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The Lee School for Boys 
NY one who presumes to start another 

school for boys must have some specific 

purpose which will justify it to the public 
mind. To start another school just for the sake 
of having one more place where boys can get pre¬ 
paratory training would be foolish. The Blue 
Ridge Association Board has therefore thought long 
and carefully before it launched such an enterprise. 
The money for our six hundred thousand dollar 
plant has all been given with one distinct purpose 
in mind—that is the need of a clearer religious in¬ 
telligence in the South. Blue Ridge is not a camp 
meeting place. Religious exhortation may, and does 
have some function at Blue Ridge, but the prime 

• emphasis is on religious intelligence. Most people 
have plenty of sermonizing at home, what they most 

need is teaching. 

In founding a boys’ school, the Blue Ridge Asso¬ 

ciation has precisely the same viewpoint. Our young 

boys need a thorough grounding in religious truth, 
taught just as the facts of science and the facts of 
literature. This service the public schools do not, 
and some think they • cannot render. Our boys 
are growing up, therefore, in a Christian country 
with almost complete ignorance of the plainest facts 
of religion. And yet, some of us believe that religion 
is the very foundation of character, and hence of 
good citizenship. The Lee School for Boys is deter¬ 
mined to change this for all boys who come within 

its influence. Every boy will be given thorough in¬ 
struction in this field, which will be as rigid in its 
demands as his mathematics or his Latin. 

Blue Ridge has a second contribution which it 
can make to the boy. The average city boy has 

(Continued on Page io) 
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Roads to Pe ace 
By Dr. W. L. Poteat 

INCE seven o’clock I have been walking 
through the deepening shadows of the 
deep woods, through the peace of the hills. 

I left the play of little children on the lawn and 
went up the Weatherford trail. It was almost dark, 
and I could fancy all sorts of creatures ready to 
pounce down upon me, but there were none. Ev¬ 
erything was absolute silence except the trilling of 
the crickets and the katydids, and they were trilling 
the same note in unison. I came out of the woods 
into the open area high up on the trail, and there 
was the young moon poised in a placid serenity, and 
somewhat to the eastward old Jupiter. I knew he 
was sitting far back in constellation Sagittarius and 
proclaimed the same harmony of the heavens. Then 
I turned toward the Craggy Range and watched for 
a few minutes the night spread her blue coverlet 
over the slumbrous mountains, and I said, “There 
is not a wild thing anywhere. There is not a va¬ 
grant, anarchic force anywhere. There is not any 
tyranny or rebellion anywhere in the heavens, or on 
the earth. 

Well, do you know what I am going to talk to 
you about? Roads to peace. 

The note of joy is in the most conspicuous note 
in the Gospels. The Gospel is good tidings. You 
have often read the lovely story in the second of 
Luke, which presents the refrain of that song sung 

by the Army of the Heavens stretching rank on rank 
far back into the depths, “Glory to God in the high¬ 
est, and on earth peace, good will toward men.” 
And do you recall the statement of our Lord in the 
fourteenth of John, “My peace I give unto you. 
Do not be disquieted or timid”? With this note ac¬ 
cords one out of the dim past in the prophetic litera¬ 
ture of ancient Israel, “He shall be called Wonder¬ 
ful, Counselor, Prince of Peace.” 

I ask you to think first of the present situation; 
and we shall talk freely and frankly together. 
There is nobody here but us and Him. We love 

*Stenographic report of an address delivered at Bine 
Ridge, during Social Service Summer School, August, 1925. 

Him and we love one another in Him, so there is 
no occasion for any unnecessary formality or any 
sort of restraint. 

What are some of the features of the present so¬ 
cial situation ? I think that the bottom problem of 
all human life is the problem of living together in 
peace and cooperation. Think of ourselves, think 
of myself or yourself. Our energies are dissipated 
and run to waste if we are not unified, if there is any 
war in our members, if there is too great divergence 
between our standards and our habits. 

Think of our families. What would they do if 
the members are not considerate of one another, and 
prove themselves unable to live together in peace 
and cooperation to secure the common ends of the 
whole group. Think of our neighbors, our neigh¬ 
borhood, our town, our city. Life is not only inef¬ 
ficient, but unhappy, if the members of a neigh¬ 
borhood are at war with one another, if the members 
of the community or the city are at outs—each man 
of them pursuing his own private ends in absolute 
disregard of the good and the advantage of the 
community as a whole. 

Think of our churches. You never heard about a 
church quarrel, I know. I fancy that if there should 
be a church quarrel it would be marked by especial 
warmth and fierceness, because the ordinary mo¬ 
tives and causes of disagreement are, in that case, 
re-enforced by what they consider the sanction of 
heaven, so that a church fuss wmuld be the worst 
sort of fuss. I hope you don’t know anything about 
it. Then you think of the antagonism among the 
churches. Here is a little village. If all its re¬ 
sources were pooled and all devoted to the mainte¬ 
nance of the worship of God in one place, conducted 
by one man, the}? wouldn’t be able to support the 
enterprise decently. Yet there are three or four 
churches there—and they are often fighting one an¬ 
other. What becomes of the Kingdom of God in 
the meantime? I wonder if the slow progress which 
it has made in history is not, at least in part, ac¬ 
counted for by the logomachies of the representatives 
of the Kingdom of God. 
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rihink also of our industries—our whole indus¬ 
trial life conceived as a unit. How is it ever go- 
mg to succeed ? How is it ever going to promote 
the common interest and well-being if the wars and 
antagonisms which now very largely appear to 
characterize it are perpetuated into the growing 
future? 

