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Dedication

T o Senator R obert A. Booth, 
as a token of our appreciation for his many 
kindnesses to W illamette University, this book 
is dedicated.



F o r e w a r d

We can say but little more than the pages of this book will tell you regarding the life, 
spirit, and patriotism of Willamette and her students.

For the Trustees and President, we hope the book may mean progress;
For the Alumni, we hope the book may recall some pleasant memories of the days when they 

had a part in the things we now enjoy;
For the Senior Class of this year, we hope it will be a help in the years just opening before 

them;
For the Under-class-man, we ask that it may be no other than an inspiration to undertake the 

greater things yet to be done;
For the Reader, who may be outside of our life, we hope it may leave a pleasing and lasting 

impression of Willamette.
We have labored hard. We have met discouragements where we looked for encouragement. 

We have felt our hopes rise when given a kindly word, and lastly, dear reader, we have done the 
best we could.

T h e  E ditors .
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John II. Coleman
T o him , w ho in the vigor of m ature manhood is giving himself for our welfare, strong, fearless 

and tender, we owe an inestimable homage, for a broader outlook, nobler aspirations, and deeper 
convictions.

Our President,—a man whose life has been a labor for m ankind; a man whose eloquence has 
stirred thousands; a man who has sat w ith bishops and statesm en; a successful and a strong man.

Yes, we are proud of him , prizing those qualities of greatness which belong to him . W e 
exult tha t we have him for our leader, knowing th a t, as such, he shall make our old W illamette 
leader among th e  great institutions of learning.

But, beyond the depth of pride and exultation, we are profoundly grateful to th e  “  G iver of 
every good and perfect g ift,”  tha t H e gave th is man to be our friend.

He loves us. He applauds our orators. H e supports our athletics. He is always ready to 
listen to our troubles and worries, to give us words of sym pathy and encouragement with such a 
tenderness that we know him to be a true friend.

W hen our college days are bu t a memory, and our characters have become hardened in the 
mould, we shall many a  time recall with thanksgiving, the kindly face, the sym pathetic heart of 
Dr. Coleman, our President.
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Willis C. Hawley
Willis Chatman Hawley was born at Monroe, Oregon, on the fifth day of May, 1864. His 

ancestry is historical, and their deeds closely woven with the growth of the nation from its earliest 
infancy to the present time. Blessed by being the descendant of sturdy Englishmen who braved 
the dangers of the New World in early colonial times, gave their lives in the struggle for independ
ence from the tyranny of the mother country, and led the van of western immigration to Oregon 
in 1847-8, he has received the most priceless heritage of an American citizen, a crown of honor 
whose jewels are the many deeds of sacrifice and devotion commanded by sincere patriotism and 
love of country.

Dean Hawley has been true to these traditions of his progenitors. His life has been a con
stant advance toward the higher planes of usefulness and the service by means of which to reap 
noble results. His name is inseparably and indissolubly connected with the true meaning to be 
conveyed in the words “ Old Willamette.”  Within her halls when a young man, he began the 
study which was the basis of bis present scholarly attainments. From her he has taken the 
degrees of B. S., A. B., LL. B., and A. M. But his time of greatest service to his Alma Mater 
occurred during the interim between the years 1893 and 1902. Then, when everything was fastly 
disintegrating, when Willamette’s friends were becoming fewer every day, when popular feeling 
was constantly turning against her, and when unwieldy because of a burdensome debt, Dean Haw
ley took the president’s chair and by the aid of a loyal and devoted faculty, and unprecedented 
sacrifice on their and his own parts, he stemmed the terrible tide which portended inevitable des
truction and established his school so firmly that she will never again rock on her foundations. 
No person can appreciate the sacrifice or understand the magnitude of his Titan undertaking unless 
it were those devoted few who struggled with him. It was the work of a man among men. Dean 
Hawley was the man.

But there was still a herculean task to be performed. The old debt must be liquidated, 
erased. Another giant personage was needed. President Hawley wished to stay with the 
students and continue his work as an instructor. The trustees thought his plan a wise one to fol
low, and so the office of Dean of the College of Liberal Arts was created for that special purpose.

Such in brief is his official career. Loved and honored by all, an unexcelled instructor of 
history and economics, he occupies a place second to none in the regard of all his students.



D EA N  W IL L IS  C. H A W L E Y , A . M.
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F A C U L T Y
College of Liberal Arts

J. T . M a tth ew s  
Professor o f Mathematics

Prepared at L a Creole Academy and McMinnville Col
lege; A. B., W illamette, 1889; A. M., W illam ette, 1894; 
Professor of M athem atics, W illam ette, 1893-1903.

J .  T .  M A T T H E W S

Ch a r l e s  A . Dawson

Professor o f English Language and Literature
A. B., Ohio W esleyan, 1899; A ssistant Principal and 

Instructor, A shland, Ohio, 1899-1900; Principal of High 
School, Clyde, Ohio, 1900-1901; G raduate Student in H is
tory, U niversity of California, 1901-1902; A . M ., Ohio 
W esleyan, 1902; Professor of English Language and L iter
ature, W illamette, 1902-05.
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J*
W. P. Drew

Professor o f Latin and Greek 

Englewood High School, Chicago; Northwestern Uni
versity, 1888-89; University of Chicago, 1893; B. D., Drew 
Theological Seminary, 1897-99; Professor of Latin and 
Greek, Willamette, 1899-1902; A. M-, University of Cali
fornia, 1902-03; Professor of Latin and Greek, Willamette, 
1903-05.

W . P . D R EW

C. O . Boyer

Professor o f Natural Science 
A. B., Puget Sound University, 1898; Principal of 

Goucher Academy, Montesano, Washington, 1898-99; con
nected with the Puget Sound University, 1899-1904; Acting 
President for two years; Vice President, 1903-04.
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W . H. M 'C A LL

W . H . Ma ha kfje  

Professor o f  Chemistry

High School, Logansport, Indiana; Normal Course, North
ern Indiana Normal; B. S., Smithson College; Ph. D., Allegheny 
College; Taught in Indiana and Iowa schools fourteen years; 
Willamette, Professor of Chemistry, 1904-05.

w .  H. MA H A F F E

W . H. McCa LL

Professor o f  M odern Languages and Literature

Born in Malvern, Ohio; Malvern High School; Ohio Wes
leyan University, Delaware, Ohio, A. B., 1900; A . M., 1904; 
Professor Modern Languages and Literature 1901-05; Secretary 
of the Board of Trustees 1905.
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Ma r y  E. R e yn o l d s  

Principal o f  Normal Department

B. S., Willamette, 1880: taught in Public Schools three 
years, Willamette, twelve years.

Ma r y  F ield  

Librarian

Attended Willamette, 1897-1902; A . B. University of Cali
fornia, 1902-04; Librarian and Instructor in Latin and Greek 
1 904-05.

M A R Y  F I E L D
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College of Medicine
Established 1865

W . H. Byrd , M. D., Dean 
Professor o f  Surgery  and Clinical Surgery

J. N . S m it h , M. D.,
Professor o f  Theory and Practice o f  Medicine

) .  N . SM ITH . M. D.
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F . A . P ie r c e , M. D.

Professor o f Physical Diagnosis and Diseases o f the Chest

E . A . P IE R C E . M. D.

W . D. M 'N A R Y , M. D.
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W . D. McN a r y , M. D. 

Professor o f Physiology



W. C. S m it h , M. D. 
Demonstrator o f  Anatomy

W . C. SM IT H . M. D.

J. A. R ichardson . M.D .  
Professor of  Pedriatics

A. RICH A RD SON , M. D.

A. B. G ILLIS, M.D .
Professor o f Opthalmology,Rhinology , Otology, Laryngology
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L. F. GRIFFITH. M. D.

L. F. G r if f it h , M. D.
Professor o f  M ateria Medica and Therapeutics

E . M. H u r d , M. D ., D. M. D. 
Professor o f  H istory and  Biology

E. M. HURD, M. D., D. M. D.

G . H . Bu r n e tt
Professor o f  Medical Jurisprudence
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W .  H. M A H A F F IE .  A .  M.
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F . E. S mith 
P ro fesso r o f  Obstetrics

J . L. H il L., B. S . ,  M . D ., A lbany, Oregon 
Professor o f  G enito-U rinary and Sop h l o g y

W . H. Ma h a ffiE, A . M. 
P rofessor o f  Chem istry and Toxicology

F .  E. SM ITH



W . T . W ILLIAM SO N. M. D.

A. E. T am ie sii:, M. D. 

Professor o f Anatomy

W . T . W illiam son , M. D. 

Professor o f Net-eons and Mental Diseases

R. Ca r t w r ig h t , M. D. 

Professor o f Diseases o f Women

<.*

A . E . T A M IE S IE . M. D.
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College of Law
Established 1881

John W. Reynolds, A. M., LL,. B., Dean 
Professor o f English and American Elementary Common Law

JOHN W . REY N OLDS. A . M.. LL . B.

George G. Bingham, LL. B. 
Professor o f Code, Pleading and Evidence

G EO RG E G. BINGHAM. LL . B.
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A. O. Condit , B. S.

Professor o f Criminal Law and Procedure and Negotiable 
Instruments

A. O. CONDIT

John Bayne, LL. B.
Professor o f Equity and Common Law Pleading

JOHN BAYNE
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C. L . M CNARY

C. L. McN arv , LL . B. 

Professor o f Contracts and Torts
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College of Music
Established 1880

FR A N C ESC O  SELE Y

F rancesco S ei.e y , Dean

Voice Culture and Singing, Harmony, Theory, Public 
School Course, S igh t  Reading, Chorus

F rank  E . N ew berry

Principal o f Piano Department', Organ, History, Form, 
Composition, Counterpoint

F R A N K  E . N E W B E R R Y
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Id a  STEGE

Assistant in Piano Department

College of 
Oratory

Sa r a h  B row n  Sa v a g e , Dean

Born, Bangor, Maine; graduated from Emerson School 
of Oratory, Boston, 1888, with the degree of O. B., receiv
ing the Master’s degree the year following; taught one year 
in Columbia Institute, Columbia, Tennessee; two years, 
Denver, Colorado; Professor of Oratory, Willamette, 1893-99, 
1903-05. S A R A H  B R O W N  S A V A G E
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H. H.  MARKEL

H. H. Markel  

Physical Director
High School, Monroe, Wisconsin; University of Wis

consin: Boys’ Secretary of Y. M. C. A., Freeport, Illinois, 
one year; attended summer sessions of V. M. C. A. Train
ing School, Lake Geneva, Wisconsin; Director of Salem Y. 
M. C. A. Gymnasium and Willamette Gymnasium, 1903-05.

School of Art
Ma r ie  Cr a i g , B. S., Dean

2 9





S E N I O R S



College o f  Liberal A rts
President, E . K in n ey  Mi LLEr 

Secretary and T reasurer, L i i . a  V. S w a f f o r d

CLASS YELL
Senior hip! Senior hop!
Nineteen-five always on top.

MOTTO CLASS FLOWER
Non nobis solum nati sum us. Red Carnation.

FAREWELL

W ith a strange interplay of inw ard feeling, we approach the threshold of W illam ette’s  body 
of alumni. W ith  a lingering glance, akin  to tha t of an ambitious boy leaving the old homestead 
for the first time, to seek h is fortune in a g reat city, we stroll around the familiar campus.

How well we remember all sides of our student life—the college sports, the social life, the 
morning chapels, the  class room, and the activ ity  of the Y. M. C. A. and the Y. W . C. A ., which 
has meant the changing of some of our lives. Even the old trees are helpful friends and bespeak the 
greatness of W illamette. And now—so soon it seems—we are to be numbered among those whose 
feet once helped griud out tha t hole in the door-step, to do so never more, save in fancy.

Seven years ago one of our num ber registered for the first time, was joined the nex t year by- 
two others; and again after a few years the fourth came into the class; and in the Senior year we 
numbered five.

W e, who came into the folds of th is institution as P reps., entered w ith queer ideas of the 
world, and w ith  a thoughtless acceptance of life and its responsibilities. But we learned tha t 
there was som ething underneath all this, as we came to know and to be swayed by the Christian 
strength  of the Faculty , and we found th is underlying something to he—love.

Love, expressed in the  sacrifice of the pioneers who laid the foundations for our opportunities; 
love, expressed in the consecrated lives of President and Faculty; love, expressed in the sacrifices 
of self-denying parents; and above all, in all, and through all, shines the M aster’s g reat love.

T o  thee, beloved Alma M ater, we owe more than we can express, save by our lives as thy' 
sons and daughters.
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For thee will our loyalty and patriotism ever live—our prayers ascend.
To thee, when obstacles block the way and darkness overshadows our ambitions, will we look 

for strength, and, setting our determination as in football games of old, we will fight and win, 
while rings in our ears the famous Rockwell battlecry, “ Charge! Charge! Charge! "

College o f Music
President,
Vice President, 
Secretary, 
Treasurer, 
Historian,

Chester J. Catlow 
Frank E. Churchill 
Jennie Sanders 
Margaret Fisher 
Jennie Sanders

Y E L L

Do Ra Mi Fa 
Do Ra Mi Fa 

Music Seniors 
Rah! Rah! Rah!

COLORS
White and Old Gold

M OTTO

“ Sempre Vivace"
FLOW ER

Marguerite
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T o me, historian for th is talented class, comes the feeling— would tha t my pen could u tte r the 
thoughts th a t arise in me, when remembering the past victories, and contem plating the future 
glories of this, the greatest class W illam ette has ever fostered.

Perhaps we m ight be likened unto  some great Sonata, the product of a m aster hand, which 
w ith its five movements, Andante grazioso, Adagio, M enuetto, Allegro and Presto. Each a study, 
beautiful in thought and expression, though each one not complete in itself, but taking every 
movement to form the master-piece.

T h u s  are we: sempre marcato in tempo, sempre con expressione, be it dolce, cantabile, legato, 
staccato, glissando, or presto con fuco, bu t we tru st it will not be m olto agitato  in th e  grand finale.

Many and difficult are the passages we have scaled, and many the chords we have broken and 
lost, still many are the  melodies we have mended.

So high our aim s and modest our claims, tha t w ithout further recital of our greatness, we now 
bid you adieu, and shall w ait until time writes a brighter history for us, the naughty  five.
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College o f Oratory
As freshmen, first we studied voice 
—It seemed to be the teacher's choice—
At once we learned to make a tone 
Quite near, 'tis true, the nasal bone—
Not every tone this point doth reach;
No teacher—but that fact doth teach.
But if toward it all tones are aimed,
A pleasant voice you will have, ’tis claimed. 
By practicing on “ m” and “ nom”
Both here and by ourselves at home,
The tongue, unruly though it be,
Would keep its place, we soon did see.
We sang, that broad the tones might be,
Ma, za, sca, ah, in many a key.
And fourthly, as the preachers say,
For one more thought to pave the way.
We learned some truths about mankind. 
While well we drilled with nose and mind. 
The nose is ruler of the voice,
O'er this we all do now rejoice.
For if the tones be too far back,
And have an element of “ quack” ,

Or if the palate soft doth drop 
Like to a branch for want of prop,
Good faithful drill with nose in mind,
Will make the voice quite clear, we find. 
While we the voice did cultivate 
Our work on “ poise” did not abate.
This exercise gives man address 
In pulpit, hall or wilderness.
Much strength ’twill give to manage brooms 
As well as grace in drawing-rooms.
On gesture we no rules did write,
Each “ carved the air” as best he might.
But one thought was well on us impressed, 
Gesture is neither planned no guessed.
Two seniors now we are in name.
For this our teachers are to blame.
What wonders we shall yet behold.
Have not to us, so far, been told.
We tremble with an untold dread,
When e'er we stop to look ahead.



College o f Medicine
E ig h t graduates are the products o f the  College o f M edicine fo r  1905.
These men have had a more thorough course in  medicine than any w ho have ever before com 

pleted the cu rricu lum . N o t on ly  was the o r ig in a l course o f s tudy pursued more th o ro u g h ly , bu t 
an addition o f three im portan t branches th re w  a greater burden upon ou r Seniors o f th is  year. 
T h is  necessitated more application upon th e ir  pa rt, bu t they fe lt th a t the ex tra  duties th ru s t upon 
them  were a means o f be tte r equipm ent fo r the  practice o f medicine.

T h e  class was pleased, a t the beg inn ing o f the year, to  have three new students from  other 
colleges o f note jo in  the class to  graduate w ith  them . T h e  medical colleges thus represented are: 
T h e  College o f M edicine o f the U n iv e rs ity  o f T o k io ; College o f Physicians and Surgeons, o f San 
Francisco: and Rush M edica l College, o f Chicago.

S hort biographies o f the  Seniors o f th is  class w i l l  be found accom panying th e ir  photographs 
on a subsequent page.

M iles sat a t one end o f the class and was always happy provided he could find someone w ith  
a “  m a tch .”

D a lton  was n e x t, when he was not in  the rea r o f the room w ith  h is microscope.
Van W in k le  was a target fo r  questions in  surgery.
S chm idt wore the wh iskers.
N a k a k i stopped questions passed u p  b y  o ther members.
W illia m s  wore the moustache.
Beauchamp always go t the firs t question in  surgery.
A lle n  was the  ta ll one w ho sat a t the o ther end o f the class.
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E dgar F .  Av e r il l— “ Da d ”
C o l le g e  o f  L ib e r a l  A r t s

When Edgar came to this town, six long years ago,
He determined to seek renown, but decided to be a beau. 
First it was Lila, then Juanita and Winnie,
Then Erma, and Myra with a pretty face,
Then in his favor came Nellie, the nurse,
But newest and latest is his darlingest Grace.

P aul  W. Beach—“  R astus  ”
C o lle g e  o f  L i b e r a l  A r t s

Paul Beach,
Regular Peach,
Out of reach.
For alas!
Carrie,
She’s the lass 
He's t o --------

E. K inney  M il l e r — ” K in  ”
C o l le g e  o f  L i b e r a l  A i t s

Can he play football? Well, I should say!
And sing tenor, too, just any day.
In basket-ball lie’s not outdone,
And in the mile you should see him run.
He’s a jolly good fellow, and we’ll miss him in the fall; 
But here’s good luck to him for all and all.

L ila  V. Sw afford
C o lle g e  o f  L i b e r a l  A r t s

Like a dainty flower in desert places 
Is she whose name I now impart;
Little maid with pleasing graces,
A sunbeam in the heart.
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E u g en e  W h ip p l e —“  H ig h  "
C o IIc r c  o f  L ib e r a l  A r t s

A very bashful little lad,
Ever laughing, never sad.
Who walks toward the east, tra la, 
And all he says is “  Lila.”

Ch ester  J. C a tlo w —“  C. J .”
C o l le g e  o f  M u s ic

The march, the waltz, the polonaise, 
They are all very fine,
But the thing that tickles my palate most 
Is classical rag time.

F rank  E . C h u r c h ill

C o IIcrc  o f  M  u s ic

Behold in me, a prodigy! 
For me, music is quite easy.

Ma r g a r et  F isher

C o IIc r c  o f  M u s ic

am always merry when I hear sweet music.



J e n n ie  Sanders

C olleg e  o f  M usic

She is sometimes very G rave(s), 
And then again she 's  H asting(s), 
But having her profession chosen. 
Her fancy w on 't he lasting.

E liza bet h  W ill

C ollege  o f  M usic

Though I am small, 
I ’ll soon he wise: 
F or success comes 
T o her who tries.

E dgar  F. A v e r il l— “ T ed ”
C o lle g e  o f  O r a to r y

I care for nobody— no, not I— 
If nobody cares for me.

G ertrude  J ohnson— “ Do t ”
C olleg e  o f  O r a to r y

Oh, say, do you know w hat he gave me? 
I t’s a little gold ring, as dear as can be.
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W. W. Ali.en
C o l le g e  o f  M e d ic in e

Graduated from High School, Santa Anna, California. 
Two years course at University of California.
Entered College of Medicine of Willamette, 1902.
Vice President of Senior class.
Earlier life devoted to mining, surveying and travelling 

salesman.

H. A. BEAUCHAMP
C o l le g e  o f  M e d ic in e

Attended Willamette University.
Entered College of Medicine of the same, 1902. 
Previous occupation, school teaching.

