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A Day At The Crossroads
SCHOOLHOUSE 

IN 1887

By JANE SUMMER RAGLA'ND
 THE YOUNG Teacher appeared 
A at the door of the one-room 

frame building. Looking out over 
the schoolyard and on past to 
the narrow road beyond, he cup- 
pod his hands to his mouth and 
fried, "Books! Books," the fa 
miliar call that served as a 
summons to lagging steps at the 
old Cross Roads Schoolhouse 
near Little Mountain in 1871.

The teacher's name was J. 
\VUlle Folk, and the year was 
his second as a schoolmaster at 
Cross Roads. Both Mr. Folk and 
the old Schoolhouse have long 
ago become memories, but a lit- 
tie black leather notebook and 
pages of a man's recollections 
have kept vivid the details of a 
school day nearly ninety years 
past. Before Mr. Folk died, he 
gave his "teacher's notebook," 
complete with rules, roll, and 
accounts, to one of his former 
pupfls, J. H. Summer, of New- 
berry. While Mr. Summer lived, 
he passed on the tales of the 
eld school and the little black 
book to his family. From the[ 
words of this man, who remem- 
brred his boyhood school days 
\vitb inch delight, comes this 
story of a school day nearly a 
century ago.

"Books! Books!'* That was the 
rail; the time, eight o'clock  
the beginning of a nine-hour

Spasmodic attendance had forced 
him to adopt what modern teach 
ers think of as an innovation  
the practice of "grouping" chil 
dren in order to teach some 
while others worked at another 
subject.

Spelling was first today, an 
exciting event which began with 
a real "match." Webster's Blue- 
back Speller was the "last 
word" of that day and those 
who learned from its pages ac 
tually received additional les 
sons in pronunciation, reading, 
arithmetic, and morals. Nearly 
every child In the room knew 
that the longest and most difficult 
word In Webster's Blueback was 
"incomprehensibility" and could 
roll it off their tongues with 
ease, spelling and pronouncing 
In syllables. "IN, in; COM, com; 
PRE, pre; HENS, hence; I. I; 
BIL, bill; I, I; TV, ti;" then, 
with a nourish, "INCOMPRE 
HENSIBILITY!"

Spelling aside, recitations be-) 
pan and the group first called 
left their long benches to occupy 
short ones in Uw center of the 
room. Serious little boys, their 
scrubbed faces shining, gazed 
soberly at their teacher as he 
rattled off names and dates and
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little girls tossed back masses 
of long hair and opened their 
eyes wider as they tried to pic- 

school day. The pupils in the j ture mountains, leas, and cities 
moved with alacrity j far beyond their own Dutch 

Fork section of South Carolina,
Slates came out next, along 

with Fowler's Arithmetic, and 
chubby fingers began to add, 
subtract, multiply, and divide. 
Answers checked, sponges (or, 
in some cases, shirtsleeves) flew 
over the slates, leaving thfm 
clean for other work. Copy books 
followed slates and the children 
began the exacting task of try- 
Ing to reproduce the neat, pre 
cise script of their teacher.

It was noon now and the teach 
er rose, tapped his desk, and 
formally announced the lunch 
hour. Now the room came alive, 
wraps went on to ward off the 
crisp Autumn chill, and lunch 
buckets rattled the sans of re-
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toward the door, aware of the 
ryes of their master upon them, 
and, out of sight but within reach 
uf his voice, the few straggler! 
on fee dusty road began to run,

their dinner pails clanking 
against their legs. Stumbling 
over the doors til they came, boys 
and girls whose ages ranged 
from six to twenty, hurrying to 
their places on the long benches, 
glad of a brief rest after early* 
morning home chores and four- 
mile walks.

The teacher strode to his desk, 
which ran the length of the 
room, and faced his charges- 
girls on one side, boys on the 
other. The diversity In ages and

cess. Girls and boys went their 
separate ways, gathering in lit 
tle groups to eat and to swap 
tales of home as well as tidbits 
of dinner.

A favorite feast consisted of 
hard-boiled eggs, taken from the 
hen's nest at dawn that same 
morning and cooked !n the Iron 
pot over the fireplace while the 
children ate their breakfast 
around heavy wooden tables. 
Thick, juicy slices of ham and 
baked sweet potatoes accom 
panied the eggs along with big, 
puffy biscuits and a little jar 
of corn syrup. A child could 
bore a hole In the biscuit, pour 
in the thick, sweet syrup and 
have a real " 'lasses jug."

The meal over, the children 
ran down the slope behind the 
schoolhouse to the spring to 
scoop up clear water with gourd 
shells. Carrying the water from 
spring to school in buckets was 
a job for the big boys- with 
strong arms.