Think of the nations. We seemed back in 1917 

at least able to subordinate our private affairs, our 

local interests, in enthusiasm for the promotion of 
the total interests of humanity, but now how is it? 
Think of the united heroism of Australia and 
Southern Africa, of India and Japan, and Russia 
and France, and England and America. All in one 
flaming mass of heroism for the promotion of hu¬ 
man interests the world around—but how is it 
now? 

And so I think we have to conceive of the total 
social situation as a network of personal relation¬ 
ships, elaborate and world-wide. Of course, the 
character of the units is decisive of the character of 
the groups. Take that primary relationship of 
the family, for example. The character of the 
family is determined by the character of the in¬ 
dividual members of the family—the father, the 
mother, the brother, the sister. And this is so of 
any social group, even up to the largest. Now this 
complex, or network, of social relationships is the 
ground for all sorts of antagonisms and violations 
of peace, because in the first place every individual 
in every group is absolutely unique. There never 
was a man like you in all past history, and there 
never will be another one. Some of your friends 
will say, “Thank God.” There never was a woman 
like you in all past history, and there never will be 
another one like you. Oh, how sad the future is 
going to be! Not only are we unique and peculiar 
—all of us are peculiar—but we have often clash¬ 
ing interests to which we are more or less committed. 
And, as I have already intimated, isn’t this primary 
problem of living together in peace and cooperation 
rather acute at the present time? Hasn’t there been 
a revival of the old antipathies? The war allies at 
odds, white and black, labor and capital, nations 
getting ready to fight one another today, right now. 
Ridiculous has the observation appeared on the face 

of it. 

THREE 

And then there is the new individualism. I say 
new—I don’t know that it is new. I guess we have 
been individualistic from the time of Cain at least, 
but I can’t avoid feeling that we get a trifle extrava¬ 
gant in that matter at the present time. I won’t go 
into detail—it is not necessary. You think around 
in your field of acquaintances. How about the 
young people? Don’t they assert themselves just a 
little bit more than they used to? Are they not a 
little more restive and disrespectful to all types of 
restraint and control ? Do they not go the length in 
asserting themselves? A boy says, “Goodnight, 
dad.” “Where are you going?” “I am going 
down street. Goodnight, dad.” Out he goes and 
bangs the door, and dad,—why, he sinks back in 
the rocker and has his newspaper in front of him, 
but he can’t read, because he does not know where 
the boy is gone, how long he is going to stay, or 
what is going to occupy him while he is gone. And 
I have heard,—I don’t know, you perhaps know— 
but I have heard that girls are somewhat the same 
way. “Bye-bye, mama.” Why, darling, what do 
you mean, are you going?” “Bye-bye, mama.” 
“Where are you going?” “I am going to ride.” 
“What, at ten o’clock?” “Why, mama, the moon is 
shining lovely.” “Who is going with you?” “Why, 
Jack; he has a new automobile, and he and I are go¬ 
ing to ride tonight,—beautiful moon! Bye-bye, 
mama.” And out she goes, and mama has lost her 
individualism and the girl has acquired hers in new 
proportions. I wonder, my friends, if it is not time 
for the reassertion of the authority of family life, 
because I am afraid that H-E-L-L is on that road. 

Is there not a general frenzy of insubordination 

and crime?—crimes of violence, thefts, holdups, in 

which America has a bad pre-eminence. Twice as 
many crimes of violence in the city of Chicago in 
one year as in the whole of England and Wales, 
and London is in England. There are five times 
as many crimes of violence in New York as in the 
whole of England and Wales. And something like 
forty-eight cities in our American Republic will reg¬ 
ister more crimes of violence, such as murder, homi¬ 
cide, burglary, in one year than the whole of the 
Republic of France. 

Now we come to the forks of the road. Which 
road shall we take to find peace in the present sit- 
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nation ? T. he crisis, I think, is pretty serious, though 
please don’t let’s get panicky, because God is still in 
His heaven, if not all is right with the world. And 
remember, Jesus Himself said, out of the deepening 
shadows of the Cross, “Be of good cheer, I have over¬ 
come the world.” But we had just as well face the 
facts, and agree that there is a crisis on, and we may 
blunder in meeting it, but .we shall probably meet 
disaster all the sooner by ignoring it. You know, 
history appears to be divided off in cycles. Sir Flin¬ 
ders Petrie thinks that they are in cycles of about 
eighteen hundred years. You climb up out of bar¬ 
barism into civilization, and then decline into bar¬ 
barism, again to rise into civilization, and so on. 
It is easy for us, in such a situation, to slip into 
ruin, or to mount to heights of progress quite im¬ 
possible for us under other conditions. The down- 
most man has found himself, and life is today seeth¬ 
ing, intense and plastic. It seems to be capable of 
being molded into any type, if the right hand does 
the molding. 