E. C. Dalton
C o l le g e  o f  M e d ic in e

Graduated from Eoling College, England, 1888
Attended College of Medicine, University of Oregon. 
Attended Rush Medical College two years.
Entered College of Medicine, Willamette University, 1904.

0. B. Mii.es
C o l le g e  o f M e d ic in e

Early education received in Public Schools and County 
High Schools of Kansas.

Taught school until 1902.
School Superintendent of Wheeler County, Oregon. 
Principal of Fossil Public Schools five years. 
Entered College of Medicine of Willamette, 1902.
President of Senior Class.
House Physician at Salem Hospital.
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K iy o h id k  N a k a k i

C o l le g e  o f  M e d ic in e

Graduated from Tokio High School, 1893. 
Graduated from Tokio College of Medicine, 1896. 
Chemical course in Tokio Jikei Hospital.
Dental College three years.
Course in Chemistry. University of Washington. 
Entered College of Medicine of Willamette, 1904.

R. E. Sc h m id t
C o l le g e  o f  M e d ic in e

Graduated from Turner High School, 1900. 
Entered College of Medicine of Willamette, 1902. 
Secretary and Treasurer of Senior Class.

J . O. V an  W in k l e
C o l le g e  o f  M e d ic in e

Graduated from High School, Halsey, Oregon. 
Two years course in University of Oregon. 
Entered College of Medicine of Willamette, 1901. 
Class Historian.
Assistant House Physician at Salem Hospital.

A l f r e d  W illia m s
C o l le g e  o l  M e d ic in e

Graduated from New York High School.
Two years Pharmacy course in New York.
Entered College of Physicians and Surgeons, San Fran

cisco, 1898.
Entered College of Medicine of Willamette, 1904.
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College o f Liberal Arts
O F F IC E R S

President,
Vice President,
Secretary,
T reasurer,

COLORS

G reen and W hite.

F rank  G rannis 
Sylvia Jones 
Howard H . M arkel 
Clara Holmstroin

M OTTO

Make the Seniors Miserable

YELL
H ic , H aec, T ra , Boom, 
K illi K annick, Rah, Zoom, 
W illy, W ally, Roily, R ix . 
Jolly People, N ineteen-six.

In  the halls of “ Old W illam ette,”
T all and stately “ Old W illam ette,”
T hree short autum ns long ago.
G athered a group of youths and maidens, 
As the Freshm en of the college,
As the F irst Y ears of the  college.
Of th a t number
Only three are now together,
In the class of nineteen-six,
Only three, and they are maidens.
One is sweet and quiet,
Q uiet as th e  sum m er sunshine.
One is gentle and good,
And the  other wise and winsome.
In  the second autum n,
Sophomores they were tha t autum n,
Tw o others came to join the class,
One a youth and one a maiden.
H e, a strong and sweet singer,

She, w ith common name, and manners pleasing. 
Now has come the th ird  year of the history;
I t finds them grave and learned Juniors,
Tw o youths since have joined them ,
T w o youths, to do them honor.
One is plodding, slow, bu t honest,
A friend to all who knew him;
T he other a  w arrior and a  chieftain 
W ho, w ith h is eloquent talking,
H as brought glory to  h is class.
Now of our num ber there are seven,
T hree  young men and four young maidens.
W e have won honors for our tribe,
And for our dear W illamette.
But our course is not yet finished,
A  year of moons lies yet before us.
Many deeds are still before us,
And a t the end we’ll reach the goal.
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The Great Junior Histrionic Troupe o f Impostors
Arrived in Salem, Oregon, September 29, 1904.. The impression which they made upon the 

public will never be effaced. The audience is convulsed with laughter from the opening of the 
play until the heavy parts, where all interest is lost. They are always received with immense 
enthusiasm and unstinted applause. They are the best yet.

James Garfield Heltzel, as heavy villian , has made a record which eclipses either Hanford or 
James.

Miss Mary Lucile Salomon, the leading lady, in grace, dramatic power and artistic finish, is 
equaled only by such artists as Ellen Terry and Modjeska.

Miss Bertha Beatrice Hewitt as soubrette, and Miss Winifred Bird Duncan, as leading Juve
nile, are inimitable in dainty grace, and characteristic charm.

Only the future can reveal what is yet in store for this brilliant company.
Business Manager, 
Corresponding Secretary, 
Treasurer,
Advance Agent,

Bertha Hewitt 
Mary Salomon 
Winifred Duncan 
Janies G. Heltzel
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College o f Law.
O F F IC E R S  A N D  M EM BERS 

President, C. H . Medcalf
Vice President, M. H . G eh lar
Secretary, R. C. Clover
T reasurer. M. M. Long
H istorian, H. G. McCain

“ Small in num ber but m ighty in deed" is a phrase embodying a true characterization of the 
Junior Class of the W illam ette Law  Department.

However inferior numerically they may be, they acknowledge no superior in college patriot
ism, and the criterion of their actions may be summarized by the expressions, Loyalty to W illam 
ette and Reverence for her glorious traditions.

Possessed of high ideals, they cherish ambitions of the most laudable type, which aim at 
places high in the service of the ir state and nation; and each member of the class is endowed with 
such energy and indomitable determination tha t i t  is safe to predict an am ple realization of their 
aspirations.

Also, to form a more stable organization than has been in existence for the past few years, a 
constitution has been drafted and adopted which is designed to further the uniting  of the law s tu 
dents into a closer friendship w ith  the other colleges of the  U niversity, and also to give them a 
special interest in their particular departm ent.
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College o f  Medicine
M EM BE RS O F CLASS

R. Biswell 
L. A. Bollman 
Roy Byrd 
John Evans 
C. P. Fryer 
Mrs. Maude Holt 
R. F. Hunter

W. C. Judd 
Dr. Kelty 
W. W. Looney 
H. C. Randall 
W. C. Rebham 
W. P. Snyder 
L. U. Smith



F r a n k  L. G r axnis— “ G r a n n i e ”
C o l le g e  o f  L i b e r a l  A r t s

He went a-fishing for a Minnie, b u t made so much noise 
he scared it aw ay. He tried for another, bu t someone else had 
caught her.

CLara  H olmstrom— “ H ome  St r o l l e r "
C o l le g e  o f  L i b e r a l  A r t s

“  T here are other things in life worth living for, besides 
going to school, aren’t there? ”

Sure, Clara, we don’t blame you.

S ylvia  J ones—“  J onsey ”
C o l le g e  o l  L ib e r a l  A r t s

W hat are the charm s of the laboratory to th is  g irl ? T here 
a re  some, bu t she w on 't tell, and we ca n 't find out. W hat are 
we going to do about it ?

H oward  H . Ma r k e l — “ M ark  ”
C o l le g e  o f  L i b e r a l  A r t s

T h e  gentleman from Illinois, who possesses a pair of be
w itching brown eyes, and w ho delights to sing “  T h e  Four- 
Leaf Clover.”

47



A ndrew  M a r k e r — “ Sto n e  W aLL ”
C o l le g e  o f  L i b e r a l  A r ts

T his is our orator and th e  H ale(s) 
R ight guard of the ' Varsity  eleven. 
H ere’s  to you.

G ussie  R a n d a ll— “ G u sten a  ”
C o l le g e  o f  L i b e r a l  A r t s

" P o l l y ”  . . . !
W h a t ............... ?
“ P o lly ”  . . . ?
Yes, ju st “  Polly.”

W in if r e d  D uncan— “ S p a r k LE E y e s ”
C o l le g e  o f  O r a t o r y

O h, my! W hat joy, w hat bliss!
T o  ga/.e those long-lashed eyes into. 
S h e 's  fine, the best w hat is.
She loves a “  tooth is t” — not you. 

Favorite ha t— "  D arby.”

Be r t h a  H e w it t — “ Be r t ”
C o l le g e  o f  O r a t o r y

“  Georgie. porgie, pudding and pie. 
K iss the  girls and m ake them cry .” 

How about it, Bertha?
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Mary Saloman—“ Sw eet Ma r ie”
C o l le g e  o f  O r a t o r y

Little Mary came to Willamette 
Just a year ago.
And, talk softly, whisper low,
She has really caught a beau.

Max  H . G ehlar

C o l le g e  o f  L a w

Learned in the law of crimes, 
Versed in the signs of the times.

Ronald C. G lover—“ Ron”
C o l le g e  o f  L a w

He edits the Collegian,
And we like him mighty well. 
W hat his future is going to be, 
No girl at present can tell.

M. M. L ong—“ T he P r o h i”
C o l le g e  o f  L a w

I care not for diamonds,
I care not for pearls,
For I really think Ruby 
The best of all girls.
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H. G. McCain  " G ood Natured Harry”
C o l le g e  o f  L a w

Single life may have its charm,
But far above, I say,
Is a wife's presence to cheer 
The lawyer's rough pathway.

C. H. Medcai.f
C o l le g e  o f  L a w

A man, the possessor of his own heart, 
Skillful in business, acknowledged as smart.

College oF Medicine 
None so hard to make do as those who wont

Ruth F ield—“ Truth”
C o l le g e  o f  L i b e r a l  A r t s

Within this fertile field doth Latin, Mathematics, and all 
th e ’ometries, 'isms and 'ologies right sprightly grow. Not a 
weed or an unlovely thing, but many flowers attractive to the 
Ray’s (Marquam) of the sun.
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College o f Liberal Arts

Mabel Robertson—“ Mab.”  “ Patsy”
C o l le g e  o f  L i b e r a l  A r t s

This is “ Mab.,”  our Mascot, 
And she’s as cute as can be, 
And if you don't believe it, 
Just come West and see.

O F F IC E R S

President,
Vice President, 
Secretary, 
Treasurer,

Alvia Nace. 
Alma Hales. 
Lena Schindler. 
Ray Chapler.

Motto—“  To Do Everybody.”  Color—Black. F lower—La France Rose.

YELL
Hullubaloo, H ullubalus,
What in the world is the matter with us?
Hity, Tity, we're the mighty 
S-o-p-h-o-m-o-r-e-s.
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H IS T O R Y

All of us can remember the beginnings or birth of the class of 1907. Most of us were pre
pared for that class in the Academy, but, nevertheless, a few strangers were heartily welcomed. 
Ray Andrews, one of these quickly won our love and confidence to such an extent tha t we made 
him president of the class.

W e, who stand beneath the black, have an unbounded amount of class spirit, which was dem
onstrated in the great “  rush ” which took place, when, in spite of the strength displayed by the 
green and white, the royal black floated from the flagstaff for a whole day.

Then there was a basket-ball game which was won by us, the score being 18 to 20. Not a 
big margin, and yet it gave us a jolly moonlight picnic, away out in the country to a big farm, the 
home of one who claimed allegiance to the green and white. T h is was the result of a wager.

T he next event was an oratorical contest, in which the president of our class was awarded 
second place, and as the other three orators were Sophomores, we felt that we were doing pretty 
well, so well, indeed, that we gave a party for the orators and two classes.

W hen college opened in October, we found tha t we had both lost and gained members. Our 
former president having entered a university nearer his home, caused us to give his position of 
trust to another new man, Mr. Nace.

Some of the offices which are held by members of this class are: Editor-in-Chief of the ’05
W allulah ; Vice President and Secretary of the Student Body; Manager of the Football Team for 
1905-06; Presidents of the Clara Coleman Sorosis, Philodosian Society and Prohibition League.

W e have endeavored to live up  to our motto, “ To Do Everybody,” and i t  is evident tha t 
we have succeeded to a certain extent.
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College o f  Medicine
O F F IC E R S

President,
Vice President,

O. B. Long.
W . H . Pollard.
D. A. W illiams.
E. J . W aiuscott.

Secretary,
T reasurer,

M EM BERS O F CLASS

Randolph J. Barr, 
David A. Forbes, 
J. L . George,

L. L . H ew itt, 
W . C . Cantner, 
O. B. Long, 
Sm ith J. Mann,

E. J. W ainscott, 
R . L . Wood,
O. K. Wolf,
D. A. W illiams.R. R . H am ilton, 

F red  H ew itt. W . H. Pollard

H IST O R Y

T he present Sophomore class of W illam ette Medics, registered as em bryo Docs, during the 
m onth of October, ’03. O ur na tiv ity  represents eight states and one em pire, K ansas and Oregon 
having  an equal num ber of representatives. P rior to the beginning of our present career, each 
had made an enviable reputation for himself, and since th a t tim e has gained one for the class. W e 
have the  largest membership in the  Medical Department of the  school. A lthough not having any 
of the fairer sex enrolled in our class, we are justly  proud of possessing m any of the qualities com
mendable in either sex , notably the grace of quietness (excepting during rough house). The 
en tire class is a product of the farm, and the ir various occupations ju st prior to the present course 
were: F ive  farmers, five teachers, one m inister, one scissors grinder and one bum . T hus, being 
of varied occupations, we are necessarily a  class o f broad talent and experience; and it is a  well 
known fact th a t these qualities can not be concealed. I t is made th roughout of th o se  stu rdy , reli
able characteristics, tha t make each a power w ithin himself, though each may plod along in his 
own peculiar w ay, yet by th is all will be led to the best advancem ent o f the  profession to  which 
they aspire. I t is well tha t it may, for they are asp iring  to th a t which is the highest, the  most 
difficult, the most im portant, the most ancient, the most honorable am ong the merely hum an voca
tions of men. I t is a profession necessary for every grade and age in life, therefore requires the 
very  best brain of the land to  fill its positions. I t answers the  penniless appeals of the poor, and
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climbs the steps of the rich. It was honored by the Christ himself, who selected a physician as 
one of the beloved twelve. Read the story of the hum an race, and it will tell you tha t here and 
there in every age and in every clime genii shed their light on their tim e and on their country.

I t has been declared tha t a joyous spirit is a good medicine, of which drug the class has an 
abundant supply. Yet we remember it takes a life-time to achieve success, and tha t we will have 
to be patient. We realize there are great rewards in store for us. T he business man is planning 
larger profits, but we are spending nights, days and years in hard toil preparing to save his pa
trons. But there will come the reward of confidence. The hour when strong men will stand 
upon the threshold of their homes w ith palpitating hearts and look for our coming as they do for 
no other thing in the world. There will come hours when fond mothers and loving wives shall 
look into our faces w ith pleading and hope, and last of all, the highest reward any person will ever 
have is simply this, when we approach the pearly gates where remedies are unknown, where an 
esthetics are not needed, where pain is a stranger, where death is never seen, and hear the hosts 
within say, “ walk in, Doctor, and take a front seat, for I was sick and ye visited me.”  Then 
will the present Soph, console himself with the assurance that, finis laborem coronat:
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R aym ond  Ch a p l e r — “  C h a p p i e ”
C o l le g e  o f  L i b e r a l  A r t s

His very step has music in it,
As he comes up the stairs.

W aldo  Co l b e r t — ”  S h o r ty  ”
C o l le g e  o f  L i b e r a l  A r t s

Waldo, twin brother of Wallace, 
Though you would never guess it, 
Can trace his ancestry clearly 
To the Colberts of Louis XIV.

W a l l a c e  C o l b e r t — “  W a l l ”
C o l le g e  o l  L i b e r a l  A r t s

“ A merrier man, within the limits of becoming mirth, I 
never spent an hour's talk withal.”

M i n n i e  Co r n e l iu s— “  M in e r v a  ”
C o l le g e  o f  L i b e r a l  A r t s

Who lives in a world all of her own, 
And dreams of days to come.
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E. Belle CroUSE—" O ur Ar tist” " E d.”
C o l l e g e  o f  L i b e r a l  A r t s

Chime forth ye merry Willamette belles 
Let your sweet notes penetrate Oregon’s dells; 
But wherever you go, ’tis sweet to tell.
There is no one can equal our charming Belle.

Alma Hales—" Ha lesie”
C o l le g e  o f  L i b e r a l  A r t s

She hails from the bunchgrass country,
From a place called Pendleton town;
And in place of roping bronchos,
In music is seeking renown.

Alvia Nace—“ Race Horse ”
C o l l e g e  o f  L i b e r a l  A r t s

In the great game,
Or in the race 
For one Young face,
He surely wins.
But who can tell,
When fame's grown old.
And that young belle 
Has become cold,
What he will do?

Nellie Parsons—Just called “ Ne l l ”
C o l le g e  o f  L i b e r a l  A r t s

President, we congratulate you;
Captain, we salute you;
Vocalist, we admire you;
Girlie, we adore you.
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L e n a  Sc h in d l e r

C o lle g e  o f  L ib e r a l  A r ts

Sweet, w itty  and pretty—loved by all.

C h a r l e s  E .  S k id m o r e— “ S k i d "
C o lleg e  o f  L ib e r a l  A r ts

Acquired name and fame as manager of football, and of 
the first issue of W allulah, ’03.

H e took the liberty of going out to Liberty,
A nd gave the Liberty Belle a ring;
A nd she responded in no uncertain tone.

L loyd  W h i p p l e — “ C a p t a in ”
C o l le g e  o f  L i b e r a l  A r t s

Brother of Eugene W hipple—chaperone and general good 
fellow for U. S. & Co.

E dw a r d  W in a n s — “ E d d i e ”
C o l le g e  o f  L i b e r a l  A r t s

Once’t  I gave a party 
For the class of ’07.
We wanted to play dominoes,
But my papa, who’s a preacher, 
Said we could never to heaven go, 
So to dominoes he said “  no.”



D. A. F orbes—“ A n a n ia s”
C o lleg e  o f M ed ic in e

A most upright young man.

O. B. Long—“  Uncle Josh ”
C o lle g e  o f  M ed ic ine

W e wish you the best of everything. 
From good pies to the sweetest song; 
And we hope your life 
May be, ah yea, may O! B. (be) Long.

W . H . Poi.i.ard—“ Po l l y ”
C o lle g e  o f  M ed ic ine

Big, strong, athletic,
These things of him we know;
But the thing of which lie 's proudest 
Is, that he is Gussie’s beau.

D. A. W illiamson

C o lleg e  o f  M ed ic ine

Kind and obliging, the boys all say,
And we’ll take their word for ’t, most any day. 
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O. K. W olf

C ollege o f  M edicine

They do say that wolves like fish, but this Wolf likes a 
Fisher.
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College o f Liberal A r ts
OFFICERS

President,
Vice President,
Secretary and Treasurer, 
Historian,

John Elliott 
Bess E . Cornelius 
Roy McDowell 
Austin Price

Ora Black,
Bess Cornelius, 
Myrtle Duncan, 
Edward E. Elayer, 
John Elliott,

MEMBERS 
Ralph Matthews,
Roy McDowell,
Fred Neal,
Austin Price,
Wilfred Smith,

YELL
Never late! Up to date! 
Always straight ! 1-9-0-8.

Nell Stone, 
Glenn Unruh, 
Ruth W hipple, 
Laneta Young.

M o t t o —Now the foothills, later the mountains. C o l o r s— Royal Purple. F l o w e r —Marguerite.
H istory is valueless unless it be true to fact, hence nothing but verities shall appear in the 

history of this illustrious class of ’08. Indeed, so great is the renown of this class, th a t a written 
history, so far as the present generation is concerned, is superfluous. Our past achievements have 
been so marked that all men are familiar with our deeds of greatness. W ere it not for the fact 
tha t the world would be poverty-stricken in knowledge, if the darings and deeds of th is class be 
lost, we would spend no more time in a permanent record.

Now let no one suppose our unparalleled success as a class has come to us by chance, for 
such is not the case. W e began at the bottom, when, as little folks we were passed carelessly by 
and scarcely noticed by the busy world. But daily we applied our hearts unto wisdom, and so 
surely did we advance, that today we enjoy the pleasures of knowing tha t all eyes are upon us, 
even those of the entire Faculty , who are quite familiar w ith our history.

Though small in number, we are prominent in college enterprises, having furnished men for 
the Collegian management, the band, and also for football and basketball.

As a class we are not unmindful of our destiny. W e do not forget tha t the University con
trols the social, scientific, political and religious world; and some day we hope to step forth as the 
finished product of the only thing greater than ourselves—the W illamette University.

