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Protessor Charles M. Darry

in appreciation of his guiet, kelptul work,
tue dedicate this edition of the
Whittwarth Natsihi,
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LIEUTENANT KENNETH GHORMLEY
Aviation.

PALMIER KENNEDY.

HENRY LONGSTRETH.

SIDNEY WHITWORTH.

SIGURD WOLD.

RALPH GHORMLEY, Medical Corps

ARTHUR GUNN.

LAWRENCE TURNBULL

SERGEANT VERNON BACHER, (Beta Phi
[Kpsilon), Artillery.

CALVIN FOX, Engineers.

FRANK RIEAD, Canadian Army.

LIEUTENANT IRA TOWSON (T. B. K.),

Infantry.

HARRY OLSON, Infantry.

KARLIE YOUNG, Aviation.

LIEUTENANT HUGH P. ANDREWS (T.
B. K.), Navy.

SERGEANT ALFRED CARLSON (Beta P’hi
Kpsilon), Artillery.

LIEUTENANT R, LESTER KELLY (T. B.
K.), Infantry.

RUSSEL PEDERSON, Quartermaster's
Corps.

DEAN SAYLOR (Beta Phi IEpsilon),
Marines.

CARL WELLIER, Quartermaster's Corps.

JACK CLARK, Medical Corps.

WILLIAM HYNDMAN (Beta PPhi Epsilon),
Aviation.

PAUL LOUGHLEN (T. B. K.), Medical
Corps.

ROMNEY HOPIS, Infantry.

CLARENCE GILLIE, Quartermaster's
Corps.

DANA MAIDIIN, Navy.

RUSSEL SNYDER, Aviation.

STARS TO BE ADDED

SERGEANT CHARLES TOWSON (T. B.
K.), Infantry.

HOWARD POTTER, Aviation.

A. LEWIS MACCLAIN, Aviation.
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ANNA-MARY MUIR
Spokane, Wash.

If you want to have a thing well
done, get Anna-Mary to do it. She
is so capable that it is with much
regret that  Whitworth bids  her
godspeed.  But wherever she voes,
her leadership will be called into
use, and her charming personality

will warm the hearts of many.

“For if she will, she will, you may
depend on’t;
And if she won't, she won't; so there's

an end on’t.”
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CARL E. CLARK

Culdesac, Idaho.

Carl has helped to establish the
worth in Whitworth.  His leader-
ship carries to success every enter-
prise, whether large or small. 1f the
confidence, enthusiasm, and natural
leadership displayed at  Whitworth
is found in his life carcer, he will
achieve great things.

“When in the course of human cvents

it becomes necessary to bluff, let us

bluff.”

HAZEL 1. WHITE
Spokane, Wash.

Hazel is our cheerful, long-suffer-
ing librarian.  Her ready ability of
entertaining keeps her in constant de-
mand for programs. Her optimistic
philosophy is widely recognized, for

she is often heard to say:
“Why worry?  HWe have had lots

of troubles, but the worst of them
never happened.”
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DAISY M. CHASE

Grandview, Wash.

Around firesides we will think of
the pleasing events of Whitworth
days. It will be hard to keep back a
smile when thoughts carry us back to
jolly, rollicking, breezy Daisy. One
of the muysteries to be cleared up is,
“Where did Daisy get her jokes and
stunts?” It is a splendid trait to be
able to bring laughter and cheer to
other people.

“One may smile and smile and be

a villain.”

12

JOHN E. CORBALLY
Seattle, Wash.

John is the one shining ligt to bring
conspicuousness to an otherwise dull
class. His efforts to gain the highest
scholastic honors were so positively
hidden that no one could prophecy
how far John would have out-marked
his tutors had he given thirty min-
utes each day to study. It will be a
wonderful class in vears to come that

will produce his quality of mind.

“He is somewhat childlike, but we

all love him.”
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IRENE D. SPERBER
Spokane, Wash.

T'he world is so full of a number
of things that there’s at least one
thing for everyone to specialize in,
but Irene has found more than one.
Her sweet voice, coupled with the
coy, mischevious expression of her
eves, attracts many admirers to her
feet.  She knows how to win the
hearts of many by the dainty dishes
she prepares and so is always chair-

man of the “Eat’'s Committee.”

“The devil hath not in all his quizver's
choice
An arrow for the heart like a sweet

‘('"ll( ('.

BRYAN JOHNSON
Spangle, Wash.

Brownie is one of the few men to
be recognized as an all-star athlete.
Whether it is football, basket ball,
baseball, track or tennis, Brownie is
always there.  He is glad of all the
“book learning” he has, but he pre-
fers the education earned in the school
of hard knocks. He is a hard work-
er and will surely “win out”, for who
can say that he does not improve the

shining hours?

“dctions speak louder than words,

so what's the use of talking?”
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FAYE WOOLERY, “Rusty” BERNADINE INKSTER, “Berna”
Rathdrum, Idaho. Spokane, Wash.
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Her heart is on fire as well as her head. A small girl with a monstrous laugh.
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GLADYS MOORE, “Cutie” HELEN WAIT, “Hun"
Davenport, Wash. Mansfield, Wash.

Commander-in-chief of the Corbally There must be a lot of bad in her because
infant (ry). none has ever come out.

<ofe- oo oo oo [ofec oo oofer oo oo o [-ofen oo oo ofe- oo ofec oo oo

S R o i L R R R R i

;5714%1"'!--14'!'/14-10%('*!'?}4*%1‘ -!*Z*!-%{:’-l*{*l-'l"!él?'l*‘!‘*fZ:-!*,I%‘!“,-I{-!"-Xr-l-lli'l';I‘*’-I-I-,»F-!-ﬂ*l*‘l-*ﬂ-*—Z~-l-‘~l/fl*l-'l‘-k'l*’l"-!*l*l-'l'-l*l‘}lr:t"
Twelve




<ofe-ivefe- ofe- [ofe- oo efo- - ofe- -ofe- -ofe- ofe- oo oo efo- -ofe- | -ofe- | ofe- efo-) oo oo efe- oo o Lo oo oo

oo ofo-  ofe- -ofo- ofe- o= -ofe- | <ofe- <efe-

oo oo cofe-cefor o> oo oo o= o= oo ofe-

NUZS

O [

g

B R A

"
v

(I T TSR

Ulass Officers:

President ... ... . _Esther D. Muir
Vice-President ... ST TS O— Grace Rubedew
Secretary .......... e Lauraine Blosser
Treasurer o i st i Ay Mivrony Black

The Class of 1920 has made a splendid record for the year.
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From the day

that life burst forth on the campus 20s were seen on every telegraph pole and
signboard. The class serap and the athletic season brought forth many heroes.
while Red Cross and patriotic work drew their share from the girls of the class.
It is with a feeling of pride that the class of 1920 realizes that though it has
contributed its share of young men to the government service, it has retained

full measure of class spirit.
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Habula Mickoriw

Once upon a time, to be exact, in the autumn of the year of our Lord, one
thousand nine hundred and seventeen, there came together at a place called
Whitworth a band of pilgrims, ten in number, Though young, they were all
devout worshipers of the great Athena, the goddess of wisdom. In the past,
each in his own place had served her in the manner that seemed most fitting

B B S I I R L S R NN MI MBr RSB

& and proper to him. Now they had assembled here to continue in her worship

.1. and so to add to their attainments and accomplishments that the older dis-
.g. ciples would confer on them the bachelor’s degree. These disciples had divided +
.x. the long and weary journey into four stages with a place for rest after cach. *
.3. The first of these havens of rest the youthful pilgrims had determined to +
-f- reach the following spring. They saw the goal, but they were ignorant of the *
'f' trials that lay before them if they were to reach it. :
+ Soon they had entered the dragon’s field. Some of the dragons were :"
: smaller than the others, but had larger heads. Those with the swelled heads +
* %
'*' siiofeiooderizede- [Sofosicofe- (ol ofer | ofe-toofe-foofe- ofor i ofo- [ ofo- | ofo- oo oo | oo ofe-i-ofe-i ofe Silofe ] ofa- oo cofo-iefe- oot cofe- i afe-iiofe- | ofe- oo ""'r‘.?.
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were much fiercer than the others. They attacked them openly in the day-
time. They raided them at night. They seemed almost human when it came