Well, here is one road to peace. You may go 
to Prussianism if you like, and it may be asserted 
in the family, in individuals, in social groups, and 
in the largest of social groups. Do you remember 
that terrific drama of Ibsen, Brand—the young 
prea.cher of the fiord in Norway who always said, 
“All, or nothing.” He felt that God had com¬ 
manded of his whole personality, his whole family, 
his whole life, his whole posessions, and nothing was 
allowed any rights in the presence of this terrific 
doctrine, “All or nothing.” I think he was Prus¬ 
sianizing in his own personality. There may be 
Prussianizing in the family. Do you ever hear a 
rude mother say, “I’ll slap your brains out, if you 
don’t behave.” That is Prussianizing in the family. 
There may be Prussianizing in the church. You 
know the old deacon—the short-horned deacon— 
that has got to have his way or there will be no 
way? And you think of the dictations that have 
been handed down from superior authority to in¬ 
dividuals—perhaps one would better not character¬ 
ize that as Prussianizing. Prussianizing proceeds 
on the understanding that might is right. 1 he 
strong ought to rule by virtue of their strength. 
They are called of God by that very characteristic 
to bear that authority. So among the nations. But 
I think Prussianism got a setback and received some- 
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what of a blow on about November n, 1918. Even 
if it could be enforced in this day of enlightenment, 
we should have a peace of slavery, and give me war 
any time rather than slavery. 

There is another road to peace, Socialism. I am 

not going to discuss it; I am not competent to dis¬ 

cuss it. You understand that Socialism is communal 

ownership of property and capital. The trouble 
with it is two-fold. It supposes that human society 
is a bit of mechanism, and if it does not work right, 
does not turn out good results, all that is necessary is 
for us to take the thing to pieces and put the parts 
together in a new way, putting the whole thing 
brutally to rights if necessary. Then you will have 
all that you desire and things will go on in peace 
and with efficiency. The other difficulty with it is 
that it ignores the root of moral evil, out of which 
all social injustices and social wrongs and iniquities 
come. You can’t make a just society out of unjust 
people, as I have already indicated. And if you 
should have such a socialistic arrangement today, it 
would all be broken up before Saturday night. 

I went to Lake James, down here near Marion, 

two or three years ago, for the first time. There 

was a lovely sheet of water in a beautiful setting, 

a great jewel in a setting of jagged mountains. It 
is beauty and utility combined, because you know 

the water of the mountain streams is hoarded there 

and is doled out, according to the season, to power 
plants on the Catawba river still farther down to 
keep them all going out of this general reservoir. 
I saw a man on his knees picking out the weeds 
from amongst the blades of grass that were but 
lately set and were now springing into verdure, 
and they told me that Mr. Duke had spent six 
millions of dollars there, and I reflected, for the first 
time, suppose the six million dollars had been scat¬ 
tered all around in McDowell County, or in the 
state; suppose I had got fifty cents of it to help 
up my meagre exchequer, would you ever have got 
that money together to serve so splendidly a great 
public need? I reconciled myself to the inequality 
in the distribution of wealth. If I could just make 
sure that the man who has the money knew as well 
how to spend it as I do,—I often feel, you know, 
that I could give some very valuable advice on that 
matter. Well, if it were all distributed among us, 
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it would be dissipated and be gone. Accordingly, I 
think that we had better not take the socialistic 
road to peace. That sort of peace would be the 
peace of mediocracy. 

Here is another road to peace that has been sug¬ 
gested. You know our famous friend, Mr. H. G. 
Wells. He writes about everything and always with 
a wonderful, fascinating power. He seems to know 
everything. I don’t think he does. He wrote one 
book on “The Salvage of Society,” and you know 
what he says in that book: that modern life is only 
a race between education and catastrophe. He says 
that if you want peace and universal happiness, if 
you want to save the society which, he says, in so 
many terms, is already tumbling down, you will 
have to educate all the people up to the limit of 
their capacity, and he insists we can do it if we just 
have the purpose to do it. Oh, yes, but where is 
the purpose going to come from? Who is going to 
supply the moral dynamic? Who is going to direct 
and restrain these superlatively trained intellects all 
over the world ? I am no man to disparage educa¬ 
tion, neither would you permit me to do so in your 
presence, and yet I am bold to say that education 
without a high and noble purpose, undirected, aim¬ 
less, may but equip the forces of evil with a higher 
degree of efficiency and hasten forward the time of 
the ultimate catastrophe—the slump into barbarism 
once again. And Mr. Russell says that the scientific 
temper will regenerate mankind. It won’t do it 
(excuse me, Mr. Russell). Why, I recall at this 
moment that, in another book, he says that the ap¬ 
plications of science in modern times would seem to 
be hastening forward what would be equivalent 
to the millennium. That would be so, says he, if 
men were ruled by reason, but, as a matter of fact, 
they are not ruled by reason, but by impulse and 
passion, and so what he says in this connection is, ac¬ 
cording to his own testimony, an inadequate road to 
peace, and I think we won’t take it. Education 
alone will not save mankind. 

We have about exhausted all the roads that are 
open to us. I remember the little spot in the city 
of Durham where five streets come together. They 
call it “Five Points.” We have tried three. But 
there is one more that I beg to suggest to you—the 
road that is marked out by Him who said, “My 
peace I give unto you. Be not disquieted or timid.” 

Don’t be confused in your mind when you stand at 
the fork of the road, and don’t be timid in advanc¬ 
ing on the path that is marked out for you. 