Now if the above is not strictly true to fact, the slight deviations which appear may be a ttri
buted to our following the adage, “ H itch your chariot to a sta r,” and if there were anything 
higher we would surely throw the rope of our little sled over it.
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College o f Oratory
MEMBERS

Vera Byars, Mrs. Margaret Lachmund, Ruth Rigby,
Ruby Coryell, Olive Riddell, Bess Thompson,
Edith Eyre, Olive Rigby. Wallace G. Trill.

HISTORY

We are the claas of '07, and have come here to do things. To spend too much time on our 
studies is sloth, and to use them too much, for ornamentation is affectation. They perfect nature 
and are perfected by experience; for natural abilities are the natural plants, needing pruning by 
the study. Studies themselves do give forth direction too much at large, except they be bounded 
in by experience.

Wise and crafty students are we. We read not to contradict and confute, nor to believe and 
take for granted, but to weigh and consider.

“ History makes men wise; poetry, witty; mathematics, subtile; philosophy, deep; elocution, 
eloquent; oratory, pleasing.” So you see, we will be considerate, wise, witty, subtle, deep, elo
quent, and pleasing.

What a class, then, are we,
Out of nine, eight girls we be,
And the ninth one, why he 
Is a “ batch ” of thirty, see?
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College o f Medicine
O F F IC E R S

President,
Vice President,
Secretary,
Treasurer,
Sergeant-at Arms,

M E M B E R S

Zack Barker,
W . H . Becker,
C. E . Chandler,
E . W. Haas,
M. L. Irvine,
R. R. Knotts.

Y E L L

Skull and cross bones; Skin and bone;
Freshm an Medics., Leave us alone.

Motto—Seize the day: time flies. Colors—Blood red and black.
There is no class in which everybody ought to feel a deeper interest than in the Freshman. 

I t  is the most essential. W ithout it there would be no other classes. They were once Freshmen 
and will not deny the fact tha t every good thing has its beginning.

The Freshman class is, on the opening of school, a dormant seed, or factor, in the college. It 
is the germination of a mighty element. It soon grows. I t  develops intellectually and in various 
other ways. It branches here and there and in its allotted time, reaps its harvest of a trained 
course.

Although the Freshm an is said to be the most despicable, the most trifling, the most inferior 
member of the Student Body—unless it be a P rep.—he is the most useful in school. The higher 
classes feeling their superiority, endeavor to give all odd jobs to the little freshie, to 'oust him in 
every rough-house, and to receive the honor of every meritorious act of the school. Notwith
standing all of this, it is rightfully paged in this history, that the Freshm an Medics of '04-'05,.
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M. W ard McKinney 
Miss Roberts 
Malcolm Irvnie 
Claud Chandler 
Roy Knotts

M. W. McKinney, 
F. T . Mendenhall, 
CL O. Paxton, 
Mamie E. Roberts, 
C. P. Wilson.



thirteen in number and the will-be M. D.'s of ’08, have made their presence felt in every contest 
and have held their own with the greater numbered brother classes.

This class was gathered from a vast territory and each represents an important factor. With 
the Atlantic breeze from North Carolina, the cowboy spirit of Texas, the colder wave of Iowa 
(ice-cream), the Wilson strawberries of Tennessee, the splendid Murphys from Nebraska; then 
with seven representatives from various parts of Oregon and one fair damsel from Washington, we 
feel that we have a variety of class composition,—such as is capable of producing the best fruit of 
any kind, from good lookers to a Japanese soldier.

Feeling that we can conquer our enemies, surmount every obstacle, we stand at the end of 
the path we have trod as Freshmen, and are ready to step upon the threshold of Sophdom.

We would not forget the merits of our brother classes. We regard them with great respect 
and honor. As we think of them we are thrilled with the desire to be included in their ranks.

With all this we would have them note:
T h e  Freshies are strong,
The Juniors are fleet,
The Sophs, and Seniors noted for big feet,
And all are uncommonly hard to beat.
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Myrtle  Duncan—“  M y r t e ”
C o l le g e  o f  L i b e r a l  A r t s

She is pretty to walk with.
And w itty to talk with,
A nd pleasant, too, to think on.

E dward  E layEr—“  E d d i e ”
C o l le g e  o f  L i b e r a l  A r t s

I ’m a preacher, so you see 
I m ust very dignified be.
To tell your faults
And teach you to do right,
Is w hat I do with all my might.

John  E lliot—“  H ead-L i g h t ”
C o l le g e  o l ' L i b e r a l  A r t s

Here’s to “  H ead-Light.”  May the brightness of your 
smile never grow dim.

R alph  Ma t t h e w s—“  Mr . Bl u m e n s t e in ”
C o l le g e  o f  L i b e r a l  A r t s

He’s the chap tha t does things up  Brown, 
Though at times they have been a little Gray. 
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Roy McDow ell—"  M ic ”
C o l l e g e  o f  L i b e r a l  A r t s

“  W ith  her conversing I forget all time,
A ll seasons and their changes all please alike.”

F red  N eal

C o l l e g e  o f  L i b e r a l  A r t s

I ’m just as quiet as I can be,
And I study  hard , as you can see,
I guess tha t’s all I have to say,
Though I m ay tell you more another day.

A u stin  P rice  “ H ig h  P rice  "
C ollege o l L ib e ra l A rts

As headstrong as an allegory on the banks of the Nile.

W il fr e d  Sm ith

C o l l e g e  o f  L i b e r a l  A r t s

H e's the fellow who went and got married. 
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N ell  Stone

C o l le g e  o f  L i b e r a l  A r t s

“ A foot more light, a step more true,
N e'er from the heath flower dashed the dew.”

G lenn  Un ru h—“ Slim ”
C o l le g e  o f  L i b e r a l  A r t s

N ext year do you know w hat I 'll be? 
I’ll be a business man completely,
For I ’ll manage the 'V arsity  Weekly.

L aneta  Young— “ N eta "
C o l le g e  o f  L i b e r a l  A r t s

Soul occupant of F t. Nace.

Vera  Byars—" W il l a m e t t e ' s Sunny Summer T i m e ”
C o l le g e  o f  O r a t o r y

Always bright and merry and full of the elixir of youth, 
G iving cheer to others and making wrinkles smooth.
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Ruby Coryell—“  Mi d g e t ”
C ollege o f  O ra to ry  

Tho’ I’m not very tall,
I can play basket-ball;
And, oh, you should hear me talk,
For Mrs. Savage has told me just how 
To stand up, sit down, and walk.

Olive  Riddell

C o l le g e  o f  O r a t o r y

I live out on State street,
So does Percy Hunt;
I go to school at nine o’clock,
So does Percy Hunt.
I think it very queer, don’t you, 
That he and I should meet ?

Olive  Rigby—“ A u n t y ” “ Papa ' s Bo y ”
C o l le g e  o f  O r a t o r y

You see I have a little niece,
Who is needing my protection,
So Willamette I attend,
And study to perfection.

W allace  G. T rill—“  T h e  B i s h o p ”
C o l le g e  o f  O r a t o r y

I ’m the only man among eight girls,
Oh, my, don’t you wish you were me? 
They keep me in all sorts of whirls,
For I’m as bashful as bashful can be.
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Z a c h a r ia h  Ba r k e r — •• Zack  "
C o lleg e  o f  M ed ic in e

Little, but mighty.

E. W. Haas
C o lle g e  o f  M ed ic in e

“ To shine,”  his one aim in everything.

Roy R. Knotts—“ Stubby "
C o lleg e  o f  M ed ic ine

Very bashful; plays football a little; never was known to 
speak to a girl more than several times (luring the same day.

M. W. McKinney
C o lle g e  o f  M ed ic ine

"  And even his failings leaned to virtue’s side.”
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G. O. Paxton
C o l le g e  o f  M e d ic in e

“  I would make reason my guide.”

Mamie E. Roberts
C o l le g e  o f  M e d ic in e

" There was a soft and pensive grace, 
A cast of thought upon her face,
That suited well the forehead high, 
The eyelash dark, the downcast eye. 
The mild expression spoke a mind 
In duty firm, composed, resigned,”

7i
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T H IR D  Y E A R  C LA S S
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The Star Class  Third Year
OFFICERS

President, M urray Shanks.
Vice President, Alice Shepard.
Secretary, Isadora Winans.
Treasurer, Clark Belknap.
Sergeant a t Arms, Asa Fisher.

MEMBERS

C. Roy Brown. Anna I. Hume, W ilda Roland,
Clark P. Belknap, Jesse F . Jones. George B. Simpson,
Ruby M. Coryell, Virgia L. Lloyd, Alice G. Shepard,
Claud E. Crandall, G. Ray Marquam, William A. Schmidt,
Ida D. Evans, Mary Mann, H arvey R. Scheuerman,
Asa Fisher, Clyde V. Nelson, Murray D. Shanks,
A rthu r L. Grinnell, Grace M. Oliver, Elwina Schramm,
Mabel C. Glover, Roy D. Price, Nellie Tucker,
Ryth Gatch, John L. Phillips, Carroll W. Underhill,
James G. Heltzel, Leila E . Rigdon, Violet West.
Sylvia Hewitt, John E . Reichen, Wilfred H. Winans,
Stella M. Hardwick , R. Bruce Robbins, I. Isadora Winans.
Lily C. Hardwick, Ralph M. Rader,

Razzle, Dazzle! Razzle, Dazzle!
Sis! Boom! Ah!

N aught nine! N aught nine!
Rah! Rah! Rah!

M o t t o :—Plus U ltra. Co lo r s :—Old Rose and Pearl Gray. F l o w e r :— Rose.
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“ T H E  S T A R  C L A S S ,”  ’0 9

The artist has clone what he could to reproduce sparkling eyes, lustrous cheeks and grand 
physiques. But what are these, compared with history, which is left for the pen to depict?

What have we accomplished since coming to the halls of “ Old Willamette? ” With enthu
siasm unequaled in ancient or modern history, we have entered into every college enterprise. In
deed, the new epoch of development and prosperity of this institution dates with the arrival of 
this class.

We have become the pride of President, Faculty, and Student Body. When Oregon's first 
orchard, which had been growing on the campus for nearly a century, was condemned to be 
burned, the class of ’09 snatched from the flames a brand which was transformed into a cane for 
Dr. Coleman. It is now numbered with the list of priceless relics.

In athletics, as well as in class combats, our foes have been cast aside with broken swords. 
Woe unto those who in coming years shall meet with us on the rostrum or upon the sands of the 
arena.

In the various organizations, “ The Stars” take a most prominent part, either as members or 
officers. We, however, like the high-spirited steed, whose life and energy knows no bounds, may 
at times deviate from the regulations imposed by the powers who reign.

When the venerable piano was forced to descend, with tremulous voice and mournful tread, 
from its lofty abode on Olympian heights, and stand once more amid the tumult of earthly life, 
who was to be thanked for the deed ?

Move on, ye who boast to be above us, lest ye be trampled in the dust by our ceaseless advance, 
and ye who are proud and frivolous beware lest you meet destruction coming upon you from “ The 
Stars.”
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Second Year Class
O F F I C E R S

President,
Vice President,
Secretary,
Treasurer,
Sergeant-at-Arins,

Frances Newcomb. 
Chas. W . Van Winkle. 
Ray Mason.
Robert Shepard.
Ross Soward.

Greta Bailey,
Carrie Belknap,
James Crawford, 
Hollister Chamberlin, 
George Fenscke, 
Viola Fisher,
Emil Hornschuch, 
Percy* Hunt,
Harry Jones,
Ruth Ketchum,
Bert Kook,
E thel Law,

M E M BE RS

Sylvia Marquam.
Ray Mason.
Olive Metcalf,
H arry Mosher, 
Frances Newcomb, 
Reynolds Ohmart, 
Annie Pigler,
Olive Riddell,
Robert Shepard.
Roy Shields,
Gladys Soward,
Ross Soward,

Y E L L

Zip! Boom! Buff!
Zip! Boom! Buff! 
We’re the Second Year's, 
W e’re  the stuff!

Helen Smith,
Marian Smith,
I.orena Smith,
Guy Smith,
Ralph St. Pierre, 
Elepha Starns, 
Charles Van Winkle, 
John Will,
Gladys Wood.
Albert W right.

Motto :—Nihil desperaudum. Colors:—Blue and W hite. F low er :—W hite Rose.
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The class tha t in the year nineteen hundred and three was known as the First Y ear’s, repre
sent all sections of the state of Oregon, and parts of Idaho and Washington.

Soon after the opening of the school year they established a class organization and promised to 
furnish able members to the many organizations formed for the advancement of the students of 
“ Old W illam ette," and they have in no respect fallen short of their aim.

In the many athletic sports this class bears a prominent part, and when class rivalry runs rife, 
its members invariably display an unwavering determination to uphold the honor of their class, 
but always possessing true W illamette spirit, in as much as they regard the welfare of the school 
as much higher than that of their class. They are also well represented in the various departments 
of literary, social and religious work.

But we are not seekers after vain glory, the sole purpose of our course being to prepare us to 
meet life's duties and responsibilities in a more able manner, to fit us to perform the tasks that will 
be assigned to ns, and to do something worth the doing, and thus “  make life, death, and the vast 
forever, one glad, sweet song.”

78



F IR S T  Y E A R  CLA SS

79



First Year Class

Ivan C. Beers, 
Hovey Belknap, 
Theo. Benne t 
Roy Bryant,
Vera Byars, 
Frank B. Culver, 
Ralph Gilbert, 
Edward Gittins,

OFFICERS
President,
Vice President,
Secretary,
Treasurer,
Historian,
Acting Historian,

MEMBERS 
Edna Jones,
Nina Johnson. 
Jonas O. Jorstad, 
George Lounsbury 
William Mott, 
John Moore. 
Chester Mason, 
Lucy Parsons,

YELL

Wallace G. Trill.
Lucy Parsons.
William Mott.
Theo. Bennet.
Frank B. Culver.
Jonas Jorstad.

Edward Pittm ann 
W hitley Richardson 
Olive Riddell.
Julia Round,
Anna Solomon, 
Russel Stephens, 
Maude Vandevert.

T o n e :—'The C am pbells  Arc C o m in g .
Our class is the greatest, ho-ho, ho-ho, 
Our class is the brightest, ho-ho, ho-ho, 
Our class will be wisest in nineteen-eleven, 
For then we are seniors, ho-ho, ho-ho.

Mo t t o :— Strike while the iron is hot. Co lo rs :—Pink and Olive Green.
F l o w e r :— Pink Carnation.
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W e, the class of 1911, are now beginning to equip ourselves for the great responsibilities 
which devolve upon the twentieth century man or woman. Brought here from many of the Cen
tral and W estern states, by an ambition to learn, we are determined to accomplish something, not 
for ourselves alone, but for all humanity.

W e now stand at the break of day, hopeful and confident of the future; the skies are clear and 
the rosy dawn discloses to our view the student’s path winding up the Mount of Knowledge. Be
fore the sun reaches its meridian, our never to be forgotten college days will have gone by, and our 
life's work will have commenced in earnest.

Some of us, perhaps, will delve into the obscure realms of scientific research and discover the 
golden tru ths which have thus far remained hidden, while others of our class will endeavor to carve 
for themselves professional careers and attain positions high in national service. We have battles 
to fight, our sky may become dark with clouds, and storms may threaten our progress, but all 
these trials will only make our trium ph the greater and prepare us for a more glorious sunset.
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Alumni
Faculty
Student Body
Girls’ S tudent Association
Music
Religious
Societies
Eta Pi
Political
Ladies’ Hall
Art



T h e
A lum n i

O F F IC E R S

Willis C. Hawley, ’84, President
Vice Presidents

Mrs. Amelia Miller, '71; B. F. Irvine, 77; 
F. P. Mays, '76; M. C. Royal, '75.
Miss Ethel M. Fletcher, '00, Secretary 
Miss Mattie F. Beatty, '98. Treasurer

Members of Executive Committee 
Miss Mac Boise, ’89: J. W. Reynolds, '95

[N o t e : All article of some length concerning the alumni will be found in the literary depart
ment of this book.—Editor.]
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F a c u l t i e s

E  "

A man has one brain of many faculties; a college has one faculty of 
many brains. Hence, although to each brain belongs a soul, it has been 
argued that a faculty, like a corporation, has no soul.

Now this is a matter worth thinking on: for. it is surely the height 
of impertinence publicly to reflect on the character of a being with a soul. 
Nevertheless we are here driven either to some serious reflection upon 
the Faculty, or to. plain airy nothings. This latter we abhor. Imag

ine, then, our state! To save ourselves, we here maintain, albeit not without some qualms, that 
lie body called the Faculty has no soul.

What shall we say. then? Ah. leadership! That is the part of the Faculty, is it not? Then 
we will call this Faculty a generalization, a major-generalization, if you please. There, once more 
we feel our feet on solid ground—a piece of satisfaction not to be deemed of light worth.

The Faculty, ah, the Faculty! That body, uncreated, yet being: whose beginnings no man 
knows, whose endings are yet but phantoms of dim foreshadowings; the focus of innumerable 
streamings of scholastic tradition and culture; the star-point of light and direction for a new gener
ation of scholarship and human service.

The Faculty! toward whose becoming, a universe of celestial currents has borne age—long; 
on whose being play rays from the myriad-hued spectra of student life, the fleckered shadows of 
the class-room, and ineffable harmonies of a young world's ideals; and toward whose endings 
angels, principalities, and powers bend searching, awestricken gaze.

But this will never do, and after all, we sing the Faculty, who are, not is! May they live and 
prosper, and their days be long in the land.
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President,
V ice President,
Secretary,
Treasurer,

O FFIC E R S

Burgess Ford, ’05 
Alma Hales, ’07 
E. Belle Crouse, ’07 
W . C. Rebhan,'06

E. K. Miller, '05, 
R. C. Glover, '06, 
W . H. Pollard, ’07

E X E C U T IV E  COM M IT TE E

G . E. Unruh, '08, Wallace Trill, ' 11
Ruby Coryell, ’09,
Violet West, ' 10,

The Associated Students of the several departments of Willamette University is the supreme 
student organization of the institution. It is the court of final appeal in all matters which directly 
relate to the welfare of the student in general and which have any bearing upon the University, 
its faculty, and trustees. By its action all athletic and educational enterprises are supported, and,

86

Student Body



w hen in tim es of depression its aid is needed, its loyalty rises to the h ighest pitch, and , by her
alded resolutions of support and confidence, it so m anfully throw s itself into the conflict th a t all 
seemingly trem endous obstacles sink into insignificance and are entirely sm othered by the forces of 
progress m arching on to a larger and grander future.

O ld W illam ette’s  studen t body is the glory and domestic life of th e  fam ous pioneer institution. 
T h e  sp irit it alw ays m anifests is proverbial. “ W illam ette S pirit” has ever been synonym ous w ith  
such term s as “ college patrio tism ,”  “ fraternal cheer”  and “  C hristian conduct.”  I t is this spirit 
w hich holds the  new  student and m akes him  feel himself to be a part of h is school; and when he 
has finished his course or finds th a t he m ust leave school, i t  is th is sp irit which tugs a t h is heart 
and compels sincere tears of regret to  bear w itness to h is  g rea t love for dear “ Old W illam ette,” 
and her warm  hearted students. I t is a sacrificing studen t body. N o m atter w hat the cause, if it 
is b u t w orthy, the students support it w ith such zest and earnestness th a t it invariably succeeds.

I ts  business affairs are conducted w ith a system atic precision w hich bars all lethargy and 
inactivity. A studen t body tax  is levied upon each m em ber for the support of athletics. T he 
officers a re  chosen from  the  several departm ents. T h e  president of the associated students appoints a 
com mitteeman from each class, who, together w ith him self as chairm an, form the  executive com m it
tee, audits all expenses and affairs of ath letic m anagers, and reports upon all m atters which are to 
come before the students for the ir consideration.
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The Girls' Student Association
President, Lila V. Swafford, ’05
Vice President, Annie Pigler, ’ 10
Secretary, Sylvia W. Jones, ’06
Treasurer, Alma E. Hales, ’07

Some organizations are formed for the pleasure to be derived from them, others for the direct 
benefit they offer. This association is primarily for organized work, and was formed to meet the 
requirements of existing conditions. It is true, the work has given us pleasure, but when did one 
fail to find pleasure whose motive in action was to give pleasure and to do honor to others?