B

"
'

to harrassing the pilgrims, toiling forward on their journey. The other *
dragons caused much less trouble. They remained at a distance and took *
little notice of the travelers. They scemed to consider it far beneath their I
dignity to even notice them. And it was well for the pilgrims that they did, ,,.
for they were sore troubled. One day, however, they met another party of .,.
pilgrims whose course crossed theirs. The members of this party were kind &
and friendly and told the weary travelers how to withstand the dragons. i'
That made the journey casier. The pilegrims fought the dragons so success- '¥‘
fully that finally they ceased to attack them. '*'

-

v
'

Suddenly a new obstacle arose. They had reached the River Examen 4
and there was no way to cross. They called on Athena and with her help 4
passed over. On the other side the road was much smoother, the inhabitants 4
were friendly and they advanced rapidly. Soon they saw the haven of rest %
and they praised Athena, who had guided them to their goal. "'

W.OW, *

*

Y T

»

Spring *

*

John Corbally, "18. )

A happy bird sinegs joyously above.

cofo-lcohe- oo

A tiny flower proudly lifts its head,

Tis Spring, and Winter’s dreary days have fled, &
And nature, now, is filled with hope and love, %
For God is smiling down from heaven above. +
““In nature is shown God,”” the Poet said. .;-
ITow many blessings, then, to us God shed, -;-
To manifest to mortals here His love. &

'
v

And so, in this dark world of toil and care,

And sorrow, through one man’s unholy greed,
There promises a gladsome Spring again,

And then once more shall Peace rule— ‘Over There’’,
Together nations all will plant a seed

-

B
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4

Of Love. ’twill grow, and righteousness shall reign. 'i‘
> tl - b
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Qale of the “frep” Class

It chanced in the fall of 1917 that there appeared at Whitworth College
dwarfs from Montana, Idaho, Washington, and Oregon. They had some of
the marks of men and women, but they lacked sense of direction and were
often found prowling around the halls in the wee small hours of the morning.
Certain of the masculine sex fell among thieves, for the college men descended
upon them and sold them many ties of great age, and shoes of divers styles!
The older the shoes, the higher the prices. But this was as nothing to the next,
for all roads led to ‘‘Our Store,”” where Hager beguiled their money for books
and candies without discount.

Straightway they gathered together and chose a mighty chief, to-wit,
Bob Holland, and he did lead them all. Tt come to pass that the girls did
form a mighty gang of eight, which did go against the college girls and raise
havoc,

Sixteen
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In those days a feast was prepared, then did a grievous thing happen,
for on the day when all the Preps should come to feast those of the fairer sex
were safely entrapped in the girls” dorm.  Exceeding was the sorrow in the

B 2
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'
0

camp of the dwarfs,

There came a day when two Sophomores, to-wit, Damon and Roberts, "'
did try to wash a girl’s face with the new-fallen snow. Then did the Preps *
run bravely to battle, and both sides strove lustily, but neither prevailed 43
till one, Phillips, strove mightily and the Preps prevailed. Then there was *
exceeding jubilation in the camp of the dwarfs and they did shout and dance. :

'
v

It came to pass that the dwarfs were exceedingly anxious to show their
athletic bravery and did challenge the college men to a game of basket ball.
And the college men did wax passing sore, because they did know of the
dwarfs’ scheme. Finally arrived the day when they should do battle, and
many college men and women drew nigh to wateh. Then did the battle

B T e e S e

begin and the people were greatly amused for the men did struggle mightily,

e

but at every turn the dwarfs were beaten and did withdraw with great
solemnity. and thenceforth they did diligently consider the place of the col-

lege men.

el e

Thus endeth the tale of the courageous dwarfs, but the end is not yet.

'
i

A REVERIE

I sit by the fireside all alone,
Watching the dull embers burn,
Dreaming of days long gone before,

Days that will never return.
K. D.
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The £ud of the Trail

Wm. G. Wilson.

For eight hours the wind had been roaring through the pass. And for
eight hours Harry Stewart had been fighting his way through the storm to
reach his wife and child in the cabin across the mountains. On either side
rose the high, pine-covered, snow-capped mountains. Thick, wet snowtlakes
and falling darkness hid them from view, but still the wailing of the wind-
tossed pines and the crashing of descending avalanches told him of the lofty
heights. Time and time again his horse fell beneath him. The piercing wind
was freezing cold. The falling snow was rapidly encrusting his coat. Still
he fought on. He could not go back to Miner’s Camp. The previous night's
work at the card table had disqualified him for further residence there. It
required money to live there. Now he wos doing his best to get home, but
the wind and storm were formidable opponents.

Suddenly a swift and irresistable streak of lightning shot down the
monntain side, swept him and his horse from the road, over the low bank,
across the level, and left them on the river bank, shaken up but still alive.
Slowly and painfully., Stewart, with his horse, fought his way back to the
road.

“Hang it all.  Last night’s Tuck is still with me.”” That was all. Then he
renewed his battle with the elements.

For three hours more he strugeled on. He beat his arms. e kicked his
feet in the stirrups. e shot his revolver. He did everything in his power to
bring warmth. Ile had not planned on this kind of a return journey when
he went out two weeks before. But the lure of the company and of the
whiskey at Miner’s Camp had lengthened the intended two days into two
weeks., However, at last the camp had lost its attraction and now Stewart
was going home.

“Hang my luck. They’ll think I’'ve left them. T should have been back
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ten days ago.”” As he approached the cabin he saw no light, no smoke, and *

the paths were drifted full. “‘No. They've not gone. They re still waiting.
There’s baby erying.”” He turned his horse into the stable and went to the
house. The cabin was snow bound and the door had frozen shut, but one
heave sent it flying open, and let enter the chilly winter blast. But the chill
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of death had preceded it.
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“Hang my luck! Bang! Bang! And all was quiet.
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Alma Mater

Frank Roberts, '20.
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Dear Whitworth, good old Whitworth,

f" They spirit guard our mind
f’: And carve thy name upon our hearts
* So deep that all may find *

In us that noble purity and zeal
That is thy heritage

And our reward for work well done—
To serve with faith and courage.
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% Dear Whitworth, good old Whitworth, i
* The day is close at hand .ﬁ.
When we must leave thy honored halls *

To serve our native land; -;-

But memories back to us will come
Of glorious days with three

And brighten up the gloomy days
And thus a blessing be.
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Dear Whitworth, good old Whitworth,
They future will be grand

Because thy builder chose the rock
To build on—not the sand;

So on we push and on we strive
To reach thy builder’s goal

Ot service to our fellowman
And honor for our soul.
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@he Barder Land of Sanity

Marguerite Skibeness,

A big frontiersman strode into Fort Le Farge. e was the type of man a
person instinetively admires, and instincetively attaches to the frontier. Iis
eves were shining and his face alight with burning fire that spelled hope. Ie
greeted the chief of the Indian traders unroariously,— “Jason, it's come! They
don’t say whether 1 can have it or not, but they’ve asked me to come right
away.”’

ITe made a few quick turns about the small room, walking as a person
walks when he is fired by uncertainty and impatience. Finally, he stopped
short in front of the trader. and laying his hand upon the broad shoulder of
the old man with an affectionate jesture he said, “*Jason, you’'ve been a father
to Mary and me since we came to make onr home in God’s country, and you've
heen a grandfather to our child. You’re the only person who knows what it
will mean to me to have the Hudson post put in my charge. It’s the chance
we've been looking for all these years, and now, thank God, it’s come. You've
done so many favors for me in the past year I hate to ask another of you, but’’
—he hesitated a moment as if awaiting the old man’s approval— " will you
take care of Mary and Dot until I come back? I suppose I really have nothing
to fear. but you know Jacques, and you heard his threat. You're the only one
I can trust them to in the face of that. They tell me he left the country. but
I can’t believe it. e hated too deeply.”