Now, ladies and gentlemen, I am no preacher, as 
you very well know. You could have discovered it 
by now if you had not known it before, but may I 
say to you in all frankness and candor that Christ, 
however you may account for it-—I am not con¬ 
cerned with that now—is the physician of souls and, 
therefore, the physician of society. Salvation can¬ 
not come to society unless it comes first of all to its 
constituent units. And just as He proposes to re¬ 
organize our personal powers and forces and atti¬ 
tudes and aims, as He establishes in the depths of our 
own nature a personal righteousness,—so I think He 
purposes to establish a social righteousness by the 
transformation of the individuals who compose so¬ 
ciety. Let me ask you this out of your personal ex¬ 
perience : Who composed the quarrel in your own 
nature, who closed the breach between your con¬ 
science and your conduct, so that now your first 
consideration, whenever an alternative course of con¬ 
duct is presented to you, is, Will this meet the de¬ 
mands 'of my moral nature? Will it accord with 
the standard which I have adopted? Will it please 
Christ? And if, perchance, you find yourself over¬ 
taken in a fault and you have done violence to your 
ideals and standards, and feel that you have offended 
that embodiment of all goodness and beauty and 
righteousness, what do you do? You are over¬ 
whelmed with humiliation and shame, confess and 
reinstate yourself again, pull yourself together and 
go on the same old path. I don’t care to make any 
apology to anybody in suggesting that the law of so¬ 
cial progress is to be found in the law of Christ. 
The chief items in the social progress which man¬ 
kind has made since His day are His distinct con¬ 
tributions to human history. That which distin¬ 
guishes Western civilization appears to me to be di¬ 
rectly traceable to that “fund of altruism” with 
which He equipped it in its cradle. Didn’t He 
inaugurate Himself the greatest social movement 
of all time? Wherever He appears on the plane of 
human history He speaks the word of peace, because 
He speaks the word of emancipation. And the man 
who feels the thrall of Christ—I don’t like to use 
the term, but it is a thralldom which means on the 
other side of it, emancipation and freedom—the man 
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who owns this thrall of Christ is the freest of all 
men, or he does not understand his Lord. Didn’t 
He say, too, “My words shall never pass away” ? 
Have they passed away? I recall that George J. 
Romanes, the famous psychologist of England, per¬ 
haps the best interpreter of Charles Darwin in his 
generation, said that Christians have not made as 
much as they ought to have made of the simple fact 
that no word which Jesus spoke has ever been dis¬ 
counted in all the progress of human knowledge 
since H is Jay. 

Well, now, what is the method of Jesus? You 
remember what He said, “One is your teacher, and 
all you are brothers.” Look at that. He says that 
He will transform society by transforming the so¬ 
cial unit. He will make new people. It is not a 
new scheme of social intercourse that we require, it 
is not a new type of government and control that is 
necessary, it is not a new distribution of the products 
of human labor that we require, it is not a new type 
of social organization even, or any organization of 
any sort. All that we require is new people. I don’t 
care what social arrangement you have, if the mem¬ 
bers of it are good people, new people, in the New 
Testament sense, it is all right with me, I can trust 
it. There was a famous French priest. I often 
think of him. He was quite heretical, judged by the 
standards of the Holy See at Rome, and quite re¬ 
bellious, judged by the political standards of the 
party in power in France at that time. But what¬ 
ever may have been his errors in this, that, and the 
other direction, he certainly laid his finger on the 
secret of Jesus when he said, “All that Christ asks 
of mankind with which to save them is a Cross 
whereon to die.” And may I say to you that the 
law of the cross is your law and mine. I think we 
degrade this great and revolutionary conception 
vhen we speak of crosses. There are no crosses— 
there is but one cross for you and for me. What 
does the cross mean? Briefly, it means love and 
renunciation. You give me a man who is marked 
by love and self-renunciation, and I can trust him 
anywhere, and, within the range of his hereditary 
endowments, I can believe that he will accomplish 
the right things and the best things. Give me a 
family in which the law of the cross holds sway, 
and I will show you a peaceful family, and a peace¬ 
ful family is an efficient family. You show me a 

SEVEN 

church in which all the members are controlled by 
love and renunciation, and there won’t be any short¬ 
horned deacons, because everybody will be happy 
to give himself in the interest of others, and in so 
losing himself he will find himself, which is another 
word of Jesus expressing the law of the cross in 
other terms. You show me a nation in which the 
same law obtains, and I will show you—see how it 
works. 

I think, my friends, that we had better select 
the Christ road to peace for our personal lives, for 
our families, for our church lives, for our indus¬ 
trial life, for our commerce, and all the network of 
business, for all our national affairs, for all our in¬ 
ternational affairs. When that is done, I think the 
kingdom of the world will become the kingdom of 
our Lord and His Christ. 

Now you ask me, “Isn’t this a dream? A beau¬ 
tiful ideal, maybe a fine standard, but of course it 
is absolutely unattainable.” Forgive me if I say to 
you that if that is what you think, you either (now 
don’t let me be ugly about this)—I was about to 
say, you either do not understand Christ, or you are 
disloyal to Him. But I didn’t say it, you know. 
You just think about it. 

May I say this to you, that the Sermon on the 
Mount is practical on the plain. It is well enough 
for us to have a high ideal, it ought not to be too 
high, though, so that it would discourage rather 
than incite us. You know that terrific picture 
which Browning draws in his description of the 
morgue in Paris, that little death chamber? It is 
gone now. In it were exhibited the people who 
couldn’t quite stand the stress and strain of life 
and drowned themselves in the Seine the night be¬ 
fore, and there they were. I have seen them. I 
remember to this minute a grim iron gray man with 
a squirt of cold water on his face and chest behind 
a great plate glass. After describing this, that, and 
the other suicide, coming to a youth, Browning 

says, 
“What was it, my poor boy, 

You wanted to be Bonaparte, 
And have the Tuilleries for toy, 

And could not, so it broke your heart?” 
No, we must not have ideals too high for use. 

