbyterian church throughout the Union of the old and
new school took place. There were among the members those
who held the strongest Calvinistic views. They could not give
up one iota. The consequence was that fifteen members asked
to be dismissed and speedily formed the Second Presbyterian
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church. Feeling was high on both sides. We can now scarcely
believe that it could have been so strong with Christians. On the
first Sunday after the division the wandering sheep, being un-
able to obtain a pastor, returned to the fold to take communion
with their former brethren. They were not invited to join in the
service. They sat silent, one dissenter only being brave enough
to claim his acceptance through a common Saviour, went for-
ward and partook of the bread and wine. This instance takes us
back to Christ’s time, when His disciples came saying: ‘“Master,
we saw one casting out devils in Thy name and we forbade him,
because he followed not us.” And the calm reply was, “Forbid
him not. He that is not against us is for us.”

About this time, or perhaps a little earlier, Christ’s church, on
the Circle, was formed, its members being principally from the
First church. The Rev. Mr. McKennon, of the First church, re-
signed and the two feeble churches were without leaders. Soon,
however, three strong intellectual clergymen were living in In-
dianapolis. The Rev. Edwin R. Ames was appointed presiding
elder of this district, and was soon made bishop of the Methodist
church of Indiana. The Rev. Phineas D. Gurley was called to
the pastorate of the First church, which place he occupied for
nine years. He was then called to a fine church in Washington,
and was afterward appointed chaplain to Congress. In an upper
room “of the old county seminary,” within a stone’s throw of
where the Second church now stands, a young man, not striking
in appearance, and only twenty-six years old, preached his trial
sermon to the feeble colony. It struck home. A call was given
and eight happy years of Henry Ward Beecher’s life were spent
in the service of the Second church. But I might more truth-
fully say he served the whole of Indianapolis. Every one knew
him. His love of flowers and of gardening drew him to the
whole community, and to this day there are shrubs growing and
flowers blooming, the gift of this preacher of many years ago.
His love of nature drew him nearer both to God and man. Under
his earnest ministration his church grew rapidly and in a short
time was stronger than its parent. Mr. Gurley and Mr. Beecher
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were warm friends, and this friendship served to unite the di-
vided churches.

In close connection with the church of whatever denomination
in the early days was the Sunday school, where the children
might be trained early in the nurture and admonition of the
Lord. The first Sunday school, a miscellaneous affair, was held
in the cabinet shop of Caleb Scudder, at Washington and Illinois
streets. This was before my day, but I recollect the kind of
terror I felt on passing the door of the shop. This aforesaid door
was painted green and filled with broad-headed, hand-wrought
nails, for the purpose, it was said, of turning the edges of the
hatchets of the Indians and thus obtaining safety from their as-
saults. The little shop stood on the corner for years and was
always associated in our childish minds with the first Sunday
school and the frightful Indian.

Afterward the Union Sunday school was held in the Presby-
terian church. But as soon as superintendent and teachers could
be obtained, each denomination went to itself. The Sunday
school of the Presbyterian church proper was an institution for
the strict religious training of its children. Everything was
solemn. The hymns were slowly sung. The prayers which
were started on their way to the throne of God went up with
awful solemnity. The lessons—can we ever forget them?
Each child was required to commit to memory whole chapters.
A certain number of questions from the shorter catechism must
be answered promptly and distinctly, and at the close of school a
text of Scripture, appropriate to the lesson, was recited by each
scholar. And then the talks with the innocent child on that
mysterious gift, called the soul! Nothing in the whole world
was so dreadful as this same gift.

Strict obedience was required. In case of failure instant dis-
missal followed. A boy of fifteen was told to march with his
class up the aisles and before the pulpit, taking the circuit of the
room. Being timid, he refused. The command was given to
obey or leave the school. He chose to leave, and a hymn was
solemnly sung after his departure:
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How painful ’tis to turn away
A scholar from our school.

Think of a muse descending to such dishwashing business!

The library was made up of books published by the American
Sunday School Union. My memory still holds in sweet posses-
sion such stories as “Anna Ross,” “Ruth Lee and the Persecuted
Family,” and “Henry and His Bearer.” “Pilgrim’s Progress”
and the “Holy War” were great treasures.