The membership of the association is limited only by the number of co-eds at Willamette who 
are willing to bear their share of responsibility. Its work is to care for the social functions of the 
student body, and more especially to tender receptions to visitors, such as visiting athletic teams.

A number of very pleasant receptions have been enjoyed during the year, but probably the 
one most universally voted a success was that tendered our own “ football heroes” at the close of 
their season's work. At this time each member of the team was presented with a little cardinal 
silk pennant embroidered with an old gold “ W” , bearing also a small burnt leather football, with 
the date. As each was presented, one of the young ladies responded to a toast in honor of the 
recipient.





O F F IC E R S

Director, Ivan G. Martin

M anager and President, Glenn E. U nruh
Secretary, Roy R. Knotts

Clarinets:

H erbert N utter 

Austin Price
Second Cornets:

George Fenscke 

George Forbes

Trombone:

M r. Gillmore

M E M B E R S

Euphonium:

W ilfred W inans

Solo and First Cornets: 

W ard Fisher 

Frank Rhodes

Altos:

Roy Price 
David Forbes 

Millard Long

First and Second Tenors: Bass:
L. Brown R. R. Knotts

C. V. Nelson
Bass Drum: Snare Drum:

Ralph Rader Glenn U nruh
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The ’V arsity Glee Club, ’04, was the best club W illamette 
has ever had. T hey  made a tour through Eastern Oregon 
and Idaho, gave eleven concerts on the trip and closed the sea
son with a well received home concert. Such an extended 
tour as this has never before been attempted, but the club had 
confidence enough in themselves and their program to believe 
tha t they could stand the test. At every point touched where 
clubs from other institutions had appeared our club was com
pared very favorably.

The first part of the program was Act II of Robin Hood,
presented in concert form, _________________
while the second part was 
replete with college fun and 
frolic. The audience al
ways enjoyed the levity of 
the humorous club num 

bers, Zercher's readings, and the stunts. These were kept 
fresh enough by constant additions so tha t the fun seemed not 
artificial in the least but perfectly free and spontaneous.

The success of the club is due to the efficient directorship 
of Professor Seley, while the trip was made possible by the 
good efforts of Manager Van W inkle.

T he places where concerts were given are Halsey, Oregon 
City. Hood River, T he Dalles, Pendleton, La Grande, Union, 
Baker City, Weiser, Caldwell, Nampa, Boise and Salem.
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Program
Pa r t  I

ROBIN HOOD, - - R eg in a ld  De Koven

Act II, Presented in Concert Form.

1.
2.

3 -

4 -

5 - 

6.

1

2 

-3
4
5
6 
7

CAST

Robin Hood,
The .Sheriff of Nottingham,
Sir G uy of Gisborne,
Little John,
W ill Scarlet,
Friar T u ck ,
Allan a Dale,

H unting Chorus.
(a ) The Tailor and the Crow,
(b) I t  Takes Nine Tailors to Make a Man,
Song of Brown October Ale,
Oh Promise Me,
T inker’s  Song.
(a) Oh, See the Little Lambkins Play,
(b) Ho, then for Jollity.

P art  II
A New Medley—Atkinson,
Bass Solo. The Two Grenadiers—Schumann,
(a ) Old College Chum, (b ) Our College Cheer, 
W e’re All Good Fellows—W itm ark,
Reading —Selected,
Organizing a Glee Club—Wolf,
Advertisement—Harrington,

E . K. Miller
G. G . Randall
J. O. Van W inkle
H. H . Markel 
R. H. Zercher
E. G. Hornschuch 
R. H . Chapler

Scarlet 
Allan a Dale 

Scarlet 
Allan a Dale

Sextet

Glee Club 
Mr. Zercher 

Glee Club 
Mr. Markel and Glee Club 

Mr. Zercher
Messrs. Miller, Chapler, Wolf, Trill

Glee Club
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8 . Q u in te t ,  M a s sa ’s  in  th e  C o ld , C o ld , G ro u n d — A r r a n g e d ,
M e ss rs . M a rk e l, V a n W in k le ,  C h a p te r ,  W o lf , Z e rc h e r

9 -
IO.

E u p h o n iu m  S o lo ,

B a d '' ! L i t t l e  B o y — R ic h ,

M r. M a r tin  

G le e  C lu b

I I . D u e t, ’D eed  I  D o — E d m u n d s , M e ssrs . M a rk e l  a n d  C h a p te r
1 2 . D o w n  b y  th e  R iv e rs id e — A rra n g e d , M e ss rs  Z e rc h e r  a n d  G le e  C lu b
13 - S tu n ts , M e ssrs  C h a p te r  a n d  M ilte r
1 4 . T h e  S w o rd  o f  U n c le  S a m — B u lla rd . M r. S e le y  a n d  G le e  C lu b
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Y. W. C.  A.
Many delay on account of the weather, 
But Y. W. C. A. girls—never !

President,
Vice President,
Secretary,
Treasurer,

President,
Vice President,
Secretary,
Treasurer,

O F F I C E R S

1904- 05
Clara A. Holmstrom, '06 
Sylvia Jones, ’06 
Alma E. Hales, '07 
Ida D. Evans, ’09

1905- 06
Gustina A. Randall, ’06 
Lena Schindler, ’07 
Olive I. Riddell, '10 
Isadora Winans, '10

Some one has recently called to our minds the thought 
that, “ The great forces of nature move and work silent
ly.’’ In a general way, this description may be applied 
to the Young Women’s Christian Association for the 
past year. Not a great deal of publicity has been given

to  our work this year—yet it is safe to say, there is not a girl in school but has been at least indi
rectly influenced and helped by it.

With a president who is a natural leader, our work has been systematic and thorough. The 
business side has received special attention, and the spiritual side speaks for itself through our de
votional meetings and our love for the association.
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The Bible study work has been of great interest, four classes having been conducted; three of 
these were in “Shaman’s Life of Christ” —one led by Miss Hales, met on Sunday morning be
fore the church hour, the other two which met during the week were led by Miss Holmstrom; 
the fourth class was in White’s Old Testament Studies, and led by Miss Randall. A Mission 
Study class, held jointly with the Y. M. C. A., took up the study of India, with Miss Hewitt as 
leader, and unusual interest was developed.

The mid-week prayer meetings gave way this year to the newly instituted college prayer 
meeting, but the mainstay of the association has been the five minute prayer meeting held each 
day at noon, and the devotional meeting with its address on Sunday afternoon.

We come to the close of the year with girls added to our number for whom we are daily 
moved to thank our Heavenly Father. As we look forward to next year it is only with the hope 
of even greater success; we have the gain of past years as our foundation, and an eagerness to work 
out the plans acquired by Miss Schindler and Miss Hales at Capitola, as well as to prove the wis
dom of a Northwest Conference at Gearhart. But best of all we have the assurance that He who 
is the personal friend of each, stands ready to assist us as we unite in work for Him.
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The officers for the year 1905-’o6 are;
President, A. R. Marker
Vice President, Mark McKinney
Recording Secretary, J. G. Heltzel
Corresponding Secretary, R. R. Matthews
Treasurer, R. R. Hewitt

The Young Men's Christian Association of Willam
ette stands for that sound educational policy of St. Peter— 
“ Add to your virtue knowledge.”  Believing that edu
cation is good only as it is subordinated to the ends of 
virtue, the association strives to imbue the young men of 
the University with the spirit of Christian chivalry, to 
equip its knights with the breastplate of righteousness, the 
shield of faith and the helmet of salvation: then to send 
them out into the world to wield the shining blade of 
scholarship in the interest of mankind.

Though the range of its activities has not been ex 
tensive, the association is to be credited with the promo
tion of that fine spirit of brotherhood and Christian fel
lowship which exists among the young men of the Uni
versity and which is such a marked characteristic of its 
student life. In  all the wide educational domains of Ore
gon there is probably no institution that enjoys a more 
wholesome religious atmosphere, or a more broad-browed, 
big-hearted, virile type of Christian manhood, than Will
amette. And this is largely true because the Young 
Men's Christian Association has made it so, it having 
been entrusted with practically all the religious work 
among the young men in the University.

Last fall the association was early in the field with
rot



the Gospel artillery, and under the alert leadership of Mr. Miller, began at once a vigorous cam
paign. The first gun was fired at that most enjoyable “ stag” party which was given in the Gym. 
under the auspices of the association. After distributing a wagon load of watermelons and bar
rels full of fun, Mr. Miller seized the propitious moment to press home the claims of the associa
tion in a very manly and stirring appeal. Later, the joint reception given by the two associations 
to the new students was made a very attractive advertisement of the association work.

Eight classes in the regular Y. M. C. A. Bible study courses were immediately organized, and 
under the efficient leadership, this work has been made very profitable and enjoyable. The daily 
noonday prayermeetings conducted by the prayer circle of the association have been well attended 
and have resulted in bringing the young men into close personal and spiritual fellowship, besides 
giving them a more felicitous use of that mightiest of all weapons in the battle of life—the power 
of prayer. The public meetings for men, held in the college every Sunday afternoon, have been 
addressed by the ablest speakers that the committee in charge could obtain.

The Y. M. C. A. conference for the colleges of the Northwest which is held every spring at 
Gearhart, is becoming a splendid factor in quickening the spiritual life and activity of the students, 
and Willamette association plans to send every young man who is worthy and willing to go. No 
one can attend these conferences, coming in contact as he does with the choicest collection of 
Christian manhood, without being uplifted, and inspired to new and nobler exertions.

In these tremendous times, when life is so intense and when character counts for so much, a 
young man without a religious experience is fighting the battles of life with a broken sword. No 
college student should neglect this most important part of his education. To every student of 
Willamette, whether old or new or prospective, the Y. M. C. A. extends a cordial welcome; it 
needs your co-operation and you need the inspiration of its fellowship and the peculiar power of its 
religious life.
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The officers tor the third term are:
President,
Vice President, 
Secretary,
Assistant Secretary, 
Treasurer,
Censor,

Clara Holmstrom, 
Alma Hales,
Ruth Ketchum, 
Sylvia H ewitt, 
Mabel Glover,
Ida Evans,
Nell Parsons,
Vera Byars,
Alice Shepard, 
Olive Rigby, 
Bertha Hewitt. 
Mary Salomon, 
Sylva Jones,
Ruby Coryell,
Lily Hardwick. 
Stella Hardwick.

Clara Holmstrom, ’06 
Alma E. Hales, ’07 
Ruth Ketchum 
Olive A. Rigby, ’07 
Sylvia Hewitt 
Mabel C. Glover 
Ida Evans, ’09

Sylvia Marquam, 
Isadora Winans, 
Violet W est,
T heo Bennett,
Ruth Field,
Olive Metcalf,
Nellie Tucker,
Leila Rigdon,
Viola Fisher,
Iona Fisher,
Bertha Elworthy, 
Birtie Bailey,
Ethel Gerding,
Ora Black,
Ellen Thielsen,





Philodosian
The Philodosian Society is the oldest literary society for girls a t Willamette, having been 

organized since 1881.
I t is composed of college and academy girls who desire to cultivate ease and grace in extem 

poraneous speaking, correct social deportment and the many other advantages to be gained from 
m utual ambitions for intellectual and social advancement.

During the present year particular attention is being paid to parliamentary drill and social 
etiquette. T he society hopes to be able to offer a lecture course in the latter, by some well-in
formed, efficient ladies. They have already had some of the ladies of the city present to speak to 
them .

The school year is divided into four term s, officers being elected for each term.
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Philodorian Society
The Philodorian Society was organized in 1883 by a few manly and ambitious students—among 

whom was Dean Hawley—who recognized the urgent need of a literary and debating society in 
developing the most priceless attainments of a collegiate education, the power to speak originally, 
forcibly and thoughtfully upon practical subjects, before a critical audience of fellow students. 
Founded for such a purpose, its aims have ever been in accord with the principles of its founders, 
and as a result it, together with its sister society, the Philodosian, has ever been the back-bone of 
literary endeavor a t Willamette. The work has always been in harmony and besides furnishing 
the flower of forensic array a t Willamette, they give joint meetings which are unsurpassed as intel
lectual social functions for the entertainment of a polite and refined public.

The society recognizes itself to be a training school and therefore pursues an “ open door” pol
icy, restricting none who are loyal W illamette students and willing to work for the honor and glory 
of “  Old W illamette.”  I t  is within the Philodorian’s hall that the genuine, good, fraternal fellow
ship of the W illamette man is generated, and a t the close of the school year their last program is 
given over to a rally night for their old school, and pledges freely and earnestly given to work for 
her best interests during vacation.

M E M B E R S

Ralph Matthews, 
Andrew Marker, 
Waldo Colbert, 
Burgess Ford, 
Roy Shields, 
John Reichen, 
M urray Shanks, 
W . A. Schmidt, 
Geo. B. Simpson 
M. M. Long,

Jonas Jorstad, 
Ray Mason,
Geo. F enscke, 
E . J . Winans, 
R . C. Glover, 
E . K. Miller, 
D. H. Mosher, 
Ross Soward,

Geo. Lounsbury, Wallace Trill, 
Claude Crandall, 
Clark Belknap, 
H . C. McCain, 
M. H. Geh lar, 
Roy Hewitt,
Virgia Lloyd, 
Ray Marquam.

James G. Heltzel,
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On the evening of the second of November, ten young ladies met in the U niversity Chapel 

for the purpose of organizing a new literary society, which would be a sister society to the Cole
man L iterary Society, organized a few weeks before.

T h e  new organization was named the “ Clara Coleman Sorosis.” in honor of M rs. Coleman, 

the “ better h a lf” of our beloved President. You m ust not construe from our name th a t we intend 

to become more than sisters to the members of th e  Coleman Society, for such is not the case.

T he membership of the Sorosis is limited to sixteen, college girls preferred, and the object is 

“  literary and social refinement.”

Special stress is laid on parliam entary law , as well as th e literary w ork, which includes read

ings, papers on assigned subjects and extem poraneous speaking. T he “Coleman Societies” have 

jointly, w ith the aid of Dr. Coleman and the Trustees, furnished halls on the fourth floor, which 
are very pleasant and conducive to the best of literary efforts.

A lthough the Sorosis is but newly organized, it has already begun to take honors in the col

lege world, Miss Swafford having won the second place in the Local Oratorical Contest.
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Mabel Robertson, 

Lila Swafford. 

G race Oliver, 

Laneta Young, 
M ary Rader, 

G ertrude Moores,

G ustena Randall, 

Annie Pigler, 

G ertrude Johnson, 

Olive Riddell,

Ida Stephens, 

R uth Gatch.





Progression is the natural order of education. This condition is best stimulated by competi
tion. Hence it was, that with a just appreciation of the literary societies already enjoyed at W il
lamette, early in the Fall term a number of the men formed a new organization for literary work.

With the Society once organized, the first step taken was to secure for it the highest honors, 
as is evidenced by the fact that it was named for our President, dear to each student as a friend.

Next, it was necessary to have a place to meet, and having been granted three rooms on the 
fourth floor of the college building, the Coleman Society, together with its newly organized sister 
society, the Clara Coleman Sorosis, and aided by Dr. Coleman and the Board of Trustees, trans
formed these rooms into very attractive halls.

A s yet but few in number, and delayed as a new society by the energy required in “ getting 
under way,’ ’ nevertheless, let it be remembered— we are Willamette men, and determined to suc
ceed. Another year will find us taking our place in debates and literary work of all kinds. And 
our place will be in the front ranks.

Nor must we even wait for another year. Already the society cheer has been heard as it 
greeted a victorious member. In the local oratorical contest each literary society was represented, 
and the victor, Andrew R. Marker, was our representative. Thus we were also represented in 
the state contest by the man who brought Willamette’s name to the highest place it has held in 
years.

But one open meeting has been given by the Coleman Society and the Sorosis; yet, we can 
claim for this that it was a success from both a literary and a social point of view.

As we close the year, we thank those who have assisted us in our beginning, and bespeak 
from you an interest in our future work.
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Howard H. Markel, 
Edgar Averill,
Alvia C. Nace, 
Ralph M. Rader,

R. H. Chapler, 
E. K. Miller, 
Paul W. Beach. 
Bruce Robinson, 
A. R. Marker.





L ast September, before school began, two students got their heads together and said, “ We 
m ust have a fraternity this year.’’ They sent letters to a number of their friends and found out 
who would be willing to join such a Frat. When school opened, a full dozen of the best students 
in the school gathered around the festive board, which our landlady had provided. Of course our 
Fraternity must have officers, and H. H. Marked was elected president; Charles li. Skidmore, sec
retary and treasurer; and Roy R. Knotts, sergeant-at-arms. This last officer was rendered neces
sary because of the rule that every new member must make an initiation speech, and as some ob
jected, he, being a husky football player, was duly installed, and right worthily did he serve. He 
was very useful in settling the numerous quarrels and disputes between Brothers Mosher and Trill, 
who were always getting into trouble.

“  W hat would a F rat. be without a nam e?" thought several wise heads, and hence search 
was made for a suitable name. It was thought that it must have a Greek letter or it would not 
be a Fraternity. As it was too much bother to get a charter from one of the old established Frats, 
we organized a new one of our own, and gave it the appropriate and significant name, “ Eta P i.” 

One thing which did a great deal to unite the members into a feeling of fellowship was the 
rule tha t every one be called by his first name; so it was Roy, Charles, Wallace, Howard, Chester, 
etc. W e numbered among ourselves coming doctors, ministers, lawyers, musicians and business 
men, who will make their way in the world and look back with a great deal of pleasure to the 
time we had together as we “  ate a pie.”
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T h e Republican Club
President, E. Kinney Miller
Secretary, Chas. E. Skidmore

Apropos of the presidential election, a goodly majority of Willamette's 
voters were organized for the purpose of lining up the “ doubtfuls” and 
helping to swell the Oregon majority for Roosevelt.

This club formed a conspicuous part in the parade of the big republican 
rally held in this city. Each member carried a large megaphone through 
which was thundered again and again the 'Varsity cheers mingled with 
“ Rah! for Roosevelt.”

Not only with megaphone and voice did members aid the cause of the 
G. O. P., but also by a judicious placing of the X on the ballots.

It was not necessary for the club to put any campaigners in the field 
although Dean Hawley, Chauncey Depew and several other distinguished 
orators offered to occupy the stump for us. After due consideration it was 
decided not to employ any campaigners for two reasons:

First. The untiring efforts of the Science Department working with 
the most improved microscopes, etc., failed to discover anyone who had 
serious symptoms of voting for Parker.

Second. At present there is not a stump on the campus and it was 
thought best not to cut down any of our magnificant trees. For if there 
were no trees where were the shade and if no shade what would the “ Queen- 
ers” do?
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Democratic Club
F a th e r o f ou r Dem ocratic host,
T h e  p a tr io t ’s p ride , the na tion 's  boast,
T h e  m an o f a ll w e love the  most 

Since W ash ing ton .
F o r  h im  w e stand and h im  w e toast,
W h o  gave the Declara tion and th is  Coast—  

T h e  p a trio t Jefferson !

President,
V ice  President,
Secretary,
T reasu rer,

E dg a r F . A v e r i l l 
M u rra y  Shanks 
A n d re w  R. M a rk e r 
George B. S im pson.

D u rin g  the last portentous days o f the  la te  p res iden tia l cam paign, i t  
was apparent to  everyone th a t the  D em ocratic p a rty  was m arch ing  
th ro u g h  a s laugh te r house to  an open grave. T h e  om inous tread o f the 
a rrogant and d o m in a ting  p o litica l p a rty , ra lly in g  around the s tandard  o f 
the  p icturesque R ough R id e r, foreto ld  an ove rw h e lm ing  R epublican ma
jo r ity .  B u t the  s p ir it  o f th a t fearless fis tfu l o f Spartans a t T he rm opy lae  
liv e d  again in  the  D em ocratic m in o r ity  a t W illa m e tte . Instead o f s h u f
f lin g  sup ine ly  aw ay back in  the face o f in ev itab le  defeat, the you ng  pa rty  
p a trio ts  a t the U n iv e rs ity  resolved to  f ig h t,  as d id  th a t he ro ic  three h u n 
dred. to  the last d itc h  in  defense o f th e ir  c o u n try . A c c o rd in g ly  they 
banded themselves together in to  the P arke r-D av is  C lub  and d id  w ha t
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they could to arouse their compatriots in a last, desperate effort to stem the threatened Republi
can invasion. The world has seldom witnessed such heroic devotion to a lost cause. Along with 
the stories of the unyielding heroism of that glorious bunch who died to a man in defense of the 
Alamo, and the unvanquished patriotism of Marshal Ney, standing defiant amidst the wreckage 
of his battalions a t Waterloo, history will record the story of this intrepid band of student heroes 
who stood by their convictions until they were all shot to pieces, as it were, and had to be gathered 
up in a bedtick.