They won’t do us any good if we think that they 
(Continued on Page io) 





BUILDING 

WASHINGTON HALL 

(BE W: ��T1 . r^i pel -'^3^1 , jr Ipi j 

* 

1 ! 
1 I ! 
ui 

1 IIS i 
: J 



n THE BLUE RIDGE VOICE & 
PAGE TEN 

are absolutely unattainable, and I don’t think that 
Christ mocked our aspirations and our high purpose 
to find out His truth and goodness and beauty, no 
matter on what high places they may reside, or 
what sacrifices their attainment may require. I do 
not think He mocked our aspiratings when He said, 
as He stood on the summit of the pinnacle of hu¬ 
man excellence, “Follow me.” 

LEE SCHOOL FOR BOYS 
(Continued from Page i) 

little chance for the fullest and best appreciation of 
God’s out of doors. We believe that the open 
country offers a challenge to the interest and obser¬ 
vation of a boy which, if missed, can never quite 
find a compensation. The rush and whirl of the 
city, the mad frivolity of the recreation in which the 
average high school group indulges, is surely not 
conducive to the building of the fullest and rich¬ 
est personality. In this respect, Blue Ridge is an 
ideal location. We have fifty-one buildings, located 
in the heart of a tract of sixteen hundred and ninety 
eight acres of virgin forest, surrounded by the most 
rugged mountains of Eastern America, with a dozen 
peaks in view higher than Mt. Washington—a ver¬ 
itable “Land of the Sky.” While located in the 
mountain fastnesses, with all their inspiration, a 
bitulithic road puts Blue Ridge within forty min¬ 
utes of Ashville, the most beautiful city in North 
Carolina, where all the advantages of city life may 
be had. 

With a complete equipment at our disposal, all 
the funds received as tuition can be put directly into 
teaching, making it possible to furnish a very high 
grade of instruction to all who come. Blue Ridge 
has not yet been guilty of doing a cheap or inade¬ 
quate piece of work, and the board is determined 
that this school for boys shall be carried forward 
on that high plane of genuineness and reality which 
has characterized its other work. The school will 
open September, 1926. 

Perhaps the most important asset of any prepara¬ 
tory school is its head master and its corps of teach¬ 
ers. The Lee School for Boys is very fortunate to 
have as its head master, Mr. J. A. Peoples, who 
graduated from the Webb School in 1895; who 
graduated from Vanderbilt University in 1902; who 

was one of the principals of the Battle Ground 
Academy from 1902 to 1905, and was co-principal 
of the Peoples-Tucker School from 1908 to 1925. 
During this period Mr. Peoples graduated ninety 
students from his preparatory school, sixty-nine of 
whom entered college, and of this sixty-nine, twen¬ 
ty-five have already taken degrees and twenty-one 
are still undergraduates in college. 

That Mr. Peoples does very high grade work in 
his school is indicated by the fact that a number of 
his students in college have made Phi Beta Kappa 
rating, and we are assured by the universities where 
his students have gone that they are among the very 
best of students in the college. Mr. Peoples, there¬ 
fore, comes to his new task with a ripe fund of ex¬ 
perience, with a great interest in boys, and with a 
passion for the task which he has in hand. He will 
be supported by a group of very able university 
graduates, all of whom have had experience in 
teaching and in handling of boys. 

Patrons, therefore, of the new school will be as¬ 
sured of the most thorough and scholarly training 
for their boys, along with the finest of religious and 
social interests, and the best health and physical 
surroundings. 

W. D. Weatherford. 
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' Our Trusteeships 
By Dr. Robert E. Speer 

IE months ago I was coming home from 
long trip in the Mississippi valley, and 
had as a fellow passenger a merchant 

from a Western city who was coming East to buy 
goods. All day long he was busy with his papers, 
long yellow sheets of inventories of the goods he 
had in stock, and lists of the goods he was com¬ 
ing to buy. But toward the end of the afternoon, 
when the train stopped at some city, a newsboy 
came through with evening papers and my fellow 
passenger laid down his business sheets and was 
buried very soon in the evening paper. Now and 
then, as I looked up, I could see him reading casu¬ 
ally, just as one would, items of news that were 
no sooner read than they were forgotten, but sud¬ 
denly I saw him start. He evidently had come on 
something in the paper that gave him a jolt, for 
his whole attitude changed and I could see him 
reading this bit in the paper over and over again. 
Half a dozen times he dropped the paper to his side, 
only to lift it and bury himself once more in what¬ 
ever it was that he had found. It was quite clear 
that the man was troubled, and after a little while 
he couldn’t keep the matter to himself any longer 
and came over to my section and sat down and held 
out the paper and said, “Did you read this?” I 
looked where he indicated, and it was the story of 
the defalcation of the president and cashier of a 
bank in Wichita, Kansas. As soon as I had read the 
article through he looked at me and said, ‘A ou 
know what that means to me ? That means I am a 
completely ruined man. That is where I live. I 
keep all my money in that bank. I had a lot of 
drafts outstanding for which I had money in that 
bank. All I was going to spend on this Eastern 
trip is there. I don’t see what I have ahead of me 
now but just sheer ruin. What do you think I had 
better do?” Well, I said to him what few futile 
words a stranger could, but I had a new realiza¬ 
tion of how far-reaching a piece of dishonesty is, of 
how far out any breach of trust goes in poisoning 

*Tide supplied by the editor. Stenographic report of an 
address delivered during Student Y. M. C. A. Conference, 
Blue Ridge, June, 1925. 

human life, and I sat for a long time beside my poor 
friend just thinking on what a man must be who 
could throw into human life the moral dislocation, 
the breakdown of the fibers of confidence which had 
had been thrown in by those two men who violated 
their trust in that little bank in that Western city. 