‘Son, I know he hated deeply. I have been watching for his return. Now
that the catches in the traps are so good he may return. However, there’s
always the possibility that he may not. But don’t let it keep you from your
trip to the Hudson Bay post. You won’t be long, and nothing will give me
greater pleasure than to care for Mary and the baby during your stay.’’

With this assurance the young man left. His hopeful eyes and hopeful
steps carried him far from the fort into the country where lay his future, and
with him went three hearts from Fort Le Farge.

Du Quesne’s saloon was c¢rowded with leering, cursing men, The past
winter had given them more furs than ever before, and as was their custom,
they had gathered here to trade furs and to mingle with their countrymen in
the way they most preferred—over the wine glass. This year, however, things
didn’t seem the same at Du Quesne’s. Du Quense himself didn’t understand
it, and didn’t know how to change it. Ile dimly realized that the disturbance
was caused by a party of interior Indians that had arrived that day, accom-
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panied by one, Jacques Bellaux, but having nothing to fear from him, he
wisely left him alone. p

Like true sons of the untrodden country, they missed the face of young ,‘.
m 5% 5 ¥ 0 é . 5 as B !
Turner, and a kindly old trapper made haste to inquire: **Oh, Jules, where’s g
the young'un?’’
““Gone to Fort Drake. IHudson Bay called him. Guess he’s goin’ to stay.”’ +

“Family goin’ too?”’ X
“IHe’s comin’ back for ’em.”’ .;.

““Good luck to the young’un. Iudson Bay picked a winner,” *
So interested were the old trappers in their many conjectures and good &

wishes for the ““young’un’ that they did not notice the sudden departure of
Jacques Bellaux, nor before that had they noticed the evil gleams in his eyes. -}-

After leaving the saloon, Jacques followed the trail to the Turner cabin.
From a distance he heard the singing of Mary Turner and before he reached *
the cabin the heart in him, hardened as it was by evil ways, almost failed him. 't'
He cursed himself for turning baby and stealthily approached the cabin, 1'

'
i

He knocked once. He knocked twice. Then the happy singing ceased
and Mary opened the door. Iler face held nothing of fear. She had never
heard of Jacques.
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““Good day, madame. ['m the new doctor, and they tell me you have a
sick baby.”

<o,

)

N 7

‘Oh, what a funny mistake. Baby is just as well and happy as can be, but

)
W

since you came this far on a worthless errand, won’t you come in?”’ Mary #
was too happy to note or wonder at the alacrity with which he entered her

"

7

cabin. oA

““Please let me give you something to eat. 1’ve so many nice things fixed. ’f‘
You see, I'm expecting my hushand home soon. Since you're just new, you ?f
don’t know him, but you will soon, because we expect him almost any minute.” ¥

As she talked she was preparing a neat little repast. She turned toward
the cupboard. A shot rang out—a shot quickly muffled by the thick forest.
A figure stole out of the Turner cabin.

ofe-<ofe-
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The “young’un’’ was coming back to get the tamily. The pent-up buoy- &
ancy in him lengthened his steps and drove his snowshoes deeper. Ile came &

"
v

ofe-

within sight of the cabin. He hurried faster. Always within him as he walked

)
‘

a little voice kept saying, ‘“Won’t Mary be ¢lad. Won’t Mary be glad.”” He -x-
tore off his snowshoes and leaped up the steps. With a mad rush he tore open -;-
the door holding out his arms to receive his wife and child. No one came to ‘1'
him; dumbly he stared around, his eyes, long accustomed to the glare of the 4‘
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'i' snow, making out no objects. Ilearing his c¢hild’s ery, he strode toward her, *
4 stumbling over the body of his wife. Ile became as one erazed. e shook *
’t' her, spoke to her, but only the ¢rying of his child answered him. -X-
't' e threw open the door, stumbled down the path to the fort. lle met old .1.
: friends, but knew them not. At last he came to the trader’s cabin. e tore &
P open the door. He was wild-eyed. A pistol gleamed in his hand. Ie shook 4
: the astonished old man roughly by the shoulders. “*Where is he? Where is ’I-
4- he, I say?’’ %
* “Why, son, what’s the matter? Tell me, and T will help.” *®
't‘ “Ielp! You can say that now. You let him get her. Oh, Jason, Jacques *
% Bellaux killed Mary!” *
4 The old man staggered, but regained composure instantly. Ilis face be- *
4 came determined; he seemed years older. *
'i‘ ““Son, I’'ve never committed murder. It’s my fault he got her. By heaven, *
* [ swear it! Tonight he shall die!”” The old man went out into the night alone. &
+ i
P *
S y *
¥ ¥
4 . " B
¥ Springtime :
+ Kenneth Damon. $
.#. 52
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When the green on field and hillside
Clothes the earth in garments new;

When the swallows bring the springtime,
Then love wakes up anew.

3 e

When the breeze blows soft and balmy,
When the sky is deepest blue;

When the fields are decked with violets,
My love is all for you.
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When the birds their mates are c¢hoosing,
And their nests are building too;
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* Then the days have come for courting,— ¥
;i- "I'is then that sweethearts woo. ’?'
't' When the summer brings the roses, 4
Then my dreams will all come true; *

For the girl T wooed in springtime,
Has grown to love me, too!
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One nof Many

Marguerite Skibeness.

I was travelling through Italy one summer on a tourist trip. and had
stopped at the little village of Cramea on the Austrian border. [ had one
hobby on these little trips of mine, that if possible I always gratified, and
that was to talk to the village p#iests, and get them to tell me of their experi-
ences. Those old friends and councellors of the people could tell the most
interesting and human stories of any one I knew, and I was always a ready
and cager listener. It was at this little village that 1 heard the story which
appealed to me more than did any of the others, and 1 will try to tell it to
you as it was told to me. The old priest was sitting out in his garden with
me near him, and looking up into the wonderful and mystic mountains, a
thoughtful and sad expression came over his face, and he began thus:

1 have been the priest in this village for many years, and I have seen
many strange sights. Sometimes they were eladsome sights, and sometimes
they were so terrible that even 1, an old man, could scarcely stand to bear my
life in the fact of them. The one I am about to relate to you is awful only in
the sense that it leaves a mother’s heart torn and bleeding.

“It happened during one of the many uprisings against Austria, and the
people of Italy were so tired and weary of the heavy hand of tyrannical
Austria that they were willing to do and give their all against her. It was
on a bright sunny day the last of June, I remember it well, and a young
captain had his men drawn up in the plaza. They were all young men from
Sicily. and a fine sight they were, too. The people of Sicily are all fine, strong
people.  Perhaps the island air makes it thus.  Well, some of the young men
were so very young, that in a few cases, their mothers had accompanied them
north. One of these mothers was one of the most noble women I have ever
met.  She came to me often for counsel, and 1t was to me she came after the
tragedy that wrecked her life, and sent her back home a broken woman. She
had one of the finest young men in the regiment; a true son of a noble woman.
He was noted all over Italy for his deeds of valor.

“We were all standing watehing them, wondering what they would do_
hecause we knew in such a time, this was no ordinary parade. All at once,
the captain said something that turned the sun black for us all: **Who will go
into the Austrian line?’””  We stood spell-bound, waiting for the answer, he-
cause, of course, we all knew there would be one, as well as we knew from
whom it would come. Iis answer, ‘T will go,”” came c¢lear and firm, and even
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while we rejoiced in it, a sense of forboding fell over us. I glanced at his 4
mother, but only a dead paleness of cheek told what her feelings must be.” &
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Here the old man stopped speaking, and I thought for a minute that he %
had frogotten me, but after a few minutes, still with his eyes on the distant 't‘
mountains, he resumed his story. *

-;- “Well, in a few hours, he went, We knew nothing of what he was to do, 3
:; or where he was to go. All we could do was to wait and pray for his safe 3¢
and successful return, because we all knew what the penalty would be if he *

were unsuccessful. e

'
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1 ofe-

““No word came from him for a few days, and when we next heard of
him, he was in a prison in an Austrian town just across the border from Italy.