It has been suggested that a marble shaft be erected to the memory of the Parker-Davis Club, 
bearing this inscription:

“ Stranger, tell the Democratic party that we lie here in obedience to its orders.”
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The Inter-Collegiate Prohibition Association
The purposes of this organization are:
1. “ The broad and practical study of the liquor problem, and related social and political 

questions."
2. “ The promotion of the political application of the principles of Prohibition.”
3. “ The enlistment of students for service and leadership in the overthrow of the liquor 

traffic.”
As seen from these statements, this organization is non-partisan in character and stands on a 

broad and sound basis. The association has auxiliary leagues in most colleges of the country.
Our league has a membership of about thirty students, and meets semi-monthly. At these 

meetings the various phases of the subject are discussed. Under the supervision of the association, 
local, state, interstate, and national oratorical contests are held. Our league has been in existence 
about two years, but as yet has not had a representative in this contest.
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Officers and Members

P re s id e n t , E .  J .  W in a n s

S e c re ta ry , J o h n  R e ic h e n

T r e a s u r e r , R o ss  S o w a rd

W . R . C o lb e r t , R o y  S h ie ld s , E u g e n e  W h ip p le ,

R a y  M a r q u a m , C la u d e  C ra n d a ll , G e o rg e  F e n sc k e ,

E le p h a  S ta r n s , C h a s . V a n W in k le , M u r r a y  S h a n k s ,

R .  C . G lo v e r , G la d y s  S o w a rd , G .  G .  F o rb e s ,

R a y  M aso n , L o r e n a  S m i th , J .  G .  H e ltz e l .
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Ladies’ Hull
O ne of the  best and most interesting features of life a t "O ld  

W illam ette”  is tha t life spent w ithin the walls of the Dormitory or 
th e  building better known as the Young W om en’s  Hall.

T h is  g irls ' hom e is one of the best tha t can be found in the 
N orthw est, for it is always filled with jolly, enthusiastic college s tu 
dents who desire to m ake the very best of their college days and 
w ho endeavor to maintain the reputation of our school. T h e  hall 
has been recently remodeled on the interior and furnished with all 
the conveniences tha t any student could desire. In its old halls and 
parlors m any a heart has been lightened and inspired to  nobler and 
better things.

T h e  dinner hour, from six  to seven o'clock in the evening, is 
one of the happiest hours of the day . During th is seemingly short 
periixl it is impossible for one to th ink  of h is  troubles and hardships 
but tha t he throw s them  off and becomes young again as he listens
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to the joke and w itty sayings which pervade the atmosphere of the room. A girl cannot imagine, 
unless she has witnessed it for herself, the pleasure and happiness which can be received from the 
merry crowd gathered after study hours in the cozy corners, which, if they could speak, would 
tell many stories both queer and interesting. The spreads which are always an enjoyable feature 
of a student’s  life are frequently indulged in by all.

T he Young Women’s Hall has gained in the past few years, a reputation which we are de
termined shall be wide and permanent. W e are all greatly interested in its future welfare and 
prosperity and expect to see the hall, under the excellent supervision of Professor and Mrs. 
Mahaffie, become the center of social and intellectual life at “ Old W illam ette.”
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Art Notes
From the S u d io

" P ensee" a photographic reproduction of which is given on another page, is the latest work 
from the brush of M arie Craig, Dean of the College of A rt. T he original painting is in oil, life 
size, and was painted in four sittings from the model, Anna Eastham , a talented young a rt student. 
One of the chief charm s of the picture is its coloring, the flesh tin ts being peculiarly delicate and 
life-like.

Anna Eastham , M argaret Gill and Jessie M artin constitute the class of 1905 and hope to re
ceive their diplomas in June. All three are earnest workers and will doubtless make their mark 
in the near future.

Asa Fisher has been working in w ater colors this winter. Now tha t color is being used so 
extensively in illustrations, it is absolutely necessary for an illustrator to know how to use it. Mr. 
F isher shows much taste and skill in his work already. H is specialty is figure, either in black 
and white or in color, and he possesses undoubted talent for tha t most difficult of all arts—portrait 
painting.

Percy H u n t’s career as a caricaturist is already assured. H is style is bold and effective, and 
bids fair to make the fu ture guilty politician “ tremble in his boots.” Caricature m ight be called 
a short cut across lots in the whole realm of art. For the rest of us, “ A rt is long and Time is 
fleeting.”

John E lliott, Carrie Belknap, Maude Griswold, Lillie and Stella H ardw ick, Sylvia H ew itt, 
Elwina Schramm, Freda Schindler and Laneta Young, all display more talent than the average— 
some in m arked degree.

Anna Kastham’s still life study of big red Oregon apples in a silver fruit dish, is delightfully 
realistic. She has caught the glow and bloom of the fruit, the “ shine”  of the silver and the 
shimmer of the dam ask tablecloth, and transferred them bodily to canvass.
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Helen Dechabach, Hazel Downing, Zoe Olmstead, Helen Perkins, and Dorothea Steusloff, of 
the children’s class, are an enthusiastic band of little workers from the object, cast, nature and 
the flat.

T he A rt Students’ League, of New York, extends an invitation to the students of the College 
of A rt to take part in the yearly competition for a free scholarship. T h is is one of the best Art 
Schools in the United States, having a list of instructors it would be hard to equal or excel any
where. One of the instructors, Mr. Henry McCarter, the well known illustrator, was a fellow 
student of Miss Craig’s at Pennsylvania Academy of Fine A rts in Philadelphia.

Professor Craig has an interesting collection of sketches drawn from life in the Pennsylvania 
Academy sketch class, of many of her fellow students, now famous men and women. Jo Pennell 
heads the list. He had only begun the study of etching when the sketch was made. He now 
stands at the head of etchers the world over. Henry R. Poore, Alice Barber Stephens, Colin C. 
Campbell, W . T . Trego, Elizabeth Bonsall, H . Latim er Brown, Frederick W augh, Jerome Ferris, 
W ill Birney, and many others, were all more or less promising students when these sketches first 
saw the light.
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" P E N S E E ”

P a in te d  from  life for 
th e  " W a llu l a h "  by  
M a rie  C ra ig , D ean  
o f th e  College o f A rt.



Weekly Willlamette Collegian 
Wallulah
Y. M. C. A. Handbook



Weekly Willamette Collegian
T he Collegian is the official organ of the Student Body, and is a weekly, published each 

Wednesday during the college year. I ts  purpose is to encourage literary work of a practical char
acter, foster and arouse college patriotism and enthusiasm, and also to compile and disseminate 
such college news as will be of special interest to students. T hus its field is broad and is circum
scribed within no petty limitations prescribed by a particular department or class. I t  is strictly a 
University publication, and is the power which exerts the greatest unifying influence tending 
toward a centralization of collegiate ambition and endeavor.

During the current year it has been increased in size and has more than doubled its news 
capacity. This advance was due largely to the energy and business ability of the present manager, 
and his progressiveness has brought forth its just fruits, and, as a leading exchange, T he Barom
eter, puts it, “  The Pacific W ave, from the University of W ashington, and the Weekly W illamette 
Collegian, are the leading weekly papers of the colleges of the N orthw est.”

BOARD

Editor-in-Chief, 
Business Manager,

Assistant Editors '

Ronald C. Glover, ’06 
Ralph R. M atthews, ’08 
Clara A. Holmstrom, ’06 
E . Belle Crouse, ’07

Assistant Business Manager, Glenn E. U nrah, ’08 

ASSOCIATE EDITORS

Professor W . H. McCall. 
Andrew R. M arker, ’06, 
E. Kinney Miller, '05,
J. O. Van W inkle, ’05,

Mabel Robertson, '07, 
Ida D. Evans, ’09,

H. G. McCain, ’06, 
Chester Catlow, '05,

E . J . W inans, '07, 
H. H. M arkel, ’06, 
J. G. Heltzel, ’09, 
Alma Hales. ’07,



Weekly Willamette Collegian



Wallulah
The Wallulah was given to us for the first time 

two years ago, when, with Edgar Meresse, ’03, as 
editor-in-chief, and Charles E. Skidmore as business 
manager, it made its bow and received more than the 
usual amount of homage paid to a new enterprise. 
This year it has tried to take upon itself the real re
sponsibility which falls upon such a publication, and 
has endeavored to show to the best advantage and 
in the truest light the many different sides of the 
present college days.

Edited every two years, it has a broad field from which to gather material to swell its pages.
A word or two concerning the staff. We regret that each of you can not be one of so merry 

and busy a crowd. The meetings held each Monday evening at the home of the editor-in-chief 
were greatly enjoyed and looked forward to because of the rare bits of fun found sandwiched in 
between the strenuous life, to give it a relish. If you wish to know something about some of these 
times, ask Mr. Miller where his favorite hiding place is; Miss Robertson, what excuse was given 
over the telephone for a member's absence; Mr. Ford and Mr. Long, who lived nearest; Mr. 
Glover, where the apples were kept; Miss Crouse, who went with her to get the apples; and ask 
the rest of the staff to tell you all about it. They know. And so, it is with a feeling of regret 
when we think of the merry times, and a feeling of joy when we think of the labor, that we see 
our work drawing to a close. But we wish to those who come after us all the pleasure that we 
have enjoyed—and hope that they may prosper.
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Y. M. C. A. Handbook
It is small. It informs.
It is large. It introduces.
It is neat. It gives pointers.
It is useful. It has the spirit.
It is unique. It is for every student.
It is helpful. It lasts the whole year.
It is jolly. Its purpose is to serve.
It is clever. It serves its purpose.
It is brief. It is for a welcome.
It is handy. It is worth knowing.
It is a FRIEND. It is for W ILLAM ETTE.
It is FREE. It is for CHRIST.

H and bo ok . —Published yearly by the Christian Associations.
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Oratory
As “ The pen is mightier than the sword,”  so is the word which is spoken more powerful 

than the word which is written. History vouches for its patent influence and all nations, barbar
ian and Christian alike, have encouraged and cultivated it. Monarchs have been elevated and de
throned through its influence, tyrants have felt its sting, and the cause of right and liberty from 
time immemorial has been defended and advanced by its aid. It is not only the great uplifter, but 
also the great leveler, and is one of the most useful and practical elements in a college education.

Willamette University was conscious of its importance in the moulding and forming of well 
poised men and women and founded the Department of Oratory.

Other colleges in the state having also taken great interest in forensics, an annual contest was 
arranged under the direction of the “ Intercollegiate Oratorical Association of Oregon," an associa
tion formed for the purpose of encouraging public speaking and composed of the Oregon Agricul
tural College, Albany College, McMinnville College, Monmouth State Normal, Pacific College, 
Portland University, Pacific University, University of Oregon and Willamette University This 
organization has been in being for twelve years now, and still has the same membership as at the 
beginning, with the exception of Portland University which has ceased to exist. The annual con
test is held in rotation among the different colleges of the association, on the night of the second 
Friday in March; and the different colleges meet in force, and during the first half hour give full 
sway to the rooters who vie with each other in giving the yells of their schools and singing the 
praise of their orators. At the conclusion of the contest a banquet is given the visiting colleges 
by the local institution. This is usually a magnificent social affair where college spirit and college 
jokes are all bound together with a close fraternal feeling which results in a more friendly and 
amicable relationship between them.

i3 4



Our Orator
Andrew R. Marker, the man who so successfully 

represented Willamette in the state contest held at New- 
berg, winning third place therein, is a man of varied 
attainments. He is a good example of the broad 
minded college student. A man of an exceedingly re
fined and sensitive nature and possessed of an unex
celled appreciation of the beautifiul and sublime in lit
erature and art. His development, however, is not 
restricted solely to the valuable traits of character and 
mind, but rising above the average man of his age, he 
also plays guard of the football team with such vim 
and earnestness that all who play with him feel more 
confident for his presence. When asked for some data 
in connection with his former life, “ Mark,”  as he is 
familiarly called, in his characteristic manner, said: 
“ Was found running at large at an early age in the 
wilds of Idaho. Was rounded up, roped and branded 
on a farm. Became successively a cowboy, a miner, a 
reporter, a soldier, chief-of-police and finally a student, 
so-called.”

His oration, entitled "Moses,” was a gem, and re
plete with rhetorical figures and passages of rare fancy 
and sound thought. The local newspapers called it a 
“ prose poem.”  With such thought as was displayed 
in eulogizing the great Hebrew law giver turned into 
more modern channels, Marker will some day himself 
be a leader of men.
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THE
GRID

IRON

The football season of '04 was the best Willam
ette has experienced for years. Near the close of 
the season when the men had been well trained, had 
come to know and love each other, backed by the 
best coach we have ever had and by a united spirit 
of confidence emanating from Student Body, Fac
ulty and city, we had a team ready and anxious to 
meet any college in the Northwest or even Berkeley.

The season began inauspiciously with defeat 
at U. of O. This should have been played on No
vember 5 instead of October 15. By that time our 
men would have been in much better condition. 
But with the prospects of a game on November 5. 
shelved, and its other date as the only alternative—  
we braved it and lost on a muddy field.

The next important game was with Pacific, 
November 18, and proved an easy victory. On 
Thanksgiving Day we tried out with Albany on our 
home field and won, 16 to o. This was the same 
score Multnomah had chalked against them so the 
coming game with that Club was the most interest
ing to contemplate.

On the M. A. A. C. field, outweighed about 
twenty pounds per man, our valiant eleven battled 
against the Club men held them at bay and were 
really their superiors at every point of the game ex
cept punting. By their timely booting they kept 
out of danger and by the aid of a decision contrary 
to the rules managed to score during the last few 
minutes of the game. Great was the rejoicing at 
the excellent showing our men made, but bitter was 
the thought of that unearned score.
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Coach Bishop
T he coach of a football team is not the whole team. But a coach with the proper spirit, 

besides teaching the men the game, can instill into them tha t inspiration, loyalty and love, which 
will hold them together, “ eleven as one ” and make them play even better than they know.

Fortunately, Manager Miller secured such a man when he signed Chauncey Bishop, End 
Columbia, ’03, for the season. Coach Bishop surely did his part. He had the right spirit and his 
men learned to love him. H t put himself into the work with all his splendid power, and sent the 
men into the games with the true W illamette spirit, which never quits, but grows stronger—stems 
the tide of opposition and wins.

140





Girls’  Basketball
The Girls’ Basketball team of Willamette was composed of five of the pluckiest girls that ever 

bloomed forth in bloomers. Most of them had never before played in a match game, yet they did 
not fail to put up a strong fight in their first game on the home floor, against Albany, which team 
later won the state championship.

On the spacious floor of the Agricultural College Armory, against the sw ift farmer maidens, 
they lost by a few points, but the game was played with an earnestness and vim which showed 
that they were doing their best for “ Old Willamette.”

Lebanon High School and Chemawa were both defeated on the home floor, and these games 
gave the Co-ed worshippers a chance to go wild.

Enthusiasm runs high at Willamette at all times, and the Girls' Basketball team has certainly 
deserved its share of all good things.

SCORES

Albany, 9 
Lebanon,9 
Corvallis, 9 
Chemawa, 13 
Chemawa, 11 

*  Played on the home floor.

Willamette, 5* 
Willamette, 15* 
Willamette, 4 
Willamette, 8 
Willamette. 18*
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Boys’ Basketball
The Boys’ Basketball season ended with Willamette in the trio for the intercollegiate cham

pionship for Oregon.
The first game of the season was played on our own floor with the splendid aggregation from 

Newberg, a game which ended in a decisive victory for Willamette. This victory at the begin
ning of the season was a great impetus for the encouragement of basketball; and the way in which 
the wearers of the cardinal and old gold upheld their insignia was a true manifestation of the spirit 
which is found in the breast of every Willamette athlete.

The next game was played between the City Y. M. C. A. and our invincible quintet and was 
a repetition of the first.

The game which we most reluctantly recall was the game played at Monmouth. The floor 
was too small to permit good team work, and, although the game ended ingloriously for us as to 
score, we had every confidence in our team, which played as they never played before. We regret 
very much that a return game could not be secured.

The game in which our men showed what kind of stuff they are made of was that played on 
the floor at Corvallis. Although fighting at tremendous odds, the upholders of Willamette colors 
fought like demons, and never showed the white feather from the start until the finish; yet, while 
defeat stared them in the face, their hopes were undaunted, and in the return game they proved to 
their opponents that they not only knew how to play but also how to win. This game was the 
best exhibition of basketball ever witnessed on Willamette’s floor. For the first time and the only 
time during the season, the old team got together, and such team w'ork and passing was never 
witnessed in our home gym. This splendid playing was due mainly to Pollard, our “ Old Stand 
By,’ ’ who, as a center, has no equal in the Northwest; also to Judd who has yet to meet his superior 
as a forward. Captain Whipple showed himself not only to be an expert player but a general who 
knew how to handle his team. Swift-footed Miller was everywhere in a minute and proved him
self a mighty arm of strength. There is one more, Simpson, who is deserving of worthier men
tion than pen can proclaim. He has the stuff in him and with a few more years experience as a 
guard will have no peer in the Northwest.
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The last game of the season and by no means the least spectacular was played upon the Evan
gelical floor at Dallas. The swift Dallas aggregation proved themselves to be the better players 
on their own floor. The quintet from Willamette were greatly handicapped by the loss of Pollard 
and Simpson; notwithstanding this fact, the men who tossed the sphere did all that could be asked 
of any team; they did their best, and Willamette feels proud of every man who upheld the colors 
of his Alma Mater. Dallas forfeited the return game to us, to the deep regret of every student, 
because we were sure of victory and without doubt would have shown our Polk County friends 
how it is done.

This ended the Boys’ Basketball season for the year 1904-05.
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T h is  year, at the suggestion of the University of Oregon, the old Intercollegiate Amateur 
A thletic Association of Oregon has reorganized, and the meet of this association, which is to be 
held June 10, at Salem, will decide the state championship of Oregon.

W illamette does not aspire to he state champion this year, bu t with the able training of Mr. 
Keller, good foundation for a future victorious team will be laid.

Through the efforts of members of the Board of Trustees and other prominent men, a new 
crushed granite track has been put around the football field, and with this improvement our men 
will be able to train at all seasons of the year.

W illamette has no star track men this year, but better, she has plenty of material, the kind 
that will in the near future, win many victories for the cardinal and old gold.

The best men on the track so far this year are Miller, Ford, James and Lounsbury. All of 
these men are old track men and promise to show to the other colleges on June 10 that they are 
formidable antagonists.
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Baseball
Baseball at W illamette, as a t other Oregon colleges, has in past years occupied a comparatively 

insignificant place in athletics. This has been true in spite of the fact tha t the great national game 
has been given preference in all the large Eastern institutions and in practically every other state 
in the Union. It is almost universally conceded that, to the public and to athletes, the game of 
baseball is more popular than all other forms of athletics combined. Among all the different kinds 
of baseball, there is nothing so attractive as college baseball, for, in addition to the spirit of the 
game itself, there is added that other and more intense element, college spirit.

A change of heart seems to have taken place in the last year, however, and with a team at
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every university and a t most of the colleges in the state, the great game promises to take, in Ore
gon, the place it already holds throughout the United States.

The prospects for a winning team a t W illamette this year are bright. There is almost an 
unlimited amount of material to choose from, and the fact tha t the squad is composed entirely of 
old players avoids the usual embarrassment of “ working up raw m aterial."

Games are being arranged with all the best amateur teams in the state, in addition to the col
lege teams. The schedule is a good one, and will include games with the University of Oregon, 
Columbia University, the Multnomah Amateur Athletic Club, Hill M ilitary Academy, Mt. Angel 
College, the Chemawa Indian School, and practice games with Dallas College, the O. S. N. S. at 
M onmouth, the Salem High School and the Eugene High School.
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Wearers of

T his list extends back only to 1902

Judd,
Gale,
W olf,
Cashatt,
Clark,
Simpson,
Parsons,
Jerman,
Matthews,

Marquam, 
Young, 
Lucas. 
Miller, 
Riddell, W ., 
Riddell, E ., 
Pollard, 
Rebhan, 
Long, O. B.,

Judd,
Ford,
James,
Miller,

T R A C K

Spires,
Love,
Unruh.