Shortly after that I was in Wichita and I was 
taking lunch one day with two friends who are 
officers in two of the strongest banks in the South¬ 
west, and I asked them about this thing that had 
happened, and told them of this little incident. Yes, 
they were familiar with all the facts. They knew 
just how it had come about, and one of them took 
me down, with a great deal of pride, over their own 
new bank, and explained all of the checks which 
they had introduced by which they hoped that any¬ 
thing of that sort would be rendered forever im¬ 
possible, but “After all,” he said, “it is a matter of 
how men feel and look with regard to these things, 
and for my part I don’t see how a man can do what 
those two men did. I would rather die than break a 
trust like that. We have in our bank here millions 
of dollars belonging to widows and orphans, and all 
kinds of trust funds, and a great deal of money laid 
in our hands by poor people who could not afford 
to lose it. As for me, I had rather die than break 
a trust as those men did.” And I think in that as¬ 
pect the principle of loyalty has come to be a pretty 
generally accepted principle among us. We can go 
into any American town or city, and we could di¬ 
vide the men in that town at once on the two sides 
of a line; on the one side the men whose integrity 
not a single person would deny in the community, 
whom men trust with anything; on the other side 
of the line would be those shady or uncertain men 
who would not be trusted with any charge, great or 

small. 
And the thing has gone down, I think, pretty 

deep into our American life, this matter of hon¬ 
esty and trusteeship in these forms. Maybe you 
read in the papers a little while ago an incident 
about an old man who kept a gas service station in 
one of the outskirts of Buffalo. There had been a 
good many holdups around Buffalo, and he was in a 
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desolated and lonely section of the town, and one 
day his son expostulated with him. He said, 
“Father, I wish you would give up that job of yours 
out there; you know what has been happening, and 
some night it is likely to happen to you. I wish, at 
any rate, you would let them have whatever you 
have got; don’t resist them.” “No, John,” he said, 
“they will not get a nickel off me. I know it is not 
very safe, but I don’t think anything will happen, 
and if it does happen, I tell you now, they will not 
get a nickel off me.” That very night the old man 
was put to the test, for about twelve or one o’clock 
three men came in and held him up. He resisted, 
and one of them shot him, but before the old man 
was disabled, he crawled across the floor and was 
able to fling shut the door of his safe so that they 
couldn’t get in, and there he lay in his blood in front 
of the safe. There was a little noise outside and 
the men ran away and left the old man lying there 
in his own blood in front of his safe, and in the 
morning some people coming by found him. They 
got the ambulance from the hospital and took him 
there, and sent word to his son, and the boy came 
around, and as he sat by the side of the old man’s 
bed, he said, “Father, I told you that this was just 
what was going to happen, and I begged you, if it 
did happen, yould would give them whatever there 
was.” “Well, John,” he said, “I told you what 
would happen. They didn’t get a nickel off me. 
What I was responsible for, I kept.” He died that 
day in the hospital, smiling to himself because, even 
though it had been only a small trust that had been 
laid on him, he had kept it even unto death.” 

I wish there were some way of getting this prin¬ 
ciple home into our lives as we sit out here on this 
hillside this evening, this principle of absolute death¬ 
less loyalty to every trust that is laid on our lives. 
I know very well that we are not very much just 
now in the way of money trustees, although perhaps 
there is a good deal about that that some of us 
might give more serious thought to than we are giv¬ 
ing. I know many a boy who is being put through 
his school and college by sacrifices of which he very 
little knows, and who some day will be 'sorry that 
he was not aware in these days of the way he was 
playing fast and loose with a trusteeship as great as 
any that will ever come to him in his life. 

But there are other trusts nearer and more vital 

to us now, perhaps, even than those. Every man 
here in this group tonight is the trustee of a name, 
a name that was given to him. He didn’t earn it 
for himself, and he has had nothing whatever to do 
with acquiring the name of which he has been made, 
in spite of himself, a trustee. Nine times out of ten, 
or maybe ninety-nine times out of one hundred, it 
is a good and an honorable name with which you and 
I have been put in trust, but whether it is a good 
and honorable name that needs to be kept good and 
honorable, or a name that needs to be redeemed, we 
are its trustee. For a great many years the most 
popular woman in America was a young woman who 
was redeeming a name. She inherited one of the 
most unpopular names in this land, and by her own 
integrity and unselfishness and beauty of character 
she slowly lifted that name until she made it one 
of the most honored and beloved names in this 
country. Thank God, I suppose every man here 
this evening has got a name of w7hich he is proud. 
Are his children going to be as proud of it as he is? 
Is the trust to go on as clean and unsullied as it 
came down out of the past to him? There is not 
one of us here who cannot add something in the 
way of honor and glory to that trust that came out 
of the past to us. 