"
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% His attempt at spying had been unsuccessful, and he had been placed in 'l-
:i- prison to await the fatal sunrise. -;'
3 ““The whole village was sorrow stricken at the news, but there was noth- *
3 ing we could do. We seemed to shun the poor mother, because instinctively %
:;: we dreaded to look in her face, but I knew that sooner or later she would .t‘
.i: come to me for advice, so I braced myself for the ordeal, and when the knock %
4 came, I was prepared. 2
,, “‘She came in looking at me with a look in her eyes I shall never forget. ':
¥ Such a look I had never seen before, nor have I ever seen it afterwards. She .t.
¥ didn’t break down as I had expected she would. Instead, she just looked .;.
:t- and looked, and finally said, ‘‘Oh, Father, they bring word that my son is a :;-
K coward! I cannot feel too heart broken because of the death, hecause he dies .;-
I in noble service, but Father, Father, I can’t let him die with that fear on his :ﬁ:
3 soul!”’ ¥
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‘I knew not what to tell her, and the only counsel I could give was to
appeal to his fortitude as a brave man and a true son of Italy. This seemed
the best advice to her, so she left me, saying she would depart at once for the
town in which her son was held.
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“Well, the next I heard about the sad little tragedy, was when the woman
came to me the next day for confession. During the few hours that had inter-
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»: vened between the time of her departure for Austria, and the moment when
z she appeared in my garden, she seemed to have become an aged woman. Her :x-
3 form had lost its noble bearing, and her hair was as white as the snow on
4‘ vonder mountains. Despite the change that had come over her, there was a :3‘
o look of triumph in her eyes that even yet I cannot understand. She came
I slowly toward me. I longed to speak to her, but I had suddenly become ji'

Ay,
i

dumb. She was the first to break the silence; ‘‘Father, can I be forgiven? I

)
i

PR e

RS i s s SRl e i R L SRR R R R RS s AR T SR RS S R A S R S
'[twnty-fom’

2 2 R




%
V

TR s

e

e

R

'
i

]
i

j*;

"
'

e

.
0

g i 7

]
«

(%
«

T i

-

-ofe-

]
'

ol

i

"
i

<ol

'
‘

oo

i

]
=

ofe- -

'
‘

oge-

1}
B}

s

Sooriofe!

[}
‘

Bt

'
i

oo

.

~iefe iz

] '
7 ‘

[}
S

~ofe-

oo

e

e

]
i

~ofe-

'
v

-

e

ofeciooges)

]
0

oo

told him a lie, but’’—and her head went up with a jerk that seemed to re-
store it to its former proud poise,— "he died as he lived, my noble son, and a
true soldier of Italy. 1 could hardly bear to do it. It tore my soul, but he
was afraid! I found him lying there, afraid to die, and despised by the
Austrians. 1 told him the shots would be false. What else could T do? Oh,

Father, Father, speak to me!”’

“The broken woman fell in a swoon, and my benumbed senses seemed to
return to me long enough to care for her. So overwhelmed was I hy her story
that T worked like one in a dream.

““When she recovered, I assured her as best I could, that her sin would
be forgiven, and soon she left me to remain in the village but a a few days
before her departure for Sicily.”’

““I have heard nothing from her since she arrived home, but her sad, sad
story will remain in my memory always.

“I could tell you many such stories,—stories of bravery and fortitude
unparalleled, but I think this has been enough for one day, has it not?”’

He smiled sadly, and thus ended another story. but one not easily for-
gotten.

o
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The @lose nf Bay

Kenneth Damon.

O, the quiet that comes when the day’s work is done,
When shadows grow long and twilight draws on;
When the gold of the sunset is faded and gone,
And starlight and dreams descend,
When the cares of the day have stolen away
To the caves where they belong,
And the quiet and beauty which reigns over all
Is sweet as a perfect song.
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Life
Wm. G. Wilson,

It was cool and calm and quiet. The flowers, the trees, the grass, the
hirds,—everything seemed to be recovering from the hot, smothering rays of

the August sun. The limp leaves of the ancient oaks and maples, fanned by

the refreshing evening breeze, whispered to each other their joy. The holly-
hocks in their corner by the porch resumed thier proud and stately bearing.
The happy birds began their evening concert. And the fireflies, the twinkling
stars of the forest, flickered in and out, up and down, among the trees.
Singly and in groups, laughing and chatting, the happy, care-free guests ar-
rived. Jokes and jests, jolly langhter and merry songs filled the air. Under
a majestic oak, Jacob sought the swift and subtle Ruth. The cat and mouse
played together and the handkerchief was dropped and found. Ice cream
ranished like snow in June and the pink lemonade flowed like water. The
music of the shouts and laughter ‘‘arose with its voluptuous swell and all
went merry as the marriage bell’””.  Soon the fireflies vanished. The stars
shone overhead. The happy volces scattered one by one and the revelry was

over.

The day’s work was over. The men had come in hot, dusty and tired.
All day the wind had been blowing into their faces the sand, heated burning
hot by the August sun. Their eyes, their hair, their clothes had been filled
with it. Even the horses had not escaped. The large, black Percherons had
come in dripping with sweat and like great, moving mound of grayish sand.
Now they were resting in the corral and enjoying the cool evening breeze.
The tired men were stretched out on the lawn before the bunk house, some
sleeping, some reading, all resting. Kven the foreman’s dog lay there and
lolled its tongue. KFrom the beloved guitar of the truck driver floated the

Soon the Norwegian gardener added the
. Soon the N g gard lded ti

strains of ‘‘Iome, Sweet Home’’ .
music of his accordion and together they played “**Way Down Upon the
Swanee River’”’. On and on they played. One by one the men laid aside their
papers and, listening to the music, fell asleep. Finally the musice faltered,
broke, and ceased; and the day was done.

Twenty-six
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'l‘ ; “WE LOVE TO GET UP EARLY IN THE MORNING.”” ’i:
+ o @ ¥
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My ! How ecasy it is to get up early in the morning to get ready tor school;
how enjoyable and pleasant it is to arise before dawn on frosty mornings, to
dress, to study, and otherwise prepare every morning for one hundred and
eighty days out of the year. How breathlessly we await the time when we

,.,
+ )
<ofe- -

]
V

l
v

oo fec =

)
v

4' face out instructors unprepared; feeling like nervous wrecks, whose hearts 4
i have dropped into some bottomless pit, and whose brains refuse to yield one -;-
* intelligent idea.
b ) b7ke
:t: Irony? No, merely a reversed statement of a normal student’s first *
-t- waking thought any school morning in the year. Completely reversed, indeed, %
%  for in reality these normal students awaken with a start and a groan. A few *

<47
7z

'
i

half-sensible ideas begin to formulate and stagger about until they form some
such thought as this, ‘‘Must be about three o’clock—so dark-—no school to-
day anyway.” Then with that misleading but comfortable thought stored
away, off they go to the dream-world again, to waken some seemingly hours,
but in reality, few minutes later with a start and a profusion of blinks. This
time without any preliminaries a new idea, doubtless never thought of by any

1
1
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i i 2N
ofelcoferi

'
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i

*,

]
0

I . , ) 4 +
+ mortal before, dawns upon the sleepy student, ‘“‘That ‘math’ lesson; and it’s 3¢
* , ] ; 3

]
'

X
el

only Wednesday,—two more mornings yet this week. What’s the use of

el

school anyway?”’