THE

F O O T B A I.I,

Beauchamp,
Hewitt,
U ntil h,
Love,
Knotts,
Henkle,
Marker,
Nelson,
Lounsbury,

Nace,
Rader,
Patton,
Beach,
Long, M. M. 
Ford

Pollard,
Judd,
Matthews,
Winslow,
Parsons,

B A S K E T B A L L

Miller,
Whipple,
Rader,
Simpson,
Jerman.
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CAMPUS TENNIS CLUB
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Campus Tennis Club
Inasmuch as the majority of the members of the Campus Tennis Club for some years were 

actual students of the University, the game lagged through the vacation season because of the 
absence of many members at their homes and upon business elsewhere than in Salem; but when 
the by-laws were amended so as to take in former students and some others who evinced an extraor
dinary interest in the game, tennis again took upon itself new life and for the last two years the 
courts have presented a gay and festive appearance each evening.

A t any time very little “ posing”  has been done upon these courts, and while dim ity, lawn, 
white flannel and duck, along w ith shirts and waists of red, blue, and green have been in daily evi
dence, motion has been a too prevalent factor to allow any person or combination of colors to center 
upon one spot long enough to present a picture of ease. Our courts lie open to the west, and the 
game can be carried on almost into the night. Upon an evening when we experience one of our 
Old Oregon's gorgeous sunsets, with the Woman's Hall and the main University Building in the 
middle distance standing tall and dark against a sea of fire, one w ill forget all else for the time but 
that it is typical of the bright future of Old Willamette, and that we are a part and parcel of this 
grand old institution.

“ A  thing of beauty is a joy forever.”  What is prettier than a newly marked tennis court, 
w ith its perfect setting of grass, shrub and tree reaching up to sky-line—why it  is a cameo,— “ a 
thing of beauty”  and “  a joy forever,”  because in after years some of the most pleasant recollec
tions of college days w ill be of the jokes, tales and songs, as we sat late in the dusk on the “ old 
grand stand”  for many years a piece of portable 4x4x16.

Two years ago, “ Daddy”  presented a new grandstand to the club and as the treasury was a 
minus quantity a house-mover could not be had, so Thielsen, Emmett and others carried i t  from 
down town. The following summer so much of it was whittled away that i t  was found necessary 
to build an extension 2x10x8 feet, and for the present season one w ill be erected having a seating 
capacity of at least eight. The courts w ill be put in perfect order, the lawn mower w ill buzz— 
whitewash w ill appear over night upon all the wooden backnet fixtures, up-to-date faucets, a log 
chain on the tin cup or vice versa—an eight ton safe for the “ marker”  and the “ line" over night, 
a machine gun and four cases of squirrel poison for those who play in heeled shoes (breathe here). 
Well—everybody w ill have it  put up or shut up (dues) and that is the way the Campus Tennis 
Club w ill appear in its new spring suit in its fourteenth year— 1905.
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In a Social Way



As the crow flies, there’s many a weary mile stretched out between Hood and Jefferson, Adams 
and St. Helens. Yet to travellers in retrospect these peaks of infinite beauty are held in pleasant 
memory.

Epoch marks as these, the President’s receptions loom before us. Its features of multifold 
variety; its results a complete harmony, whether lights go out and candles sputter, whether the 
receiving row of dignified Faculties shake us one by one by the hand; whether the souvenir is our 
President's face or his favorite expressions: no m atter the program, no m atter the decorations, we, 
having been there, know that the President's Reception crowns our year.

Held a t the Hall where many a nook and corner lurk, where cheery rooms and spacious cor
ridors abound, whether in Fall when choke of homesickness estranges the new-comer, or in Spring 
time when thoughts of approaching separation tinge with sadness the otherwise so gay a throng— 
we welcome the eve on which, clad in our best, we climb the broad steps and twirl the bell. Then, 
as amid the hum and buzz of conversation or to the strains of sweet music we move from room to 
room, a nod here, a bow there, stopping anon for a longer exchange, as we never alone -seek 
quiet corners or descend to the dining rooms, we are conscious of the feeling that here, at last, is 
college life—the college life of which we had so fondly dreamed.
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YM and YW 
RECEPTION

Each of us, as we entered W illam ette's halls, assumed the common name, “ a new student.” 
One other experience we had in common— we very soon laid aside this name and knew ourselves 
only as a W illamette man or co-ed. A t the times, events followed one another in such rapid suc
cession tha t we did not realize the cause of this happy transformation; but looking back upon it 
later we saw tha t it was due to our reception by the old students, and tha t the Y. M. C. A. and 
Y . W . C. A. played an active part in this reception.

How could we forget those first two weeks and the pleasure they brought us? The first week, 
every one was talking of Saturday: 11 Oh, you’ll get better acquainted with her Saturday,”  etc.
W hat did it all mean? A h, we learned; for, after the Y. W . C. A. reception Saturday afternoon, 
and in the evening the “ big tim e”  which the Y. M. C. A. provided in the Gym ., each girl felt 
acquainted w ith every other girl in school, and each man with every other man.

But this was not all. On the following week there came an invitation to a reception given 
jointly by the Y. M. C. A. and Y. W . C. A. T h is was followed by an announcement in chapel of 
the same event. If it was Professor Hawley who made the announcement, he probably said, “  it 
is an opportunity for meeting one another, which no one should miss.”  W e went, nor did we re
gret it. During the evening there was an address of welcome from one of the students, and also 
from one of the professors, and these, together with the cordial greeting we received from each old 
student, made us feel that we were, indeed, one of them.
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When one enters the University, his time is well occupied during the first two weeks in be
coming acquainted, accustoming himself to his surroundings, and in settling down to study. But 
at the end of that time he begins to find something besides his class work.

During these two weeks the Literary Societies have been opening up their work for the year, 
and with their “ wheels oiled" so the machinery runs smoothly, they, too, have time to take up some
thing new.

And so it is, that at the end of the third or fourth week, the Literary Societies present a further 
interest to the new student, and by a joint reception to all students, first introduces him to their 
circles through the social door. An interesting program is enjoyed, and there is usually something 
new as a feature of the entertainment.

When the evening is over, many have fouud in the societies the “ something” they need in 
addition to the class work, and hope to become members of some one of them; while all who must elect 
to deprive themselves of this advantage have learned to appreciate the societies and regret that 
their share of the benefits must, for a while, be only those which are open to all.
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When the first Hallowe’en party was given at 
Willamette, is beyond the memory of the writer. For 
five years or more, the older students have a distinct 
recollection of looking forward to the invitations given, 
for not only did they anticipate a glorious time— which 
they always had— but also they found a question mark 

hanging on their tongues, as to what shape these little messages themselves would take. One 
year there was a ghost on a ball of red which enclosed the coveted words; another time brown 
paper burned into fanciful shapes, with a drawing of some special Hallowe’ en feature sketched in 
one corner, bore the message; pumpkin-shaped cards with eyes, nose and mouth in prominence, 
telling when, where and how, appeared the year following; and this last year an old witch with 
her broom carried the invitation on her skirts.

The decorations are always well made up of grinning pumpkin faces, strings of apples, and 
bowers of autumn leaves.

The amusements are varied. You can read your fate any time you desire, as the opportunities 
are numerous. A ghost related to us one year a few of the things yet to befall us; an old Indian 
spoke our future in magical words at another time; and then again a wizard, with a deep voice, 
told the signs of the times and gave us salt and sugar to eat. That was cheerful. But we had 
other things to eat also— there were sandwiches of brown bread, beans, pumpkin pie, apples and 
cider.

After this came the stories around the fireplace as the lights burned low, and then the good- 
nights, for the Hallowe'en party was a thing of the past.
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“Old W illamette’
Tune—Solomon Levi 

Oh, our name is “ Old Willamette,
And we hail from Salem, too,
In all the college contests,
We win more than a few.
Then raise your hats and swing your canes,
And sing your praises loud;
When others reach the mountain-top 
You’ll find us in the cloud.

CHO RUS

Oh, “ Old Willamette,” tra-la-la-la-la-la.
Dear “ Old Willamette,” tra-la-la-la-la-la-la.
Then raise your hats and swing your canes, etc.
In every kind of college sport,
You’ll find us all in line,
In oratory and debate 
We get there every time;
Let’s wave aloft our colors bold,
And raise our pennants high,
Let’s sing our “ alma matas” praise 
From now until we die.—Cho.
Oh, when we’re on the football field 
We never knew defeat,
If you think you can show us one,
We're glad to have a meet.
We’ll rush your ends, and smash your line 
And run our tackles through,
And when you find where you are ‘ ‘a t ”
Your chances will be few.

Chorus—and repeat first stanza.
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A  Title o f Old Oregon
In Seven Chapters

J. T. M atthews, '86

I
Like many another tale of Old Oregon this story gathered color and direction before the char

acters came to the country. Jason Lee and Anna M aria Pittm an met in New York.
“ A charming lady,”  thought Mr. Lee, “ but I am not sure I  should wish her for my wife, 

notwithstanding. ”
So wont are single men to ponder a certain question, always the same, pertaining to the 

maidens they see.
II

Then came the time when Jason Lee, Daniel Lee and Cyrus Shepard were managing the Ore
gon Mission by the Willamette.

T he solitude was absolute:—Every man of them was unm arried, they kept batch in a log cabin, 
with never a white woman from the Pacific to the Rockies.

“ T h is savage loneliness eats m y life,”  cried Jason Lee to his heart, “ besides, the Christian 
family must be planted here if the Indian is to be elevated. I  will write to the Missionary Board 
in New York to select a wife for me. They can send her along when Sarah Downing comes out 
to brother Shepard.

III
“ A reinforcement for the Oregon Missions sailing around Cape Horn -  disembarked at

Honolulu ------ take first ship to the Columbia ------  ladies in the party .”
The good news was brought in 1836, in September, by Dr. W hitm an’s company, which in

cluded the first white women tha t crossed the Rocky Mountains.
And now autum n scarlet and gold must tarnish, then w inter wail and weep great showers, and 

spring trip  in all dressy and warbling. But every day the lonely watchers by the W illamette 
would be guessing the whereabouts of the voyagers, and praying for friendly winds to waft them .

Rosy cheeked June tossed a letter to Jason Lee.
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“ Brethren,” he cried, “ they have come—eight adults and several children, all safe and sound 
at Fort Vancouver. Brother Shepard, your Sarah is there too.”

Then away sped this modern Jason to fetch the reinforcement and —the one that had been sent 
expressly for him.

IV
Fort Vancouver was a simple rectangular stockade. Within, facing the great double-ribbed 

front gate, stood the residence of the governor, Dr. McLoughlin . Here in his spacious reception 
hall the ever hospitable doctor and his officers are entertaining the newly arrived missionaries.

Jason Lee enters.
“ Mr. Lee, allow me to present Miss Anna Maria Pittman, of New York.”
Every one present knows that these two are to be married if mutually suited.
A dramatic situation at a psychological moment. In the fore-ground a man and a woman, 

facing, her right hand in his; she, a tall, dark lady, blushing slightly, palpitating a little; he, a 
mountain of a man, six feet four, with high forehead and blue eyes,—evidently delighted with the 
prepossessing lady before him. The back-ground is a little array of faces where amusement and 
concern are mingled.

V

At the landing in front of the Fort the canoes are ready, the Indian paddlers waiting, the 
visitors bidding their hosts farewell.

Miss Pittman's friends whisper, smile, nod, point, — then embark, and leave her to seat herself 
in a canoe alone with Mr. Lee and a crew of Indians, who understand no English whatever. 
Happy arrangement. The Mission was sixty miles away. Two days the flotilla must leap under 
the paddles to reach the destined port. When has courtship had better chance?

Miss Pittman will talk about her long voyage. The sea-going missionaries rejoiced in the 
conversion of the steward of the ship, and gave Christian burial to the remains of the colored cook. 
Every Sunday at the Presbyterian Mission in Honolulu they saw a thousand or more natives 
assembled to hear the gospel.

Mr. Lee will tell how he came to Oregon,—on horseback—subsisting on game—driving cattle 
—encamping—decamping—away up the Snake River preaching the first sermon ever delivered 
west of the Rockies—at last reaching Fort Vancouver hungry and drenched.
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Soon, very soon, Jason Lee would be leading his companion to discourse about the dear home
land, the persons he used to know, and the events since he left.

A nd he, in turn, would recite w hat the bachelors had been doing a t the Mission. It was 
building and farming. It was baking and sweeping and mending. It was praying and preaching 
and teaching and trusting. I t  was getting one or two mails in a twelve-month. I t  was dreaming 
of home and the past, and planning for the coming empire.

Bye and bye Miss Pittm an breathes out her hopes, her fears, her zeal. Mr. Lee sketches 
his previous life. Born in Canada of New England parentage, while a student a t W ilbraham 
called of God to evangelize Indians, and again while teaching in the Stanstead Academy, he had 
already offered himself to the W esleyan Missionary Society of London, when Dr. Fiske showed 
him the door tha t Providence had opened in Oregon.

The little fleet kept on, now racing, now plodding. T he argonauts shouted from canoe to 
canoe. T hey  sang, they laughed. Many were the exclamations excited by the majesty of H ood 
and the beauty of St. Helens. The first night they camped where Portland is now, the second at 
the mouth of Pudding River. The third day they left the canoe a t Champoeg, and galloped 
across the prairie on horses.

Cyrus Shepard was in the kitchen doing his morning work. H e heard the tram ping of 
hoofs. Hasten, Cyrus, to brush up a bit. Sarah has sailed half way round the globe to come to 
you. Too late for preparation is Shepard. So out he comes to greet his betrothed, his big, tall 
frame incased in an old brown kitchen frock.

At home now. A log cabin—puncheon floors—attic—chim ney of sticks and clay— window 
lights of dried deer-skin—home made stools and tables—hearth of clay and ashes. Hum ble? Yes. 
But here were the beginnings of W illamette University, and, in an im portant sense, of the State of 
Oregon.

VI

P'ather Time boasts another m onth. This lovely Sunday morning will be famous for the first 
Anglo-Saxon wedding service in all the Oregon Territory. Cyrus Shepard and Sarah Downing 
are to be married.

In a grove near by the missionaries and their pupils are seated, and some wandering whites, 
and the Canadians from Champoeg with their dusky wives and half-caste children. Indian

171



women, too shy to enter, stand about, their beaded leggings and scarlet shawls making a gay 
fringe around the auditorium.

A hymn, a prayer, some words about marriage,—then, to the amazement of all, except the 
two concerned, Jason Lee leads Anna Maria Pittman to the altar and calls upon Daniel Lee to 
marry them. When that is done Jason Lee pronounces Mr. Shepard and Miss Downing man 
and wife.

VII
“ But I do not wish to go.’’
Jason Lee has been married eight months. All the chronicles testify to the perfect harmony 

of that union.
“ You must go, Mr. Lee. We must send reports and appeals to the Missionary Board and a 

memorial to congress. You are the man to take them.”
“ I will talk it over with Mrs. Lee.”
“ If you feel that it is your duty to go, go, for I did not marry you to hinder, but rather to aid 

you in the performance of your duty.
The reply has become historic. Mr. Lee went. At the moment of parting his poet wife gave 

him an original poem ending thus:
“ Farewell husband ! while you leave me,

Tears of sorrow oft will flow;
Day and night will I pray for thee,

While through dangers you may go.
Oh remember

Her who loves you much, Adieu.”
Five months later Mr. Lee had gone as far as Pawnee Mission near Council Bluffs. At night 

he knelt in his bed-room to thank God that the worst part of the way lay behind him. He knew 
not that, nine weeks now, by swift relays, a black-sealed letter had on his trail been following.

Some one knocks. Mr. Lee opens the door. The black-sealed letter stabs deep. The infant 
son he never saw and his Anna Maria are dead.
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Wunst
B e r t  G eer

Wunst when I wus a boy,
I didn’t know they wus nothin’
In the world 
But joy.
I haddent heard there wassent folks 
’Tud play jokes 
’N be good about it 
’N ferget,
’ N I aint yet 
Got over bein’ sorry 
They aint
The things I used to know 
’N loved so.
I wush I cud go back agin 
’N be
'Nother boy,
Like I bin 
Wunst.

They aint a place 
Under the sun 
’T  I’d chase 
'N  run 
Tu
Quicker' I wud 
Back home 
If I cud.
Wuddent you—
Wunst?
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“ " Dad” Williams and the Debate
Frances Eolia Cornelius-Siewert, '01

“  W e're  up  against it, Brown, unless we do some pretty tall scheming w ithin the next twenty- 
four hours. T h a t junior tryout is to be tomorrow night, and if we d o n 't get some of our frat 
men to smoke up, the anti-frats will scoop the whole thing. W e can’t  expect to handicap each 
one of the team; we'd be caught sure. W hat we have got to do is to find out their strongest man 
and knock him out. Yes, I know th a t it is a preciously delicate job, bu t I ’ll tell you, Brown, 
w e've got to do it. If our team , which has been raised in the debating atmosphere of the Delta 
Phi, lets those anti-frats win -gee whitakers! it will kill us. O ur team thinks i t 's  dead easy, and 
it doesn’t  stand a show, unless something is done. M urray went out to the mountains Monday to 
see about his tim ber claim, and w on 't be back until tonight, and, to tell you the tru th , I would 
not give a row of pins for the brains in G ray 's and Jackson’s craniutns combined. W e’ve got to 
do something and do it quick. I was looking over the library register th is morning, and would 
you believe tha t tha t man Cole, the anti’s leader, has had out every book in the library that begins 
to bear on the subject? I looked over our team 's list, and not one has begun to read w hat he has. 
I 'v e  got twenty dollars toward a buy-off for the judges, but since th is reform song has been going 
the rounds, tha t will be a pretty risky business. T he thing we've got to do is to knock one of 
their men out completely, and it had better be Cole. W ith him nonplussed it will be a walk-over 
for the frats.”

Williams, the speaker, was the leading spirit of the Delta Phi. Though he had never been 
able to command a place on a debating team himself, he felt tha t his personal honor was a t stake 
in the contest between his society and the members of the junior class, who were opposed to fra
ternities and hence called ‘‘ an ti-fra ts." T he only son of indulgent parents, he had always looked 
upon college life as an inexhaustible reservoir of excitement and fun, its only detracting feature 
being the occasional necessity of study. Though a source of untold annoyance to his teachers, he 
had been the originator of so many schemes which had rescued the organizations which he chose 
to honor with his allegiance, and numerous school friends who, but for him , would have long since 
been expelled, that he was the joy of his colleagues and the dread of his opponents. N othing 
seemed to daunt "  Dad ” W illiams—for so he was called, because of his paternal air toward his
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schoolmates—and frequently after the success of a doubtful undertaking he would assume a trag
ical pose and exclaim, “  A h, Williams, thou wert born to wield the rod of victory over thy  chosen 
ones and to bring sorrow to the hearts of those who dare to oppose thee.”

Brown was one of W illiams’ ardent admirers, and willingly aided in carrying out his plans, 
feeling complimented that His Majesty had seen fit to select him for an accomplice. A t nine 
o’clock on the evening in question, a low whistle sounded a t Brown’s door. It was answered from 
w ithin and Williams entered. T he room was dark and its sole occupant was evidently in bed.

‘‘ Sick, Brow n?”
“ Yes, old man, sick as a dog. I say, but it’s a scheme! I’ve got a bottle here on the table 

filled up with water, plus coloring of blackberry juice, and a box of capsules filled with powdered 
chalk. I put the light out so tha t if any of the fellows should come in they would not notice. My 
cheeks have had a dose of water colors and I am in a high fever. Oh, my, but it’s great.”