I like to think of what that old Scotch mission¬ 
ary down in the South Sea Islands must have been 
thinking last year about the new glory that his boy 
had added to his name. The whole world was talk¬ 
ing about that Scotch lad, Eric Liddell, who made a 
world record in last summer’s Olympic games. My 
children were in Edinburgh at the time of the com¬ 
mencement exercises at the University, and they 
said one of the experiences of their lives was to see 
Eric come down for his degree. There had been the 
great of Great Britain there to receive their honors, 
and they said it was as if the roof had been lifted off 
when Eric Liddell came. And all afternoon the 
students marched up and down Princes Street carry¬ 
ing him on their shoulders. And why? A man sent 
me, not long ago, a clipping from the San Francisco 

Examiner, written by Mr. Clamfett, its correspond¬ 
ent in Europe, entitled, “Some Personal Glimpses 
of the Olympic Games.” Let me read some para¬ 
graphs from it: 

“Religion had a part. 
“Liddell, the mighty sprinter from Edinburgh, 



U THE BLUE R IDGE VOICE M 
PAGE THIRTEEN 

is a Presbyterian parson. He lost a great oppor¬ 
tunity by refusing ‘to break the Sabbath’ and run 
on Sunday. 

But his record will be known in history when 
he did run, as I hope to explain. 

“Paavo Nurmi, the Finnish distance runner, who 
was the hero of the entire games, is a religionist. 
Here is the testimony of the most reliable reporter 
of the West: 

“ ‘A close friend of Nurmi called at the training 
quarters of the Finns at Bois Colombes to see Nur¬ 
mi. He did not, however, as the great runner was 
in a room all by himself, praying that he might re¬ 
ceive strength to win the two races run yesterday. 

“On the morning of the day that he ran the one 
mile in the world’s record time of 4 minutes, 10 
seconds, I am informed he prayed for over two 
hours, asking strength and speed to permit him to 
make the world’s record for his beloved country. 

“Yes, Nurmi will tell you, if you ask him, that 
praying and asking for help will do much to assist 
one in winning races and making records. 

“The Rev. Eric Liddell, doctor student of divin¬ 
ity, native of Scotland and graduate of Edinburgh 
University, was one of the surprises of the Olympics. 
When the four hundred meter race was called for, 
this Scotchman, referred to as the ‘grim little sprint¬ 
er,” entered the field. He was in great form, and 
smashed the world’s record down to 47 3/5 sec¬ 
onds. Four yards behind him came Horatio Fitch, 
the young Chicago champion. Just before the finals 
there was an extraordinary scene witnessed in the 
arena. A large band of Scotch Highlanders, in 
their full native regalia, marched up and down the 
field playing the weirdest airs, including “The 
Campbells Are Coming.” The Scotch bagpipes 
have a peculiar carrying quality of tone, and the 
drums a sharp metallic sound. 

“When Liddell stepped out in the field he had a 
confident air, and grasped the hands of several huge 
Highlanders before he took his assigned place. Men 
who were in the dressing room have assured me that 
he spent some ten minutes reading favorite passages 
from his family Bible and then bowed his head in 
prayer. In the draw, Liddell secured the outside 
lane, with Fitch, of Chicago, at his side. It was 
Liddell’s run from the beginning. Fifty meters 
from the tape Liddell made a mighty spurt. Taylor, 

the American favorite, collapsed and fell over on 
his back. Fitch came in a good second; Butler, of 
Great Britain, third, and Johnston, of Canada, a 
close fourth. Had any ignorant spectator doubted 
the independence and individual rights of Scotland, 
his doubts would have been swept aside in the scene 
that followed.” 

But what was back of it all? Why did Mr. 
Clampett write this way about the boy, and why 
did they carry him up and down Princes Street ? 
Well, it was not only because he won the four hun¬ 
dred metre race. It was because of something that 
lay back of that. As you know, the four hundred 
metre was not his distance at all, but they had put 
the race for which he was entered on Sunday after¬ 
noon, and it was against his principles to run on 
Sunday, so he concluded to do the desperate thing, 
and the next day he ran the four hundred metre 
race and won. And what they were carrying him 
up and down Princes Street for was just that he was 
a man who had principles that he intended to live 
by—clean, strong, immovable principles. And I like 
to think of the old man in the South Sea Islands 
reading the story about his boy and rejoicing at the 
glory that the boy had given to the name which he 
carried in his own glorious and honorable trust. 

Every one of us here in this conference now is go¬ 
ing out in the years that lie ahead of us the trustee 
of a name. Every man of us is also trustee of two 
institutions. We are trustee of our own national in¬ 
stitutions, this land to which we belong. And many 
of us are very poor and false trustees. I have been 
over the world three times since the war began, and 
the shameful thing is to meet some of your own 
countrymen. An American girl I know was telling 
me not long since of her coming home from Europe 
last fall and of the treatment that our immigration 
officials were giving to a great body of the best kind 
of Scotch immigrants on her ship. She said that 
her blood fairly boiled as she saw what was done, 
and I said to her, “Well, I suppose it made you 
ashamed of being an American?” “No,” she said, 
“it didn’t; but it made me ashamed that some other 
people were Americans.” 

Every one of us is trustee of the institution we 
came from to this place. If anyone were to ask 
you, I suppose, who were the trustees of the Univer¬ 
sity of Virginia, or the University of Georgia, you 
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sentry greeted him on the shore of the lake, he 
handed him his own clothing and armor and said, 
“Here, traitor, you take my place and I will take 
thine.” A few moments later the other sentries 
heard the song resumed again. “Forty wrestlers, 
wrestling for Thee, O Christ, claim for Thee the 
victory, and from Thee the crown.” Until little by 
little, as the night wore on, the song died away, 
and in the morning with the breaking of light they 
found them there, the forty men huddled together 
in their nakedness and their deathless fidelity. 