By this time they are out of bed and in a few hurried minutes, out of the
house and on their way to school. 1t doesn’t seem half so bad to go to school
now as it did when they first got up, though perhaps it’s the fresh air and
the thought of seeing all the others again that makes it seem more worth

]
i

]
4

ooz e

%

.

o
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¥ while, J. B. *
:t' 0 = %
* | THAT 9:40 JOY. | x
* o] @
: The great joy of the 9:40 ““math’ class is known only to the privileged .¥I
-i- few who chance to belong to it. The feeling attendant upon the English in- 4
4' structor’s ‘“That is all for today’’ is one of encouragement and, at the same .;:
4‘ time, one of dismay. The knowledge that my theme has been accepted (by the -t-
oo 21 o oo oo oo oo e afet oo Cafe oo o o Cofe o afe afe e e oo o Lo oot oo el e e e oo oo o o o 51
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instructor) and has withstood, partially at least, the instructor’s eritical gaze
—the red ink treatment being reserved until later—leads me to believe T can
survive the ““math’’ elass. Ah! if this feeling would only last. But fate has
decreed that it shall not. On the way out of the class room, someone is sure
to ask ““What’s the lesson?”

““The lesson,”” that term brings me back to a realization of what is in
store for me. No one, having once seen them from the student’s chair, will
ever forget the complex forms that x, y, and z can assume when skillfully
juggled by the ‘“math prof.”” But on one thing at least, ‘*‘Prof’” and T agree,
these terms are unknowns. Yes, to the mathematies class, too many terms
are unknowns: quadratics, determinants, permutations, combinations, ex-
ponents, disecriminants. The list is endless. And T fear that the probability
of many of us knowing ‘“‘math’’, is very low; for me, about one to a thou-
sand. It seems much lower after class commences. But soon my feelings
of dispair change to a longing for revenge. Therefore, to surprise that skillful
juggler of letters I begin to juggle them. From that on, things grow rapidly
worse. The one proposition that I always prove conclusively is that the num-
ber of unknown quantities in my store of algebra exceeds the number of
known quantities. The negative joy produced by my successful proof is
finally, however, changed to positive joy by the noisy interruption of the
class bell. After that, the ‘““math’ class is but a memory, a memory of my
inability, of my inferiority and also of my professor’s mastery of that science.
And so, more than ever, I determine to acquire that ability and skill of

manipulating knowns and unknowns in which he excells. WG W
o]
; THE COLLEGE PRIDE. ‘
A i

Among our college sensations is numbered an animated youth with slight,
round-shouldered figure, disheveled hair, and mischievous face, who is always
capering about the gayest group of students. Ie always announces his pres-
ence with a loud jest or word, and oftentimes with such a howl that it echoes
and re-echoes throughout the halls. This young man, evidently not akin to
be serious, has a jesting, contradictory answer to every question. e rarely
permits soberness to interfere with his composure. His actions, amply sup-
ported by his rare ability for accumulating feminine rings, emphasizes his
fickleness. One moment he is talking to one pleasing damsel, and the very
next moment he is walking off with still another. Indeed, two maidens are
not his limit, but he has actually entertained a half dozen with meaningless
smiles, accompanied with some of his jumping-jack performances. The knowl-
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‘t‘ edge thus gained about womankind is fully expressed by him when he ad- *
'*‘ dresses the assembly. Ilis evident opinion is that women should always be +
* talking, for he is constantly clamoring for the verbal opinion of the suf- ,;,
:gf fragettes. In nearly every instance, he bursts into laughter at the expression *
: of his own opinions, and inevitably looks around for approval from one of the *
+ many comely maidens. T. B 91, :
ENGLISH 1. T *
o] +

e
-

'
i

*.
A

How to write an English theme, is one of the first problems that confronts
the college Freshman. The Knglish instructor informs my class that a 250-

'
v

ot
e

* word nature essay must be written and handed in at tomorrow’s recitation. &
: Now troubles begin. What shall I write about? 1 inspect the erevices of my 4
* mind for a possible subject. **To my Lady’s Eyebrow.” No, that won't do. -x-
—1- “*Feminine Beauty.”” No, worse still, I don’t know anything about that. After %

"
4

e

rumaging around for some time and turning up various useful and useless

[}
O

b

% ideas, I finally decide that I will write on ““Canine Expression.”” Then I go j‘
,‘; and visit my neighbors and carefully examine the facial expression of my ’;‘
,*: canine friends. I find several beautiful brunette complexions which are very %
4 sugeestive for a theme. Now I am ready for the first draft. Then I write my %
4. very humble theme and test it by all the laws of unity, coherence and em- '1'
.t. phasis. [ am sure it will do if critical eyes do not examine it too closely. 4'
.;. After working for several long and tedious hours, I conclude my theme is real *
% literature. Therefore I write a dignified final draft and will hand it to the *
.t. English instructor at the close of the recitation tomorrow morning. When I 'k
:f hand it in, it is real literature; when I get it back, it will be real art. :

P. W,

Iodo-ioe-
ool

+ 0 & ¥
i | ENGLISIT 1. | *
¥ i
¥ L R — —m ®
o The short, but elastic word, English, coupled with the Roman numeral I,

* is inevitably the synonym for themes, themes, and more themes. We are 4
L) o : ; . . s #H
-L- privileged to write them on any subject, and develop them in any favorite 4
;*: way ; that is, if we happen to have any preference. Generally the favorite &
5 way is,—not to write them at all, but usually after many minutes of hard

-
R i 7

)

thinking we manage to compose a little bit of everything into one definite
thing. The result is, to us at least, a highly finished product, fit to be pub-
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lished in any magazine or book in the country, and something we can be

proud of hearing read in class.

The next morning the theme is read in class, and our self-esteem falls
several points after listening to the merciless eriticisms of the class. Parts that
we considered quite clever and original were evidently far out of place, and
much more in place when omitted altogether; the beginning made these severe
ceritics expect more than they thought they got from the reading; the end was
too far from the subject to be effective, and so on until our precious compo-
siton is literally ‘‘shot to pieces.”” Our spirits rise, however, when the in-
structor announces that another theme will be expected for tomorrow. Im-
mediately we begin to wonder what we will write about, and so the eyele goes
on, day after day.

Although we may grumble and groan about writing these themes, we have
to admit that our capable instructor has as many, if not more, difficulties in
teaching us how and what to write, and she probably emits as many groans
as we do over the results of our efforts. We must also admit, we have always
realized that it is for our own development that we are required to write
themes, and not because the teacher wishes to make life miserable for us, even
though it often looks that way; so may we always have themes, themes, and

more themes. J B
3 e
L ENGLISH 1. |
0] O]

Remember Englishl? Certainly, I remember English I. It was the first
English course I took when I went to Whitworth. It was a composition coulss,
one of those courses in which one had to hand in two themes a week to be
read in class and then picked to pieces to see if every word was properly
chosen and correctly used. And, ‘‘believe me,”” in that class we heard all
kinds of themes on all kinds of subjects. We had everything from a discourse
on the habits and personality of a bantam rooster and a rhapsody on music,
to a serious discourse on some theological topic. And such criticisms as we
would make. Even now, I can hear one of the girls—for the class was mostly
girls—repeat the customary words; ‘I think that it is very good. The interest
is maintained and the words are well chosen. It shows considerable thought.”’
I should hate to say how many times I’ve heard those words, or words very
much like them.