Recess lasted an hour, wel 
come time for play. The active 
boys sought games energetic 
enough to work off their 
restlessness, playing "Town 
Ball," a variation of baseball 
using a paddle instead of a bat. 
Smaller boys placed a ball on 
the end of a see-saw type board 
and hit the elevated end with 
a heavy paddle, sending the ball 
skyward. What a commotion as 
the ball dropped back earth 
ward! The catcher had next turn 
and a game of "Skyball" was 
in full swing.

After the lunch hour, four 
more hours of class work wait 
ed. The curriculum was full, 
with history, geography, gram 
mar, arithmetic, spelling, and 
writing. On Fridays, however, 
the program was varied, for 
this was "speech-making day," 
an event relished by the eloquent 
and dreadrd by the timid. Every 
child was retired to have a 
speech ready. Some chose the 
shortest verses they could find, 
while others selected Biblical 
quotations and a few derided

upon elaborate excerpts from the 
teacher's own books. The small 
est children sometimes made up 
their own versions of popular
quotations, with disastrous re 
sults.

FrM-iv " f the schnolhoQM

was no exception. A freckled- 
faced, lanky lad with one tooth 
missing proudly declaimed, "The 
boy stood on the burning deck, 
Eatin' sweet pertatera by the 
peck! His hat flew off but he 1 
would not go, Because he liked \ 
them 'taters so!"

A demure lass with long eye 
lashes revealed an unexpected 
trait of character as she re 
cited, "I saw a jay-bird a-stttin* 
on a limb, He peeped at me and 
I peeped at him Z picked up a 
rock and broke his shin!"

One of the six-year-olds stam 
mered what was to become a 
classic of the Cross Roads 
Schoolhouse recitation day, "I 
had a little dog, His name was 
Rover, And when he died, He 
died all over."

The singsong recitations went 
on through the waning after 
noon until, at last, the teacher 
rapped for attention and, In the 
sweet hush of anticipation that 
followed, dismissed his classes. | 
Left alone in the schoolroom,

Mr. Folk probably mused a mo 
ment before setting the room 
in order and checking his little 
black book for absences. In 
1871, school was a luxury for 
farm children whose parents 
needed them to help at home 
and could barely spare the nickel 
per day per pupil which was \ 
their shart of the teacher's live- j 
lihood. !

From the musty pages of this 4 
teacher's black notebook, there ' 
Is ample evidence that few pu 
pils attended every session of 
a school year that ran twelve 
months. Even the most ambiti 
ous scholars often missed weeks 
of schooling. This fact often 
caused the teacher himself to 
lose many days' work, for there 
are two months recorded In the 
little black book when Mr. Folk 
taught only eight and thirteen 
days. For the entire year, 213 
days, his salary was J280.06.

The names on the roll are 
Still familiar names in the Dutch 
Fork section of South Carolina 
today Long, Shealy, Huffman, 
Stoudemayer, Fulmer, Summer, 
Stuck, Swetenburg, Epting, Cum- 
alander, Derrick, Addy, Chap 
man, Koon, Mayer, Boland, and 
Hipp. Some of the teacher's IS 
rules of discipline may sound

iamiimr today, too "No laugh 
ing in study hours, No fightinc, 
No telling each other in time 
of recitation, No nicknames, No 
liquors, No lying, swearing, or 
cursing, No cutting or marking 
th« desks or benches, No fire 
arms/' A firm schoolmaster, 
Mr. Folk's first two rules were 
Inviolable, namely, "Scholars 
must obey the teacher in all 
things. Scholars disobeying the 
teacher must suffer," In this 
classroom, boys and girls were 
not allowed to sit together or 
to play together at recess.

Despite the inconveniences of 
the day and the limited amount 
of education, the effectiveness 
of the teaching was evident in 
the final product of the old Cross 
Roads Schoolhouse the pupils. 
Alumni of Cross Roads School 
have included a former Con 
gressman (A. F. Lever), college 
president (S. J. Derrick), min 

ister (Rev. H. D. Chapman , 
lawyer and Judge (B. V. Chap 
man), merchants (George W., 
Charles E., J. H., and G. B. 
Summer) and many other out 
standing citizens of this state.

Although the late J. H. Sum 
mer, who inherited the little 
black book and recalled his 
his school dayi tor the writer 
with such clarity, actually had 
only a few years of schooling 
In his lifetime, he could still, at 
the age of 90, outspeD, outread, 
and outfigure all his children. 
Impressed by such accomplish 
ments, the daughter who sat at 
his feet by the fireside to listen 
to his tales, wrote down his 
words and saved them, and, 
now that this wf>nder!ul old gen 
tleman has joined his teachrr 
and schoolmates In the Final 
School, finds pleasure In record 
ing these reminiscences for pos 
terity.