“  You’ll do,”  commented “  D ad.” ‘‘ W hen he comes you had better be in a stupor and keep 
your face toward the wall. Got your medicines labeled, have you? ”

" Y es,” replied Brown, ‘‘ one every three hours if awake. You're sure he will com e?”
"Gee whitakers, yes! H e’s so sympathetic, he’d sit up all night with a sick cat. W ell, so 

long,” and Williams slipped out the way that he had come.
Ten minutes later he knocked a t the door of Cole, the leader of the anti-frat junior debating 

team.
”  W hy, good evening, Williams. W ill you come i n ? ”
‘‘ No, thanks; I just came over, Cole, to tell you that Brown has taken down with a violent 

fever and is needing some one to sit up with him tonight. I have just come from there. The 
doctor says it may be the beginning of a lingering attack, though he can not be sure until morning, 
and he advised me to run down on tonight’s  train and send some of his folks up  to look after him. 
They live in a little town and can not be reached by wire. If you can go over I will relieve you 
as soon as I get back in the morning.”

“ W hy, yes, certainly, I 'll go right over. Good night.”
A few minutes later Williams again stood a t Cole's door, trying a key in the lock. W ith little 

difficulty he gained an entrance. T hen, locking the door after him, he lighted a small lamp which 
stood on the newspaper-covered table.

The principal object of his visit was the first thing tha t met his eyes. Fifteen sheets of care
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fully prepared manuscript lay on the table. He read the first page and exclaimed, “  Gee Whita
kers, but this is luck! ” He looked over the pages to see that he had them all, then folded the 
whole and put it in his pocket.

N ext he took a survey of the room. Everything bore an air, not only of economy, but of 
poverty. Cole evidently did his own cooking, for the doorless closet disclosed some cooking uten
sils and a few groceries, while the stove was an old range ready for the junk pile. To his astonish
ment he discovered tha t the only suit of clothes which Cole had must be on his back, for no others 
were in sight and he remembered that those Cole wore were badly worn. T he bed was made of 
straw , and the only ornament which the room contained was the photograph of a white-haired, 
care-worn looking woman. Williams thought of his comfortable apartments in a twenty dollar 
boarding house and muttered invectives against the circumstances that made it necessary for him 
to be elsewhere tonight. He picked up a stray sheet of paper. I t  contained a list of names of 
persons for whom Cole had apparently been honing razors, with the amount recived from each. 
Then he noticed a dozen or more letters all addressed in the same hand writing. H e started to 
pick one up, but his eyes met those of the careworn face in the picture. She seemed to be reproach
ing him for his unkindness to her boy and he cowered before her accusations as he would not have 
done had he been listening to his condemnation from the lips of the university president. Remov
ing his hat he apologetically took from his pocket King’s manuscript and laid it before the pic
ture. T hen, from another pocket, he took the twenty dollars that he had laid aside to buy off the 
judges. W rapping it in a scrap of paper, he wrote on it “ For your mother’s sake,”  and laid it on 
top the manuscript. Extinguishing the light, he quietly left the room.

A few minutes later, Williams appeared in Brown’s room. Approaching Cole on tip-toe, he 
said, “  I  met a man tha t was going down there and I  told him to tell them. I 'l l  stay with Brown 
tonight; you 've got to save yourself for the junior debate and I haven’t .”
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To Robert Louis Stevenson
E a r l S .  R id dell

Thou master mind of a day ju st past,
To whom the cares and many ills of life were but one great, glad joy, 
Whose vision was not dimmed, e 'en a t the last,
N or pain nor suffering could they hope destroy.
Daily it was thine to “  play the m an,”
To make life gladder for the ones whom thou could’s t reach,
To keep thy  thoughts unsullied, tho ' they ran
In channels wide and deep, tha t thou the tru th  m ight’st teach.
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Stories of the Old Third Story
Rev. P . S. Knight

I tear that some who read this w ill recognize these old yarns as now being told for about the 
three hundred and th irty-th ird time. Everything here related happened before the year 1862. 
The writer lived in the third story of the old institute, did his own cooking and all his studying in 
a room about ten feet square, and part of the time had a room-mate. He has forgotten the num
ber of rooms in the story, but all were generally occupied, and we were all “  boys.”  Some of us 
were church members, all were earnest students, and all had ready eyes and ears for everything in 
the line of innocent fun.

A ll that part of Salem now known as the depot ground and Yew Park was a wooded wilder
ness then, and we used to go out there to recite our “  pieces,”  and our elocution teacher often took 
his class out for vocal and oratorical exercise. One boy in our crowd found it hard to memorize 
his declamations. He was seen one afternoon going down stairs with a book in his hand. When 
asked where he was going, he said: “  I am going out in the woods to commit this declamation to 
memory or die.”  Two hours later he was seen coming up the stairs with slow, discouraged steps. 
As the boys greeted him he said: " W ell, I have about concluded to die.”

Our teacher in Latin one day said to the class that he would be glad to have any member of 
the class bring Latin sentences found while reading to the class at recitation time as side exercises 
in translation. Not long after the writer found DeCartes' celebrated sentence, “  Cogito, ergo 
sum ”  ( I  think, therefore I  am). One of the class looked at it a moment and translated as follows: 
“  I  think I am some.”  No one who knew that student’s estimate of himself questioned the apt
ness of the translation.

In  those days we used to play American baseball, in the plain, old-fashioned way, but we 
never heard of an inter-collegiate contest of any kind whatever.

Of the d irty English mud-hole scramble called football we knew as little then as the boys of 
today know of Jiu Jitsu. In  fact, most of us were trying to work our own way in school, and we 
had little time for such things. We had no money to spend on professional sports, and our fun 
was incidentally and accidentally woven into our daily life. Sometimes it even took the form of
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mischief. One New Year’s eve one of the students climbed into the bell tower, fastened a fine 
wire to the clapper, tied a long string to the end of the wire, hid in a tree some distance away and 
tolled the bell for the dying year. One of the professors, thinking to catch the disturber of his 
rest, climbed into the tower with a lighted candle, looked all over the bell, and, failing to see any
thing, started down. As he reached about the th ird  round of the ladder the clapper gave the bell 
a stunning stroke. The professor dropped his candle and disappeared in the darkness, and the 
doleful tolling for the dying year went on. I t  was common report among the students afterward 
tha t the professor believed in spooks.

One of the best remembered jokes of the old time was one in which the joke was turned on the 
jokers. T here was an accession to the third story crowd from old Yamhill, a modest appearing 
young fellow, and tw o of the boys m arked him for a “  greeny." In  great confidence they whis
pered to the other boys tha t on a certain evening they intended to take the young Yamhiller out 
“  sniping." Then some more whispering was done on the side. The boy from Yamhill was 
taken into confidence, posted on all points in the old sniping trick, and told to follow the lead of 
the two jokers to a certain point, and then vary the program in an unexpected way. W hen the 
appointed evening came they led him to the creek a little south of where the depot buildings now 
stand. T hey  explained to him how to hold the sack, and then pretended to go up  the stream to 
drive down the snipes. So soon as they were out of sight in the brush he dropped the sack and 
started a t full speed for the Institute.

W hen he arrived he was immediately hidden in one of the rooms. In  a little while the jokers 
came, telling in wonderful glee how they had played the stale old joke on the young greeny from 
Yamhill. The boys all appeared to join in the enjoyment of the joke for a time, bu t finally some 
one suggested tha t the night was dark , tha t so unsophisticated a young fellow as tha t m ight fall 
in the creek or get lost in the woods, and the joke m ight end in a tragedy for which the jokers 
would be held responsible. Finally they began to look a t the m atter seriously and went out to look 
for their victim. They found the sack, bu t he in whose hands they had placed it was gone. For 
hours they tramped up and down the stream and out into the woods calling his name, while their 
“  sym pathizing”  fellow students stood at their windows listening and laughing. Finally, well on 
toward morning, they gave up the search and started , wearied and troubled, for their rooms. And 
it was so planned that the first person they met a t the head of the stairw ay was the victim of their 
“ joke.” And when they heard the loud laughter tha t came from the rooms and echoed along
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the narrow hall of the old third story, they began to understand that the jokers had been joked 
and the snipers sniped.

But let no one dream that the third story boys were always dealing in jokes. It would be as 
reasonable to suppose that their only food was pepper and salt. They used pepper and salt at 
times, but mingled these with the more needful and substantial articles of food. Their fun was 
not their life, but simply the spice of life.

They dealt not only with the sobrieties of life, but also with its solemnities. We had our lit
erary exercises, our hot debates, aud our societies. And it is to the few of us still living an often 
mentioned cause for regret that the old Philomatheon and Hesperian Societies have not been kept 
alive by the younger generation.

In our literary meetings various exercises were given. At one of them a certain member was 
asked to read an original poem, being given a week in which to write it. Feeling his inability to 
satisfy himself, he read the following as an excuse:

Nature's Poetry
Is there no poetry in this bright world
Save that which flows in verse or metred rhyme ?
Has Nature's voice no soft and solemn strains,
No sounds to please the ear of harmony?
Go thou and stand by yonder rolling stream 
And view the restless current as it flows 
Down toward old ocean. Dost thou need the sound 
Of jingling rhymes to teach thee that thy life 
Floats softly, slowly, silently away,
Even as the waters of that rolling stream 
Flow downward to the sea? Go climb yon cliff 
That overlooks the ocean's wide expanse,
When storm clouds gather in the murky sky,
And rushing whirlwinds dash the feathered spray



Against the surf worn rock. Dost thou again 
Ask for some stirring strain to fill thy soul 
With thoughts of grandeur and sublimity ?
Go when the moon is up and all the stars 
Have lit their lamps, and scan the azure dome, 
Where planets roll and stationary worlds 
Light their eternal fires and hold the reins 
Of planetary systems. Dost thou ask 
Some favored bard to strike his smooth-toned lyre 
That thou may’st hear the music of the spheres? 
No; Nature’s poetry is not in rhyme 
Or measured verse. It burdens every breeze 
And breathes in every gale that sweeps the earth. 
Its spirit fills the soul with glowing thoughts 
That fettered genius strives in vain to stamp 
In metred lines. The brook, the rolling stream, 
The ocean with its never ceasing swell.
The grove, the glen, the forest and the plain,
The mount that lifts its bald and hoary head 
High up toward heaven; the revolving worlds 
That fill immensity with light, all speak 
A language of their own, a silent tongue,
Man may not utter but may comprehend.



The Vacationist
B ert Geer

O ut, out, out of the town.
A w ay back, back to the hills.

I’ll tan my face to a dusky brown,
And roam  the w hither m y spirit wills. 

Care free out of the town.
U p where the babbling brooks come down. 

Over the beautiful hills.

Away down, down by the sea.
Down where the cooling salt winds blow, 

I 'l l  tan the torturing skin of me
To a hue of a healthy rustic glow—

Care free, down by the sea.
Down where the winds bring peace to me, 

Down by the billowy sea.
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Ye Olde Willamette Students
One of the “ Old T im ers”  has been asked to furnish an article for “  W allulah,”  concerning 

w hat has been accomplished by the old time students of Willamette. Here follows his response.
I t is almost entirely statistical. T o  moralize or philosophize a t any length upon the influences 

tha t have radiated from “ Old W illamette”  through the w ork of her students during her sixty 
years history would consume more space than can be spared. A string of names and titles is sug
gestive just as are the tables of a census report. They invite contemplation and they may furnish 
inspiration.

The brief sum m ary which is here subm itted, imperfect and incomplete as it is, shows tha t our 
Alma Mater has made no mean record.

A large proportion of her pioneer students are still doing active and effective service, and it is 
a pleasure to know that Dr. H oyt, who was president of the University in the early fifties is still in 
the harness, and tha t Dr. Gatch who was president more than forty years ago, and who served in 
tha t capacity for fourteen years, is still doing effective work as the president of the Oregon State 
A gricultural College.

Some of the old University programmes of forty and fifty years ago, illumined as they are 
with the names of those who are still active and prominent in public life, effectually refute the sug
gestions of Dr. Osier that after forty a man is useless and after six ty  he should smother himself in 
chloroform.

On July 17, 1861, forty-four years ago, at an entertainm ent given by the Hesperian Society, 
one of the pioneer societies of the University, the following, among others, took part:

C. B. Bellinger, now United States District Judge, subject, “ W hat I believe.”
George H. Durham , now a practicing attorney of G rants Pass, subject, “  ’T is a time for 

memory and for tears.”
Rev. P. S. K night, of Salem, who has since pronounced over 350 wedding ceremonies, and 

officiated a t over 750 funerals, subject, “  Liberty is too young to die.” After a lapse of forty-four 
years she still lives.

From 1860 to 1865 on the Society and University programmes the names of C. B. Bellinger,
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P. S. Knight, P. L . W illis, George H. Durham, T . H . Crawford, 
J. A. Sellwood, C. W . Parrish, S. C. Simpson, R. O. Dunbar, P. 
M. Denny and H. H. G ilfry  frequently appear.

On the programme dated February 24, 1865—over forty years 
ago -there appear the names of J. A. Sellwood, s till a resident of 
Salem, and for nearly a quarter of a century a teacher in our public 
schools; R. O. Dunbar, for years past a Judge of the Washington 
Supreme Court; P. M. Denny, afterwards Speaker of the House of 
the Utah Legislature; P. L. W illis, afterwards State Senator, mem
ber of the Portland Police Commission, now a member of the Port of 
Portland Commission, and long a conspicuous citizen of the state; J. 
L. Carter, late superintendent of the State School for the Blind; S. 
C. Simpson, afterwards State Superintendent of Public Instruction; 
and Henry H . G ilfry , later a member of the Oregon Legislature 
and for nearly th irty  years past an official of the United States Senate. 

The prophetic topic of his oration was ”  Visions of Office.’ ’
The name of William Galloway, now Circuit Judge of this District, frequently ornamented 

these old time programmes. The subjects of his declamations for three successive years, which 
were “  Plea for Ireland,”  “  Emmett's Vindication,”  and ” Oppression”  have given rise to suspic
ions that he is of Irish descent.

T  T .  G EER

Upon a joint programme of the A lka and Athenaeum Societies of the University for March 13, 
1874. thirty-one years ago, appear the names of Geo. W. Belt, late Superior Judge of Spokane, 
Washington; Stanley O. Royal, for many years past a leading member of one of the Ohio Confer
ences; J. N . Duncan, late County Judge of L inn County; L . H. Wells, now and for more than twenty 
years past one of the editorial staff of the Oregonian; Miss Ida Hutton, now Mrs. Ida Vaughn, 
stenographer of the Oregon Supreme Court; Gertie Holmes, the well known principal of the Holmes 
Business College of Portland; A. N. Moores, for more than a quarter of a century the manager of 
the Capital Lumbering Company, of Salem; Miss Sallie Chamberlin, now Mrs. C. B. Moores, of 
Salem: Miss Ollie Chamberlin, now Mrs. Geo. W. Belt, of Spokane; and Miss Bertha Moores, 
now connected with the Oregon Commission of the Lewis and Clark Exposition.

In every department of human activity the sons and daughters of Willamettee have been 
conspicuous.
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HENRY H. GILFRY

Numbered among the ministry are C. C. Stratton, P. S. Knight, 
J. N. Denison, Stanley O. Royal, S. A. Starr, W. H. Miesse, L. F. 
Belknap, Harold Oberg, Frank Spaulding, M. T. Wire and H. N. 
Rounds.

Among the leaders in educational work are:
Thomas Crawford, formerly of the faculty of Willamette Uni

versity. for a number of years City Superintendent of the Public 
Schools of Portland, and during recent years a member of the fac
ulty of the State Agricultural College.

C. C. Stratton, a minister of unusual eloquence, and president 
in turn of the University of the Pacific at Santa Clara, California, 
Mills College at Oakland, California, Willamette University and 
Portland University.

Francis H. Grubbs, for years a member of the faculty of Wil
lamette University, and now at the head of a leading printing estab
lishment in Portland.

Syl. C. Simpson, State Superintendent of Public Instruction, and now a practicing attorney of 
San Francisco.

Joseph A. Sellwood, for over twenty years a teacher in the public schools.
Joseph L. Carter, County Superintendent of Union County and Superintendent of the State 

School for the Blind.
George A. Peebles, at one time County School superintendent of Marion County, and now 

principal of the State Normal School at Weston.
Thomas C. Jory, formerly of the faculty of the Willamette University, and well known for 

his work in Oregon and California.
Willis C. Hawley, for years president of Willamette University, president of the Willamette 

Valley Chatauqua Association, one of the best equipped educators in the Northwest, especially 
distinquished for his researches and lectures in the line of American History.

J. B. Horner, long a Professor and Dean of the faculty of the State Agricultural College. 
Frank M. McCully, County School Superintendent and now Deputy State .Superintendent of 

Schools in the state of Washington.
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Samuel W . Holmes, for years past principal of public schools of Corvallis.
J. L .  W ortm an, w ho has a national reputation as a Professor of Geology in Yale U niversity.
S. A. S tarr, for more than ten years a m ember of the faculty of W illam ette U niversity.
Professor M atthews, for years, and a t th is tim e, a member of the faculty of W illam ette U ni

versity.
M. T . Craw ford, a t one tim e Superintendent of the Public Schools of W ashington.
M. G. Royal, a t one time Principal of the S tate Normal School a t  W eston, now a practicing 

attorney in Portland.
W . C. Alderson, who has done most excellent work as a Principal in the Public Schools of 

Portland.
H . S . Strange, who a t the time of his death , a few years since, was Superintendent of the 

Schools of C lackam as County.
Some of the best work in our schools has been done by the A lum nae of the U niversity, among 

whom entitled to special mention are Lucy A. M. Lee, Ellen J. Cham berlin, Nellie J. Stipp, Jane 
M iller Kellogg, Ida H utton V aughn, Sarelia Griffith M iller, A lthea and Bertha Moores, G ertrude 
Holmes, R uth  Rounds, M argaret Cosper and M ary Reynolds.

Among those distinguished in journalism  are E dgar B. Piper, now m anaging editor of the 
Oregonian; George E . Strong, formerly of the Oregonian staff; and L . H . W ells, of the same 
paper; and B. F . Irv ine, the editor of the Corvallis T im es, who is brilliant and versatile both as a 
w riter and a public speaker.

In  poetry, Sam L. Simpson, au th o r of Ad W illam ettam , and num erous o ther beautiful poems, 
stands in the first rank.

Rev. P . S . K night is the au thor of a num ber of poems of great m erit, and among others who 
have shown fine poetic talent m ay be named Professor M atthews, Pauline W hitson Shelton, Nellie 
J. Curl, Jane Miller Kellogg, and H enry H. Savage.

Along special lines should be named Captain Roswell H . Lam sou, Oregon’s naval hero, and 
Frederick G . Schw atka, the A rctic explorer, who achieved an international reputation.

Space will not perm it the nam ing of all who have been and are conspicuous in professional 
life, but among those w ho may be named as sample sons are John W . Minto, ex-Chief of Police of 
both Salem and Portland, ex-Sheriff of Marion County, and now Postm aster of Portland, Dr. 
Richmond Kelly, Dr. W illiam H . T aylor, Dr. N orris Cox. Dr. E . G. Clarke. Hon. Benton Killen,
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R. L. D urham , J. K. Gill, Major George W illiams, W . L . Boise. L . A. and H . P. M cN ary, and 
J . O. G oltra, of Portland; Hon. C. W. Parrish, of Burns; Dr. H ugh Logan, Dr. O. D. Doane and 
A . A. Bonney, of The Dalles; S. D. Crockett, George F . Meacham, W . T . and George B. G ray, 
H . S. Jordan and D. W . Bass, of Seattle; H . Z. Foster, of McMinnville; M. O. Lownsdale, of 
Lafayette; H ubbard Bryant and N . M. Newport, of A lbany; Cato Johns, of Sum pter; W . J. 
C lark, of G ervais; Hon. P. H. D’Arey, Hon. Tilm an Ford, E . E . M cKinney, S. T . Richardson, 
Charles S. Weller, A. N. Moores, A. N. Bush, Claud G atch, R. P. Roise, E . C. Cross, C. A. 
G ray, Loring Adams, W alter Pugh, W. J. Culver, H . P. Minto, Lloyd and John Reynolds, W . H. 
Downing, C. J. Atwood and John W . Jory, of Salem.