The teacher, did you say? Let me think. Oh, yes, a certain Miss Lock-
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'!' wood. I tell you, she was the eighth wonder of the world when it came to *
'!' work, that is to getting the work out of the students. The way we had to *
't‘ read models and write themes was a crime.  But it was a joy to get a theme ;*_
’t‘ back. After she was through with'it, it was a work of art. Red ink was cheap ,;_
't‘ in those days. But after all, we learned lots about writing in that course. .;;
x When we were through, any of us could produce a theme that would take an
'!' A grade from the most severe eritic.  We certainly had towork, but it was .i.
:t' not all work. Several other themes had to be read for every one of mine. :i:
't' that was read. That was some consolation, anyway. I tell you, that English T .;.
+ course was a long way from being the poorest course that I ever took. 1’1] -;-
+ never forget it. It will always be a “*joy forever.” -;-

W. G. W.
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: | COLLEGE LIBRARIANS. | p
N R
" - 3
’l' I conceed but two points in which the college man surpasses the college _*;
+ woman : The first is ““math,” and for this I give all the admiration and respect ;*.
'1' that 1 am capable of giving. The second case of excellency is merely a mat- :,.
+ ter of tremendous good fortune. It is no compliment to his superior intellect ,;.
"' or to his ability at concentration. The girl might reach supremacy in “‘math”, .j.
'i' but the sole thing that she has desired and not attained is forever beyond .;.
: her attainment; it is the gentle art of managing a eollege library. -i:
,,, To define a ‘‘college librarian’ I would say that she (for it is invariably '1'
;*; a ‘“‘she’) 1is a person who never deigns to notice one unless to give bad news "'
.i. or to make unpleasant requests, and who is forever appearing at one’s elbow T
.t. at the least opportune time. This is my definition. The masculine idea on ®
&  the subject would prabably be—an easy mark who overlooks unnecessary *
+ little noises and over-long chats, all for a smile or a kind word. ‘A smile”’, I

)
v

““a kind word’’;—herein lies the gentle art. But sad as it is, the acquiring
of it is beyond the grasp of the girl. A manly smile, a kind word from shaven

o

]
i

1ok
P

)
.

lips, is necessary to charm the dreaded creature.

age:

[}
i

a2

Why a college librarian reserves such an unpleasant and quite uncalled-
for glare for the girl I cannot understand. IHowever, the ‘‘sweet young thing”’

o
e

NE prefers the glare to the choking sensation that she experiences when unex-
) B o . * Zis
4. pectedly she feels the awful presence at her side. IHow many an innocent &
P group of chatterers has been dispersed merely by the librarian’s glance, and %

.
0

how many another has fled precipitously at the sound of her step! The ahso-
lute dreadfulness of the accompanying sensations does not wear away, even
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with time, nor does occasion for them diminish. The girl graduate tabulating
her conquests of the last four years has never yet been known to credit her-
self with the victory when it ecame to the gentle art of managing a college
librarian. ‘

One does not blame the librarian, usually a little past the last milestone
of youth, for favoring the gentleman. But why does she play ‘‘joy killer’” in
the life of the college girl? G R

0]
A MEMBER OF THE WHITWORTII FACULTY. E
|
=

88

I well remember the first time I saw the Doctor. Ile was walking along
the paved road to the car-line. His coattails flapped in the wind, his hat
was tilted back, yet jammed securely down so that it wouldn’t blow away. In
his hand was a well-worn alligator-grip, that told only too palinly of its long
use and many travels. The old gentleman’s smiling eyes beamed over the
rims of his enormous glasses, while his lips formed a happy smile that broad-
ened until it lost itself in his sandy-gray side-burns.

The next time I saw the Doctor he was seated ‘at his desk in the history
room. ‘‘Good morning,” said he, ‘‘you are early.”” The same cheery smile of
greeting passed over his countenance and something in his personality drew
me to a close sympathy with and a great admiration for him. Some think
that he is a little old-fashioned. Possibly that is true, but he has a youthful
heart. Ile always manifests a definite and kindly interest in his students. He
is never overwrought, never ‘‘tongue-lashes’’, never loses his calm, congenial
dignity. ‘‘Too easy’’, you say? That may be, but his students love him and
respect him. He is a scholarly, gentlemanly man who knows and understands,
and has a vital sympathy with the student, who is groping his way in the
darkness for the light of knowledge. W. N. B.

The kindly old professor was seated at his table in the quiet recitation room.
His scanty hair was very grey, as were the whiskers that grew down the
sides of his face, lined with the wrinkles of four score years; grey also, were
the familiar suit and gaiters which completed the picture of the elderly and
scholarly gentleman. But in spite of his age he appeared strong and healthy,
watching with deep interest the turmoil of the world. Now he sat with tor-
toise-rimmed spectacles clasped loosely on his nose as he glanced over the
lesson assigned to his first-hour class. When his students file slowly into
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the room he looks up over his spectacles to smile a cheerful *‘good morning”’
to each one. Then slowly, but surely, he goes through each recitation, ques-
tioning wisely, patiently, waiting for hesitating answers, and ever stopping
to explain difficult points. Ile often leads the assembly in prayer. at chapel;
in a deep and reverent voice he asks that heavenly guidance and help be
given to each one. Ile is well loved, for his generous heart is full of under-

standing and sympathy for every one.
; = vl ] : J. B, June 21.

m‘gf e e A = —
| A SPRING DAY AT WIITWORTH

=
B—08

The warm sun sent his smiling rays down on the world.  All nature bright-
ened before his caresses. The dry necedles scurried across the new green of
the campus before the stir of the spring wind. Groups of students saun-
tered about enjoying the freedom of the first warm. pleasant days. The
bus coughed up to the front door of the main building, Shouting and laugh-
ing boys and girls tumbled out of the doors. Professor Scott, tall, stately
and dignified, followed leisurely. The college pests, Damon and Roberts,
wildly erying, ‘I love you,”” chased after two fleeing “‘prep’’ girls, who
took refuge in the presence of the dean of women. The slaves of English II.
waited outside the eclass room door, speaking in short, worried whispers.
The first bell sounded through the buildings. A rush for class rooms fol-
lowed. The “‘grind’” was on. Outside a robin hopped lazily across the road,
perked his head wisely to one side and then chattered away to the top of

a pine. W. N. B.
o - —a
REMINISCENCES. ’

@ @

”

“Yes, Whitworth was a great place that year.” When college men meet
again in the halls of their Alma Mater, old times and old scenes come back
and they live life over again. ‘‘No, I don’t remember much about the faec-
ulty. With one or two exceptions, I've forgotten even their names. I know.
though, that we had a new president that year. He came about the middle
of the term. But the dean is the one I remember best. Hewitt was his name.
‘Prof Hewitt’, we all called him. I wasn’t in any of his classes—he taught
physics and chemistry—but I worked in the botany ‘lab’ right next to the
chem lab’, and often I would hear the laughter in there. When I was work-
ing hard, it made me ‘sore’ to even hear the good time that I was missing.
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't‘ IHe wasn’t a driver, but he appreciated good work. IHe believed that there *
'l‘ was time for both work and fun. Then too, as dean, he signed our excuses *
'i‘ when he were absent. And some of them were merely excuses, not the real ,*,
't‘ reason for the absence, merely a ‘bluff’. And his expression when he signed ,i;
’t' some of them seemed to say ‘Yes, | remember my college days.” Sometimes
’tf he would come to Y. M. meetings—he atended oftener than any other ‘Prof’ -l-
. —and when he came, he always had something ¢ood to say. Ile could tell one -I-
-i' of his faults and not preach, either. TIle played in the band, too. I can see him .;.
¥ now marching and carrying the big, forty-five pound tuba, And he was always &
'*‘ there. The band could depend on *Prof’. Ile was always on the job. I guess :;.

S
e

that that is why I remember him better than the others.” WG W,

¥ @ %
'? THE CALL OF SPRING +
foe— - S —a g
i “In the spring a young man’s faney lightly turns to thoughts of love.” *
;; The warmth of the spring sunshine melts cold hearts, while the breezes bear 'i'
.;. love’s old, sweet songs on their wings. Like all nature, Whitworth campus i
.i. answers to the lure of spring. On balmy afternoons may be seen couples sit- -
-x; ting on the lawn apparently engrossed in books. Through the trees may be -
-t- seen forlorn war-bereft maidens wandering disconsolately about, thinking :&.
4 of the time when they were similarly occupied. All humanity feels the ==
'ij wistful spell of spring. Truly love is in the air. The sweet melodies of the ¥
'*‘ ukelele may be heard in the distance, adding to the charm of spring. Through ;x:
‘1' the quiet langor of the late afternoon may be heard the twittering of the -i~
ji‘ birds to their mates. The lingering setting sun seems to caress all nature. _,;
’*‘ Among the lengthening shadows the young people still wander, filled with ,;.
ftf the love and beauty of spring. 1L M ,;,
* ¥
! m 2 ¥
+ WOMAN’S EYES 3

'
i

4
@
J
|
|
|
ot
*

B . 2
:&: Woman’s eyes! woman’s eyes! %
s Here’s to the light that in them lies! £
x Timid eyes? Bashful eyes? *

]
v

e
R

Eyes that grow big with feigned surprise !
Dreamy eyes? Summer skies?