Unto every man of us is this trust given, the trust 
of a clean name, the trust of a great honor, the trust 
of a deathless loyalty. God forbid that any one of 
us should play false with a trust so great. God keep 
us among those of whom it may be written, “These 
were faithful unto death, therefore their Lord gave 
them the crown of life.” 

THE KEYNOTE OF A GREAT 
EDUCATIONAL GATHERING 

HE Semi-Centennial of Vanderbilt Uni¬ 
versity, October 15-18, 1925, was one of 
the most notable gatherings of educators 

that this country has ever seen. From every state 
in the Union and from many of the most famous 
universities and learned societies of the nations of 
the world, came representatives to this great gather¬ 
ing. As these hundreds of university presidents, pro¬ 
fessors and others marched into the new War Mem¬ 
orial Auditorium, their multi-colored caps, gowns 

and hoods would have done justice to the pomp of 
an oriental court. 

Some of the most thoughtful and brilliant edu¬ 
cators of the world brought great messages. And 
what was the central theme of all they said ? I 
would summarize it in two sentences. First, the 
world is sadly in need of leadership to bring peace 
and harmony and efficiency out of confusion. Sec¬ 
ond, the only kind of leadership that can do this is 
that which has that subtle combination of native 
ability and thorough scholarly training which alone 
gives great power. 

Now this is precisely what Blue Ridge and 
Southern College have been preaching for all of 
these years. We believe that religion can only be 
effectively presented by leaders of ability, who have 
been given the finest intellectual equipment that 
modern education can give. 

Dr. S. Parkes Cadman, the great New York 
preacher, said during this semi-centennial that re¬ 
ligion need never hope to have any leadership so 
long as we failed to bring to bear upon it all the best 
gifts of a sane and wholesome scholarship. 

The greatest single need of the Young Men’s 
Christian Associations of America is an increasing 
number of capable secretaries who have a broad 
scholarship coupled with deep religious passion, and 
a thoroughly scientific understanding of the methods 
of influencing men for God. Given the proper 
leaders with adequate training, nothing is impos¬ 
sible to the Association. 

BENSON PRINTING COMPANY 
COLLEGE ANNUAL EXPERTS 

ScJioo iWorh our Specialty 

136 Fourth Ave., N. Nashville, Tennessee 



THE MOUNT MITCHELL MOTOR ROAD 
The Greatest Scenic Motor Road on the Globe 

Magnificence, Grandeur and Splendor of the Wonderful Mountains of Western North Carolina only 
to be seen on a trip to the top of Mount Mitchell—the top of Eastern America—6,711 feet above 
the sea. 

If you do not experience the glory of this trip while in VCestern North Carolina your visit will be in¬ 
complete. 

For information and particulars, address 

F. A. PERLEY, 

Black Mountain, N. C. 

Gymnastic Apparatus 

Steel Lockers 

Playground Apparatus 

Anthropometric 

Apparatus 

S4r NARRAGANSETT MACHINE Providence, R. I. 
GW. U. S. A. 

GYMNASIUM CONSTRUCTION. An Eighty-Page Book with Ninety Illustrations. Plans 
for Fourteen Gymnasiums. Infonnation Regarding Running Tracks, Lockers, Games, Baths and 
Swimming Pools. For Directors, Architects and1 Building Committees. Write for It. 

Biltmore Farms 
Biltmore, North Carolina 

BILTMORE Stands for the Best 

Certified Milk, Special Raw Milk, 
Pasteurized Milk, Cultured Butter¬ 
milk, Cottage Cheese, Chocolate Milk, 
Creol Cream Cheese, Skim Milk, 
Cream, Butter, Ice Cream. 



Old Thompson Seminary, 2015 Grand Avenue, built in 1874, one of the earliest college buildings in the city of 
Nashville, no Tv otvned and used as a temporary home for Southern College of Y. M. C. A. 

Southern College of Young Men’s Christian Associations 
A Professional School of Graduate Grade for Training 

Association Secretaries in All Departments of Work 

FOUR QUARTERS OF TWELVE WEEKS EACH. STUDENTS CAN ENTER AT 
OPENING OF ANY QUARTER WITHOUT HANDICAP 

Winter Quarter begins January 4, 1926. 
Spring Quarter begins March 1 7. 

Summer Quarter begins at Blue Ridge, N. C., June 10. 
Fall Quarter begins at Nashville, Tenn., September 22. 

Co-operation with George Peabody College for Teachers, Seaman A. Knapp School of Country Life, Vander¬ 
bilt University, Vanderbilt School of Religion, Vanderbilt Medical College, and Scarritt College for Christion Workers. 

Ten special professors of the College, assisted by the be:t teachers from all Nashville colleges, representing twenty 
million dollars of endowment, at our disposal. 

College graduate can take advanced work and secure M.A. degree in either Vanderbilt or Peabody while pursuing 
Association studies. Much of Association College courses will count toward Master’s Degree in these institutions. 

For Full Details Write for Catalog 

Southern College of Young Men’s Christian Associations 
Nashville, Tennessee 

Our Slogan: One Million Dollars for a Graduate Professional School to Train Y. M. C. A. Secretaries.” 