There was one gala day in the year. This was the Fourth of
July. It was a grand affair, and how we looked forward to it
with longing and hope; and backward—well, I will not spoil the
glory by painfully recalling the long march through the hot sun,
the tired feet, the dusty streets, the pretty white dresses all soiled
and torn, and the weeds! We found rest and delight in some
beautiful grove where perhaps some Revolutionary hero sat as
figure-head on the platform, and some embryo student gave us
his views on the growth of the country. After the oration we
were regaled with cold well water and rusk from the crude
bakery. Then with screams of delight we all joined in singing:

Oh, say, can you see by the dawn’s early light?

Who that ever participated can ever forget the proud bearing
of Mr. James Blake as he led forth this army of young heroes to
glorify our country and Independence day? [ recollect two
girls from the backwoods shouting out as he galloped back and
forth with his gay trappings and prancing steed: “See! see how
he looks like Napoleon Bonaparte.”

Soon after the settlement of the town, families coming from
Virginia, Kentucky, New England, New York, Pennsylvania and
Ohio formed a fine class of citizens. The day school was started.
When there was no teacher, as sometimes happened, a citizen,
college bred, took up for a time the training of the children, and
even a room was given in a private house for a teacher who could
not pay rent.

But about 1825 or 1826 a gentleman, a professor of Transyl-
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vania University, moved his family from Kentucky into this
newly made town. His work was ready for him. In the little
back room of the Presbyterian church, Ebenezer Sharpe, of
blessed memory, took up the sweet task of teaching the children
of the town. He was a fine classical scholar, and taught Latin
and Greek as well as English. The opening of the school each
morning with the reading of Scripture and prayer is still fresh in
the minds of some who were then his pupils. He was a fine
reader, and the eloquent language of the eighth chapter of
Romans and the voice and fervor of the reader still live in con-
nection. ‘“Who shall separate us from the love of Christ? Shall
tribulation, or anguish, or persecution, or famine, or nakedness,
or peril, or sword?” I do not know whether Murray’s English
reader or its introduction had then reached so far West, but
often the eloquent words of Paul were used for practice in read-
ing. This teacher was always called “Old Mr. Sharpe,” and age
was associated with him. I think his gentle ways and kindly
manner gave reason for it. Some years ago I stood by his grave
and read on the stone, to my amazement: “In memory of
Ebenezer Sharpe, who died in the fifty-sixth year of his age.” I
have a little poem written by him October 15, 1830. It is an in-
vitation to the family of John G. Brown to attend the wedding
of his daughter, and is as follows:
Brother Brown:

There is a lass within our town,
They call her Isabella;

Not satisfied to live alone,
She’s bent on a good fellow.

To-morrow when the sun goes down
For this we’ll have a party,

To which pray bring good sister Brown,
Eliza and Miss Barbee.

As the town grew the schools became more numerous, of
course. Among the teachers about 1830 was a Mr. McPherson,
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of Philadelphia. He was a well-dressed young man, who by his
gentlemanly appearance excited the envy and jealousy and finally
the hatred of a few low-down ferrymen. There was then no “old
bridge” across White river. One lovely Sunday morning the
young man started for a walk in the woods on the other side of
the river. He called on the ferryman to row him over. But
hatred filled the soul of the brute, and in an evil moment over-
came him. The day after the stream bore witness to the wicked
deed, for the body of the guiltless young man rose to the surface
bearing marks of violence, which were indisputable.

Other teachers ran their course. Gregg, Dumont, Holliday,
Sullivan, Davidson, Marston, Kemper, Lang and Josephus Cicero
Worrall. These schools, with the exception of Mr. Holliday’s,
were open both to boys and girls. The teachers were rigid dis-
ciplinarians. The rod and the ferrule were the instruments of
punishment for the boys. For the girls, keeping in, ear pulling
and standing on the floor. Dr. Johnson said more than one hun-
dred years ago: ‘“There is now less flogging in our schools than
formerly, but there is less learned there; so that what the boys
get at one end they lose at the other.” The abatement of fiog-
ging in the schools of Indianapolis had not begun in the early
thirties.