-

% Here’s to the love that in them lies!
% Wistful sighs? Oh, so wise! i
L Ny

% Iere’s to her eyes of lies! 'i'
* —With Apologies to the Author. '!'
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Whitworth Items

8

DR. BATES

With the arrival of the second semester came Whitworth's new president.
(Dr. B. Scott Bates came to the college from the Knox Preshyterian church
of St. Paul, Minn., after a pastorate of several years. President Bates is a
man of calm, quiet personality, with whow those who are anxious for the
future of Whitworth may place their interests with confidence.

The coming of the new president has brought no radical changes. This does
not mean that he has had no effeet on Whitworth, 1lis work to the present
day has brought perceptible results and bids fair to bring greater results as
time goes on. Ilis attitude toward the school, that of being a helping and
guiding hand, is especially appreciated by the students.

President Bates brings with him a wife and two children, Dorothy and
Richard. Mrs. Bates is doing all that she can to add to the student life and
has found her place with President Bates in the more glorious Whitworth that
is to come.

Thirty-stx
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Cap and Gown day, the “*coming out’ day of the Seniors, the day that

oo

'
.

fulfills the traditional idea of the formality of college, occurred on Kriday,

Feb. 15, The regular chapel hour found the faculty, students and friends

'
3%

of the college assembled in the chapel.

The Seniors, in caps and gowns, were escorted into chapel by the Juniors.

B D R R R

The usual program of class ‘‘take-offs’” was cleverly worked out. The

'
V

Sohpomores conducted a f;wulty meeting, finding nothing good whatsoever

L S R S i

)
i

c\ofe- oo

)
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in the Freshman Class, while the Freshmen brought forth all the horrible

]
{5
.
i

past of the members of the Suplmm()rv (‘lass. The Juniors presented three

oo

'
'
'
i

scenes from the lives of the members of the Senior Class, depicting the child-

o

)
v
'
i

R N 7 e

hood, the present and the future attainments of cach member.

'

On the conclusion of the program in the chapel the Seniors and Juniors

i

g

lead the procession to the parlor of the Men’s Dormitory, where the key cere-

[}
i
1
i

28 7
* mony was performed. President Bates opened the ceremony with a few %
't' words of congratulation and advice to the Seniors. The president of the ¥

ooz

'
O
'
i

class of 1918 presented the key, which unlocks the way to a successful Senior-

ol

hood through the halls of Whitworth college, to the president of the class

1
i
]
[

of 1919. Representatives of the Sophomore and Freshman classes, the

[}
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Preparatory Department and the alumni extended their congratulations.
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The Juniors and Seniors enjoyed lunchieon together. In the evening the

N AN 7

]
i
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Seniors were entertained by the Juniors at a prettily arranged ‘‘cobweb’’

:i: Valentine party. 'l:
+ *
% *
* *
* +
% %
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Chapel Speakers

MISS LOCKWOOD

Miss Lockwood, who came to Whitworth this year as head of the English
department, was introduced to the student body in September, when she spoke
on the topie, ‘‘Rupert Brooke,”” bringing attention to the late poet, who has
heen the eynosure of so many eyes. The speech was one that has centered
interest on the literature of the present day.

PROFESSOR SCOTT

In October Professor Ralph W. Scott, who came to Whitworth from Europe.
where he had been making excavations in Greece and doing other arch-
aeological worlk, related some of his experiences. Ile sailed for Europe just
after the Furopean war started. The ship on which he sailed was torpedoed
in mid-ocean. Nearly every passenger, however, was saved, and he, with the
others, was carried back to New York on the vessel that rescued them. IHere
he sailed again, and after being thought to be a spy, being interned, escaping
by the judicious use of money, and nearly being wrecked again in the Medi-
terranean sea, he finally arrived in Greece without mishap, to lead an ex-
citing life there. The story of his experiences until he again arrived in this
country in August, 1917, scem more like a novel than real life.

MR. FUNKHAUSER

On Nov. 13 Mr. Funkhauser, who has been private secretary to one of
Washington’s congressmen, spoke on ‘‘How a Bill Goes Through Congress.”

MR. GREENWOOD

On Tuesday, Nov. 20, Mr. Greenwood, cashier of the Old National Bank,
spoke at chapel on ‘‘Banking’. 1Ilis subject, though seemingly dull, was
presented in such a manner as to hold the attention of every student during
the time he was speaking

Banking, he presented in its simple form. Using the phases of banking, we
see in every-day life, Mr. Greenwood showed how they are parts of the great
system—the teller, the bookkeeper, the statement clerk, the clearing house,
which are units of the modern bank. In closing he explained the complexities
of banking methods so carefully that they appeared quite simple, and answered
many questions for the students.
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MISS COULTER

On Friday, Nov. 29, Miss Grace Coulter, as representative of the Depart-
ment of Agriculture, spoke on ““Food Conservation.”” The need of food con-
servation as a war measure, what we can do to help and how we can bhest
win the war by saving food were all presented in a thorough manner by
Miss Coulter.

DR. DIVINE

On Deec. 21 the Bible classes of the college were given an illustrated lec-
ture on the life of Christ by Dr. Divine, who has charge of the religious in-
struction of the college. The beautiful scenes which were shown, together
with the ample explanation they received from Dr. Divine, made Christ more
real to every person in attendance.

MR. DURITAM

One day in January Mr. Durham, a pioneer of Spokane and an authority
on the history of the Spokane country., gave to the assembly an outline of
the settlement of this district.

““The first settlement near Spokane was made in 1811 by British fur traders
at the mouth of the Little Spokane river, a point about five miles from Whit-
worth. The Americans soon established a post within gunshot of the British
settlement. The country at this time was in continual dispute, but never-
theless harmony remained between the two rival trading posts.

““The coming of the missionaries marks the next epoch in the history. Whit-
man was the most noted missionary, and he came in 1836. The missionaries
were soon followed by the gold hunters who invaded the Coeur d’Alenes, and
the gold hunters were followed by the stockmen. Soon permanent settlers
came to till the soil, and from that day on the history of the Spokane country
has been one of expansion.”’

MR. HOAG

Mr. C. C. Hoag, secretary of the IHare Proportional Representative Society,
gave the students a very clear and concise outline of the system of represent-
ative voting he is now supporting. He said:

“‘Representation is essential to democratic government. Our present sys-
tem is very faulty and needs revising. For example, the state of Washington
is divided into 42 distriets. In these districets the majority gets the repre-
sentation. Hundreds of voters have no representation at all. The votes
of these people are simply thrown away. They do not like to vote for those
whom they can, because there is a person they know will poll more votes.
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In this way the best man may be defeated. 1In the election of 1910 450,000
socialist votes gave only one representative, when it should have had twelve;
1,000,000 votes elected no one, because they were too scattered and could not
give a majority. The Indiana election showed the opposite side. Forty-six
per cent of the votes were democrats and elected all thirteen congressmen,
while 136,000 republicans and 127,000 progressives had no representation.
This system can not go on indefinitely.

““The proposed system would throw, say, seven districts together and they
would elect seven representatives. The voters can express a difference in
candidates, such as first choice, second choice, ete. Then the excess votes
for a candidate goes to second choice, and the hopeless votes would go to the
second choice.”’

The talk was well presented and proved of great interest to those inter-
ested in political science.

