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Seventeen Races
In One Chicago

Jdchoolroom

“ MERICA! America!
God sheé his grace on thee,
And crown thy good with brother-
hood
From sea to shining sea!”

“That’s very good, Stanislaus; your accent
is almost gone,” said the teacher, and the bhoy
with the high c.eek bones, the eager blue eyes,
and the tuft of blonde hair sat down with a
happy, satisfied smile.

He was just one of the many Americans of
tomorrow, the foreigners of only yesterday,
one of those eager, patriotic, loyal little souls
whose enthusiasm puts to shome the more
blasé spirit of American childhood.

The schoolroom where he said this verse of
Katharine Lee Bates is called the melting pot
of Chicago. At the forty-eight rtraight lined
desks sit children from seventeen different na-
tionalities. There are wanderevs from Rus-
sia, month old strangers from southern Eu-
rope, a Chinese boy, and an African. There
is @ rosy cheeked English girl, who looks as
if she had just com> from a Lancashire farm,
and an exquisite little Italian girl with the
dusky glow of Piedmont in her cheeks.
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One Litille American.

This schoolroom is 301 the Kinzie school
up on La Salle and Ohio, and represents the
greatest‘number of natiomalities in any one
school in Chicago.

There are seventeen Italians, eleven Ger-
mans, four Jews, two Ruusiars, two Poles,
and one each of Greek, Irish, Dane, English,
African, Chinere, Swede, Persian, Bohemian,
Austrian, and Armenian.

“ But isn’t there a singl- American?” asked
the bewildered reporter after hearing this
world atlas index.

One little girl with flaxen hair put up her
hand. “Please, 'm an American,” she said
eagerly.

A storm of whispers and shouts from the
boy: went up. “Teacher, teacher, she’s a
German.” *“ She’s Duteh, -he is.”

“ Are you German?’ asked Mrs. Forbexy,
the teacher.

Frieda looked tearful, “at insistent. “ No,
ma’am,” she pleaded. *“Just my stepfather
is German. But my real father was Ameri-
can.”

“ Was he born in America?”

‘ Yes'm; he was born in Indiana, and my
mother was, tod. So please, does my step-
father make any difference?”

The other children subsided at this unmis-
takable trade mark of authentic Americanism.
A little jealously they yielded her the posi-
tion of head. She lad come so easily by what
they all were determined t» conquer—the
American spirit, the Americar grit, the Amer-
ican buoyancy.
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English History the Favorite Study.
And what do you like best to study?”
The blast of 'nswers made the reporter
ijraw back. Every known study was shouted
with the full strength of emthusiastic lungs.
But it was finally decided that history was
the best of all.
“ What kind of history?”

“ English!” “ American!” camre the two
unanimous cries.

“ 1g it so-bad to like English history, too?”
asked Jerome Kaufer, an alert, bright eyed,
mischievous Austrian boy. *“ Cause, you wsee,
if there hadn‘t been any English history there
wouldn't be any American.”

They are going on to high school—lots of
them—and the harder they have to work now
to conquer their foreign accents and to gain
a knowledge of our language the more deter-
mined they are to continue.

Yo Fook, the Chinese boy, is one of the
best students. He has applied himself so
faithfully to his studies, indced, that he has
almost forgotten to pay attention to his speech,
and except in h's recitations and the studies
which he has previoasly prepared, his English
is uncertain and halting.

One of the girls had cnly been over from
Russia three weeks, but she was already at
school and studying diligently.

“ 1 haf learned it—the Fenglessh—beiore 1
come,” she said painstakingly. =~ But it is
har-r-rd to spik.”

® %
Times They Love Best.

But better than their school, better than
their rocesses of play time, be ter than the
pranks, which, in common with childhood the
world over, they love to play on their teacher
and their playfellows, better than anything in
their home or school life, they love the in-
formal times when they all come together and
dance folk dances, have friendly rivalry in the
gymnasium, invent new games, and combine
different games from their home lands.

Often in the evening the whole family comes
with the child. . The mothers, not quite as
Americanly ambitious, sit and murmur softly
and the fathers encourage their sons in fugs
of war, in rope climbing, and in gemes. And
then baskets are opened on the long, narrow
tables, and zoodies spread out, and they all
git there together and eat—men nd women
whose homes and gods are far from here, little
children whose hopes and futures are centered
around the stars anc sfripes—many strangers
from many lands.

And, ever and anon, a child would touch
his mother’s arm. “ Speak English. Do.” A
gure sign of the fires of the melting pot, which
are making of these widely separated national-
jties one solid force, of us and for us—the for-
eigners of yesterday, the citizens of tomorrow.

FRiEDA BEck
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