There was an infant school, a kind of premonitory kinder-
garten, taught by Miss Sergeant, also a fine school for girls,
taught by Miss Brooks and Miss Sawyer from near Boston, and
later, Miss Hooker, followed by the Miss Axtells. These schools
were popular. In testimony to the inexpensiveness of education
in those early days, I give an old bill (receipted) found among
my father’s papers:

Mr. Samuel Merrill to Thomas D. Gregg, Dr.

Feb. 7, 1836, to tuition of Jane, 11-12 pr. gr., $4.00 pr. qr... $3 67
May 7, to tuition of Priscilla and Julia, $4.00 pr. qr........ 4 00
May 7, tuition of Catharine and Samuel, $4.00 pr. gr....... 4 00
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Going home from school one day, my walk for a short distance
lay underneath a row of generous cherry trees filled with the
radiant fruit. I walked slowly on the grass; there were few
pavements in those days. The birds had loosened the pretty
cherries. I picked them from the grass and ate them. While
thus employed I lifted my eyes and saw coming across the street
a little girl I had never before seen. There was something won-
drously fascinating about a stranger. Her heavy dark hair
hung about her neck, her black eyes fairly startled me. She had
on a blue calico dress, and, oh, wonderful to relate, a black silk
apron—embroidered in the corners. I had never seen anything
quite so pretentious. My own dress was gingham, surmounted
by a gingham apron, hung from the shoulders. She walked
straight up to me and looked me in the face. 1 looked at her.
We spake never a word. She turned and went back across the
street to her home, and I went to mine. This was my first meet-
ing with Laura Ream.

We are sometimes inclined to undervalue the cultivation of
this early period. But ladies were ladies then as now. Even
now all the advantages of education and refinement cannot, to use
a homely adage, “make a silk purse out of a sow’s ear.” Among
my mother’s friends I do not recollect loud voices or rude man-
ners. Among these women were those who were quiet and
gentle, or bright and sparkling, often dressed with exquisite
taste. It was a delight to see the lady of the “new purchase” put
on her pretty striped silk or olive green satin, place her soft lace
cap (for all married ladies wore caps) over her abundant hair,
and enter into a company either as guest or hostess. They were
ladies, and they entertained gentlemen, such as Governor Noble,
the Supreme judges, Blackford, Downey and Sullivan, and Judge
Huntingdon and McLean, and young men afterward of high
mark, as Richard W. Thompson and Hugh McCulloch, and our
own gentlemen. Such men would not have spent evenings with
ill-mannered fools for company. Society was good—in one re-
spect better than now. There was then none of that snobbery
which fears for its respectability.



REVOLUTIONARY SOLDIER 145

We step with reverent tread over the dear past. We look back
to the earnest, honest, liberal men, to the brave, unselfish, hos-
pitable women of that time, and glory in their lives. They
builded better than they knew. The ample grounds and fine old
houses of fifty years ago have given place to stately churches
and generous schoolhouses. They left us a rare inheritance—the
firm foundation of this beautiful city. ILet us see that we keep it
unimpaired and hand it down to coming generations as it was
given to us.

REVOLUTIONARY SOLDIER.
RECORD OF JACOB MIKESELL.
Secured by Mrs. Elinor H. Campbell, Jeffersonville, ndiana.

ORN in Frederick county, Maryland, November 2, 1756. En-

listed from that place. Died in Clark county, Indiana. Buried
on the place overlooking the Ohio river now known as the Albert
Miles farm.

Dates of Enlistment—]July, 1776; August, 1777; 1781.

Length of Service—Till middle of December, 1776, under Cap-
tain Daniel Dorsey and Colonel Josiah Carvel Hall, of Mary-
land ; two months in 1777 under Captain Martin Derr and Colonel
Baker Johnson, of Maryland; one week in 1781 (was impressed
with team).

Application for pension dated September 7, 1832. Residence at
that time, Jefferson county, Indiana.
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