DR. MORGAN

One of the great privileges the students enjoyed this year was to hear Dr.
Morgan, chaplain at Camp Kearney, San Diego, who for several months lec-
tured in various western states on ‘‘Democracy.”” He said: ‘‘The Allies are
fighting to make the world safe for Democracy, but have we a Democracy
that is safe for the world? Political conditions in our country are far from
being ideally democratic. Over half the wealth of this country is in the
hands of a thousand people. The city governments are not the best. In
dealing with eriminals we punish the eriminal and say ‘Ie will be all right
now, instead of seeking the root of the erime and stamping that out.”

The purpose of Dr. Morgan’s talk was to institute discussion classes in the
College, using as a text the ‘‘Social Principles of Jesus.”” Five groups have
been established and find the work very interesting.

MAYOR FASSETT

On Tuesday, Jan. 29, Mayor Fassett of Spokane addressed the students of
Whitworth on the subjeet, ““City Management.”’

Mayor Fassett said that English Ambassador Bryce in his book, ‘‘The
American Commonwealth,”” has said that American city government is a con-
spicuous failure, Mr. Fassett explained why it has been a failure and how
the modern trend of municipal government is changing the situation.

The first form of city government was based on the federal plan. This
plan is successful for the government of the nation, but is not adapted to
municipal government. It allows a ring of politicians to control the gov-
ernment and a corporation to monopolize the public utilities. Under this
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system the responsibility is divided. It c¢an never be determined who is to *
blame for deficiencies. The mayor refers complaints to the alderman, the +
aldermen to the council, the council back to the mayor. *

"
v

About fifteen years ago several cities, realizing the deficiencies of this +
type of government, instituted a new form, the commission government.
Under this policy the department heads, or commissioners, usually five in

\
70

B

%
)

]
i

: number, are themselves responsible for the conduet of their department. They i
-i- learn what laws are necessary and they have the power to make these laws. 4.
* The legislative and executive branches of the government are united. This -l-
b5 government is much better than the first form, but it has been succeeded in -l-
-i- many cities by a still more perfect type known as the city manager form, -t-
.t. In the city manager form of government the five commissioners are not .i.
-i- administrative officers. They determine the policy, then appoint an expert -i-
+ to do the work. This form seems to be the best that has yet been devised. %
't' Before concluding his address Mayor Fassett made this fact clear: “The

form of government will take care of itself if each individual will show the
te)

proper interest in the government.”” Ambassador Bryce stated in his Yale

lectures that the greatest hindrance to good government is the indolence,

selfishness and partisanship of the individual,
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PROFESSOR SCOTT

In February Professor Scott presented some scenes from Italy which he
has collected. The history and stories he told of the pictures as they were
shown made the morning especially interesting.
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PRIVATE LUXFORD

On Thursday, March 7, Private Fred Luxford of the Canadian army ad-
dressed the assembly of the college. Ile has spent twenty-seven months in
active service in France, being private dispateh rider for General Byng dur-
ing the battle of the Somme.
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Private Luxford explained the feeling of a soldier about to go ‘‘over the

"
1=

[}

i

¥ top.”” Ie said: ‘‘The soldier sees his ‘other self’ standing beside him as a *
+ companion. He fears nothing, sees no reason why he can not live a hundred 't‘
't years yet, but his ‘other self’ shakes with the fear of being afraid. In those ¥
37 few minutes the soldier reviews his entire past. These feelings are of short "'
i duration, for soon he is ‘‘over the top’.”’ i

url!

'
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Private Luxford said: he spiritual life of the soldiers is just as im-
portant as food. If properly guided they will come back men, not ‘hooli-

)

gans’,
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THE CALL FOR 11ELP

As Mr. S. . Krikorian, an Armenian, spoke to the Whitworth assembly he
stirred the students deeply and created a real brotherly love toward those
noble people who have been so bloodily persecuted for their faith in Him
whom we worship in common. Ile said in part:

“If Apostle Paul were to walk today through the trenches of France and
down through northern Italy and revisit the depopulated cities of Asia Minor
and be told of the happenings of the last two years he could not write a
more exact description of the people than he did in the eighth chapter of
Romans, the 31st to 39th verses: ‘For I am persuaded that neither death,
nor life, nor angels, nor principalities, nor powers, nor things present, nor
things to came, nor height, nor depth, nor any other ereature shall be able
to separate us from the love of God, which is in Jesus Christ our Lord.’

“In 1915 proclamations were sent out to all the cities stating that all the
remaining Armenians were to congregate outside of the cities and be prepared
to journey to parts unknown, with lunch baskets an their arms as if on a
picnic. They collected outside the cities, where they were divided into two
groups, one of women and children and the other of men and boys. The
latter were marched off to a lonely place. IHere they were given a chance to
deny their faith in Jesus, and not complying they were hideously tortured,
mutilated and butchered. The women and children were forced to march
hundreds of miles without food or water except what they could get on the
way. Mothers had to leave their dying babies and children along the road-
side. Where groups of ten thousand commenced a journey only one or two
hundred survived. Today these people are starving, and unless aid is given
them before another winter arrives the Armenian race will be extinet.

“Your government has been generous to the Serbians and Belgians, but it
can do nothing to help us because we have no government., These starving
people are looking to the people of the United States as the only people who
can help them. With the help now being given the little ones receive a
small bowl of soup every twenty-four hours. Ten e¢ents a day is needed for
each child, three dollars for a month. Can you not do something for my
people?”’

DR. COAN

One of the most vital and interesting talks ever heard at Whitworth was
the talk given on Armenia by Dr. Coan in March. Dr. Coan is an American
citizen, who has spent forty-seven years in Persia, and who was an eye-
witness of the Armenian massacres of 1897 and 1915,

He gave a message which thrilled his hearers. It was a tale of intrigue,
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of brutal treatment and of heroism such as has never been equalled in the
annals of history, and was delivered in a forceful and interesting manner.
The distrubing element in Armenia is and has been Germany working
through the Turk. The plan was to so arouse the 260,000,000 Mohammedans in
the Far Hast that the present war would become a IToly War. German

propaganda was set at work everywhere. Dr. Coan uoted a conversation
which he overheard in a tea adobe, wherein it was stated that London had
been burned and America completely whipped by the Germans.

The plan for a Holy War failed owing to the refusal of the Shiek of Islam
to order it. The Armenian massacre was ordered and the Turks dared not
refuse. The Armenians were deported, and it was during this deportation
that the most eruel tortures were carried out. IHow 2600 were drowned in
the Black Sea, how the women were stripped and driven naked under the
blistering sun, how the Tigris and Euphrates were dammed by dead bodies,
how 1600 girls committed suicide rather than be sold into slavery, how 2000
gave up their lives rather than reject God—these were but a few of the hor-
rible incidents Dr. Coan related.

There are 2,000,000 Armenians starving there now, and for every person
saved five die. America, he said, is the only nation that can aid, and it is
America’s duty to do it.

DR. GOLDMAN

On Tuesday, March 12, Dr. Goldman, who was for twenty years a Jewish
rabbi in Russia, gave an interesting talk on the existing conditions in that
country. In brief, he said: ‘‘At the outbreak of the revolution in Russia be-
tween 50 and 75 per cent of the Russian population could not read or write.
The peasant vocabulary consists of about 50 words. The reason for this con-
dition is the lack of a public school system. Russian schools are comparable
to penitentiaries. The university life is vastly different from that in America.
There is a 13 or 14 hour school day in Russia, and students are obliged to
stand during study hours. Russia has been conceded to be 1000 years he-
hind Mexico in learning,

““The religious status of Russia is as undemocratic as arve the educational
opportunities. Nicholas Romanoff has heen the god of Russia. His place has
been higher than that of Jesus in the minds of his subjects, even to the extent
that his picture has occupied a place above that of Christ and the Virgin Mary
in the cathedrals of Russia. The practice of persecuting Jews and Christians
has been so common that freedom in religion has been foreign. In 1906 the
Russian government ordered the killing of 25,000,000 Jews, at which time
the speaker’s parents and other relatives were victims.
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