T he success achieved by the old students of W illam ette in public life is indicated by the fol
lowing imperfect list, showing official positions w ith which they have been honored:

United States Senator, George W . McBride.
Governor, T . T . Geer.
Congressmen, Richard W illiams, La Fayette Lane, M. C. George and John N. W illiamson. 
United States District Judges:

C. B. Bellinger, Oregon,
Edw ard W hitson, W ashington.

United States District A ttorney, Franklin  P. Mays.
Judges of Supreme Courts, John B. W aldo, Oregon; R. O. Dunbar, W ashington; M ark A. 

Fullerton, W ashington; J . F . Ailshie, Idaho.
United States Consul General, Owen N . Denny.
Secretary of State. George W. McBride.
S tate T reasurer, Charles S. Moore.
United States Surveyors General, W . H. Odell, W . H. Byars, John C. Arnold.
President of Oregon Senate, W illiam Waldo.
Speakers of the House of Representatives, George W . McBride, Oregon; T . T . Geer, Oregon; 

C harles B. Moores, Oregon; Presley M. Denny, U tah; R. O. Dunbar, W ashington; George Com- 
egys, W ashington.

S tate Superintendent of Public Instruction, Syl. C. Simpson, Oregon; F rank M. McCully 
(D epu ty ), W ashington.

Superintendent of S tate Penitentiary, Ju lius A. Stratton.
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Judges of Circuit, Superior and C ounty C ourts, M. C. George, John Catlin, S. \V. Rice, 
Robert B akin, H enry  H . H ew itt, W illiam Galloway, J .  P. Jones, J . A. S tra iten , George W. Belt, 
E . H. Sullivan, S. J .  Chadwick, T. L. Davidson, Chas. A Johns, J .  K. Magers, J . X. Duncan, 
and George S. W ashburne.

Registers and Receivers of U. S . Land Offices, Robert M. Veach, \V. R. D unbar, W illiam 
Galloway, Robert A. Miller, Chas. B. Moores.

S tate  Librarians, P. S. K night, P. L . Willis, S. C. Simpson, J . B. Lister, X . X. S teeves. 
S tate  Superin tendent D eaf M ute School, P. S. K night.
Superintendent of S ta te  Reform School, H. R. Bickers, N. H. Looney.
Superintendent S tate  School for the Blind, Joseph L. Carter.
D istrict A ttorneys, N. L. Butler, George H . D urham , H enry H. H ew itt, George W. Belt, 

George M. Brown, John H . M cNary and L. F. Conn.
Members of the Oregon S tate  Senate, O. N. D enny, E . L . Eastham , M. C. George, P. L. 

W illis, N. L. Butler, J . B. Looney, W illiam Waldo, E . T  H atch, F . P. Mays, W. W. Steiwer, 
Alonzo Gesner, N. H . Looney, M. L. Cham berlin, J. N. W illiamson, R. M. Yeatch and George 
S. W right.

Members of the Oregon House of Representatives. George P. Holtnon, H enry W . Lamson, 
E d  F. Lamson, Jos. A. Baker, W. J . Plymale, C. B. Bellinger, J . D. Locey, D. M. C. G ault, 
George W . McBride, T . T . Geer, Tilm on Ford, M. L . Jones, W. T . Rigdon, X. L. Butler, J . I. 
O. N icklin, W. R. D unbar, J  B. W aldo, H enry H . G ilfry, W illiam Galloway, Robert Veach, J. 
N. W illiamson, Jam es Chambers, Charles B. Moores, Virgil Conn, A. R. Lyle, Robert A Miller, 
R . J . Nichols, Ralph E . Moody, F. D. McCulley, W . E. Burke, W. P. T . Grubbe, J . H. Bird, J. 
N. Brown, A bner Lewis, F. A. W atts , Jasper W ilkins, E. H . Belknap, Miles T. S tarr, Thom as 
R. Coon, and W . T . Rigby.
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Pages From a College Gir l 's  D iary
E. B e lle  C rouse

September 1, 1888.— Father and mother have decided that I  am to 
go away to college, and I  am so glad. I  have always intended that 
I  should. I t  seems to me that everybody in the world has equal chances 
to become great. I  am going to finish with honors and then go abroad 
a year or so afterwards. I  haven’ t  told Jack as yet. Won’t  he stare?

September 20.—Everything is about ready. Jack did stare when I  
told him. He always declared that when I  went away to school he was 
going too, especially if I  went to a co-educational school, as he didn’t 
care to see any other fellow spoil his chances. But, goodness! I  can’ t 
make him understand that I  don’ t  believe in a g irl tying herself down. 
The world is too big and there are too many opportunities to really be of 
some consequence.

November 30.—Well, the first term of work has passed. Mother sent my report to me from 
home, and it's  fine—all “  A ’s.”  The g irl who sits next to me in chapel had a “  C ”  on her report, 
but she d idn 't seem to mind it at all. I  would have been terribly mortified. Jack has written 
often since I have been here. I  never dreamed I would miss him so little. Most of the girls here 
in school have regular boy friends, and they seem to enjoy it. I f  they could only see things as 
they really are. I  suppose their case is one in which that old saying, “  Where ignorance is bliss, 
etc.,”  is true.

October 3, 1889.—I t  seems strange to be a Sophomore after fighting them as Freshmen all of 
last year; and i t  seems stranger to have Jack here. Mother told me he worried so about my not 
having anyone to show me a good time last winter, and about other fellows getting ahead of him. 
But, goodness! I  haven't had time for such things. I  have two committees to see to this year and 
several offices besides, so I  w ill be kept very busy.

November 1.—The Hallowe'en party was fine. Jack started from the very first to stay right 
by me. He did look lonesome, and I ’m sorry I  said what I did to him, but I  don’ t  want people to

189



think tha t he has any claims when he hasn 't. 1 m et a Mr. Bing, he was very nice. H e walked 
home with me, and I think tha t h u rt Jack too, because I  wouldn't let him take me. Mr. Bing 
and I agree perfectly on woman’s work in the world, and as to the great possibilities the times 
offer her. He said a girl w ith ideas like I had was bound to be heard from. W asn 't tha t clever 
of him! I asked him to call. Such men help a girl to widen and extend her views of life.

January 2, 1890.—Christmas vacation is over at last. I went home planning to have such a 
good time—bu t for some reason or other I d idn 't. Jack d id n 't offer to take me any place, and I 
know all of our set talked about it, for he always has taken me places at home. I never thought 
of his treating me the way he did. M other never said a word either, just acted as if it was what 
had taken place all of our lives. However, I d o n 't care especially.

June 12.—I was one of the ushers for the Seniors this evening; Mr. Bing took me and after 
we came home we sat down on the steps to talk for a little while, and he proposed to me. I don 't 
know w hat happened, but I felt scared and wished tha t he wouldn’t, and 1 told him so. He 
didn’t  seem awfully surprised—he said he knew such a step would be contrary to my ideas of life, 
and although he had hoped that I m ight be willing to share my honors with him, he admired me 
for doing as I had done. We are going to be the same old friends, however. I thought it was so 
generous of him to promise me that. I hardly think Jack would.

October 1.— I d id n 't enjoy the Hallowe’en party  at all this year. I was tired for one thing, 
as I had so many things to see to. I had a letter from Mr. Bing today saying tha t he is to be 
married in a week or so, m arries some W om an’s Club president who is quite popular among a 
certain set. Seems to me tha t he couldn’t  have been very serious with me. If I were to be loved 
I  should want a man to care for me more than that. I think Jack w ouldn't do tha t way. H e had 
some new girl at the party  last night and was wonderfully attentive to her too. I can 't imagine 
who she can be. I suppose she just naturally almost asked him to take her and he had to. I 'm  
going to phone for him to come up this evening—he h asn 't been to see me for a week. I can’t 
imagine w hat can be the matter.

November 29—I guess Jack thought I was crazy last night, but I don’t care w hat he thought. 
Some way or other his taking Miss Magel to the party  made me feel as if I d idn 't have a friend in 
the world, and it seems tha t she is engaged to his cousin, but I d idn 't know that. We talked 
things over and Jack said something tha t made me cry. It’s funny how a man gets scared to
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death  when a woman cries—poor fellow didn’t  know w hat to do. But it’s all over now. 1 don’t 
see how I could ever have treated him  so badly when he has been so kind to me all the time. He 
is going to bring my ring up today.

June 13, 1891—A Senior, almost an A lum na a t last. Jack is going to finish, too. c an 
hardly wait until it is all over, as we have so many plans for the future. I  don’t see why women 
spend their time doing things of little value when they can have such royal happiness if they only 
will. My reports home this last year have been awful. I had a “ D ”  just last m onth, but I 
guess there are other things in this world besides study.

I saw Mr. Bing on the street last night. I had almost forgotten tha t I ever knew such a per
son. H is wife was with him. She looks like an ambitious sort of a person, just the kind who 
would take advantage of everything—in the line of opportunities—tha t came along. He looks 
worn and old, poor fellow, I really pity  him. But here is Jack coming for me, so I must stop.
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The Fullback in the Wreck
Andrew  R . Marker

Tw o trains met on the selfsame track, 
They met with throttles wide;

T he “  line was busy,” then, alack,
These two trains did collide.

Then from beneath the shattered wreck 
A dazed voice shouted, “ Clown!

Be quick! G et off my neck!
C an 't you see we’ve made the down? ”
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A Sketch
Pearl Copley Obermuller

W ritten  for th e  " W a llu la h "  in m em ory of h a p p y  d a y s  gone by. H ere's to  o u r  A lm a M ater! L ong m ay she 
be to  o th e rs  w h a t she has been to  me, and  guide th e ir step s from  idle p a th s  to  p a th s  o f  g re a te r  happiness and 
progress, a s  she did mine.

Perhaps among the large crowd of new students who had lately entered college, there was no 
one who had looked forward to this time with more pleasure and satisfaction than Waldo Mor
gan. Of learning for its own sake, and the manifold joys it brings to him who triumphs, he cared 
little. But for knowledge as a step to power, influence, and prestige, he was prepared to struggle 
mightily.

Brought up in a home where order reigned supreme, and domestic machinery went like clock
work, he had naturally grown methodical and in a measure stilted. His mother was one of those 
women whose uprightness was so apparent as to be almost oppressive. Plain, without tact to 
make those around her happy, and never for one moment allowing herself to lose control of her 
feelings, she was anything but a companion to her only boy. lie grew up believing that money 
and social prestige were the height of a sane man's ambition. Perfectly upright himself, he was 
intolerant of laxity in any one else and would not admit of there being such a thing as temptation. 
A man’s mind is his own, to do with as he likes, he thought, so why need there be struggle to 
keep from that which was distasteful to him? He was selfish, too, and would not have sacrificed 
his personal interests to those of his best friend.

And with such an education and such ideas did he come to college. To college, where temp
tations are many, and men are esteemed not for their contempt of such things but for their ability 
to rise above them and help others along the way.

His first few weeks were busy ones. He was taking special work in addition to his regular 
course, and meant to make the most of his time. Athletics did not bother him at all. He did not 
mean to go in for physical work, except as he took long, daily walks—usually alone—for he had 
made no friends. With some astonishment he saw men whom he considered of very little worth 
on intimate terms with the leaders of the college life—and with the professors, too, which aston
ished him still more.
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One evening as he was coming briskly back to his room and his books, he met a classmate of 
his, arm in arm with the president of the student body. Now there was no one man in school 
with whom he had tried to make friends so eagerly as with the president. Of a good family, 
pleasing manners and brilliant mind, he was the personification of all that was fine to Waldo Mor
gan. Yet, here he was in close companionship with one of the most awkward, unprepossessing boys 
in school, one whom Waldo had mentally termed a plodder. For the first time in his life the idea 
came to him that there might be some good beneath ill-fitting clothes and awkward manners.

During the winter many little things came home to him which rather opened his eyes as to 
what constituted character and made for popularity. He saw men of no means receive invitations 
to dinners and receptions which he would have been eager to accept, and counted an honor. But 
very few came his way, and those were from a Mr. Peyton, an old friend of his father's who also 
had a son in school. But in spite of the fact that he had known the Peytons so long, he did not 
seem to get on with the son, and sometimes when he was invited there to dinner, he met other 
young men students whom he knew only by sight, but they had their own interests, and spoke of 
pranks and games and meetings of which he knew nothing. He was outside their life—one 
among them and yet not of them.

The last term a man came to room next to him who had rather an evil reputation. He was a 
mere boy in appearance, but old in the ways of the world. Oftentimes as Waldo was coming from 
some of his evening classes, he heard the clink of glasses in this room, and the sound of rather 
boisterous singing. Now this Jim Carton was a good-hearted, good-natured boy who was ready to 
make friends with anyone, and would have led a better, cleaner life if he had had some safer 
guidance than that afforded by his boon companions. Indeed, shortly before the summer vaca
tion, he once came to Waldo's room and told a story which was rather in the nature of a confession. 
If, at that moment, Waldo had reached out a guiding hand, I do not think Jim would have gone 
on in his present manner of living. But instead of a cheerful, hearty grip of the hand and a word 
to uplift, there came to poor Jim only a cold, lifeless argument against his mode of action, and 
when he left Waldo Morgan’s room he was a worse, more desperate boy than when he entered. 
For such may be one man’s influence over another.

And yet Waldo had changed. If Jim had come to him in this fashion when Waldo had first 
come to college, I doubt if he would have considered Jim’s confession worthy of an answer. In 
his mind was surely but slowly dawning the fact that men are but men, and very human; for “ a 
boy’s will is the wind's will” —and we never can prophesy in which direction it will lead.
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For there had come a sore tem ptation to W aldo Morgan during this year—a temptation to 
profit by another’s loss—and for a day it bewildered him ; but w ith hands clinched and jaw  set 
he stayed in his room alone until he had conquered, and could go out among his fellow-students with 
a clear brow and heart. All of which was bringing him to a realization of w hat it means to tri
umph over one’s self. And though, a t the end of the college year, he was not so sure of himself, 
he was more of a man than when he entered.

In his second year he joined a debating societv and was soon known as rather a brilliant ora
tor. H e found himself looking forward to these semi-monthly meetings with an enthusiasm  which 
he had never before experienced. He delighted to pit himself against a formidable antagonist, 
and by sheer force of will and brain power overcome all arguments. He became better acquainted, 
too, with the boys’ lives—their joys and sorrows—and learned to sympathize with them in their 
defeats.

About the middle of the year Jim Carton's name came up for admission to the society, accept
ances of names being always decided by a majority of votes. Sow,  on this particular evening 
W aldo Morgan as vice president was, in the absence of the president, conducting the meeting. 
W hen Carton’s name came up there was an equal number of ayes and nos, which left the m atter 
in his hands as the temporary president, so his vote would be a decisive one. For a few moments 
thought ran riot in his brain. He knew Carton to be a rather dissolute fellow—and yet it might 
help him to come here—but w hat if he should corrupt our boys? Well, if it does him any good, 
we will be repaid.

•‘Yes,”  came the president’s voice, full and strong.
And so Carton came into the club. From the first he took great interest in all the debates and 

was considered a hard opponent. Of winning manners and ready speech he soon made friends 
w ith those whom he did not already know, and in a couple of mouths was elected treasurer. By 
the end of the term everything was running smoothly and the society had never been in better con
dition financially, when some slight irregularities were noticed in the handling of the funds. 
N aturally, when this became known, Carton, as treasurer, was suspected. Finally, one blustering, 
rainy n ight, as W aldo sat by his fire pondering over the outcome of the rum or, the door was 
softly opened and Carton entered.

“  M organ,” he said, " I  w a n t you to help me. You know w hat has been said of late, and it 
is a ll—true. I  have taken money—.”
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“ Sit down, J im ,” said Morgan very gently, “ and don’t tell me any more than you wish. 
W hatever you have done, is over. I  have confidence tha t w hat you will do, will be very 
different.”

“ M organ,”  said Carton, “ if you believe th a t, I will do better.”
H e settled down in a chair and was silent a while; then, vehem ently: “ I took it to keep 

going. I ’d made a rather heavy drain on my allowance the first of the year, and thought just to 
borrow the money till I  got to work in June, and then pay it back. But tha t is all off now ,” at 
which he relapsed into gloomy silence.

“  O, don’t give up  the ship, Carton. W hat man has done, man can do, you know, and men 
have outlived greater follies than this. Besides—”

“ Yes, bu t my position. T h a t's  off now. W ho would w ant a fellow tha t couldn’t be trusted 
with a few paltry  dollars? ”

W aldo had not known of Carton’s having received the promise of any position, and in
quired, “  W h at’s that, Jim ? ”

“  Bank at Condon. Assistant cashier. But there 's  no use in thinking of tha t now .”
W aldo saw tha t nothing could rouse him now, and thought of waiting till morning to speak 

further with him. They sat a while in silence. T hen  Carton jumped out of his chair and made 
for the door.

“ Come in the morning, J im ,” was all W aldo said. And Jim simply nodded in reply.
Now the next day was Friday, and in the evening there was the society meeting. W aldo was 

called aw ay directly after breakfast to see a friend of his who had been very ill, and so the prom 
ised meeting between the two boys did not take place. And in consequence of W aldo having 
missed his usual two hours of study in the m orning, he was kept busy a t the time he always kept 
for a walk or a talk. H e decided to dress early and go by way of Carton's rooms, hoping to have 
some conversation with him before tim e for the meeting to be called; but as he was leaving the 
hall he received a 'phone message asking him to come over to Adams’ , whom he had visited in the 
morning.'

W ell, tha t’s right on my way to Carton’s, and I ’ll not stop long,” he thought.
W hen he arrived a t the sick room, Adams was sitting propped up  by num erous pillows and 

looking very much better than in the morning. He waved a yellow slip at W aldo and said—
“  H ere, look a t this, and tell me w hat you think of i t .”
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I t was a telegram from Adams’ mother, saying: “ 'W ill s tart by eight-thirty  train. Hope you 
are better.”

“ Now, there’s no earthly use for her to come trotting down here, and I just believe I ’ll send 
one back telling her not to come.”

“  If you are going to send an answer before she starts, you will have to be about it. I t  is 
now ”  (consulting his watch) “  seven-twenty-five, so tha t don’t leave much tim e.”

“ Say, that’s so.”  H e hastily scribbled an answer: “  Don’t come. Better. Out in couple 
days. W ill w rite soon.”

“  T h a t’s not, so to speak, the strict tru th ; bu t I  won’t  have her w orry.”
H e was really much improved, but the doctor had told him to make up  his mind to a couple 

of weeks in bed.
“ Say, Morgan, can you take this down? There’s no one here I can send, and you see tha t it 

gets off all right. Do as much for you some day. M uch obliged. H urry  up ,”  as Morgan rushed 
through the door.

I t was some distance to the telegraph office, and, just missing his car, he started on a fast 
walk, tha t sometimes broke into a run. There was a few minutes' delay at the office, and then he 
started back to the meeting.

“ I’ll be th irty  minutes late, anyw ay,”  he thought, “ but I am not on till the last, so it does 
not m atter so m uch.’ ’

However, at the meeting things had taken a rather unexpected turn. T he president and a 
few of the members had decided to bring up  the m atter of the shortage in as tactful a manner as 
possible, so as to reflect on no one in particular. W ith this in view the president arose, and, after 
a few preliminary rem arks, said—

“ Before the close of the present term  we should arrange all matters in a methodical manner, 
so as to cause no confusion when we reorganize next Fall. In  view of this, I w ish to speak of 
some mistakes which have been made in our finances of late, and ask those who have charge to 
rectify them as soon as possible. If  those who have this to do will go over the books carefully 
before our next meeting, they will probably find their mistakes and can correct them .”

During all this speech Carton had been sitting with his eyes fixed on the president in pitiful 
appeal. Once he started to rise, bu t sank back as if his courage had failed him. A t the conclu
sion of the talk there was silence for a moment, all eyes being turned carefully away from Carton,
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for he was a  favorite and they did not wish to see their suspicions confirmed in his face. Suddenly 
they were startled by the sound of Carton’s voice saying—

“ You need not shield me; I am the one—the only one—accountable for any irregularities in 
the money matters. I took it intending to pay it back— the old story you will say—yes, the old 
story, but I did mean to make it good, every cent of it; but fate is against me. I 'l l— ”

Here the president arose and motioned kindly for Carton to be seated.
“  I want it thoroughly understood," he said, “ tha t— ”
But here he was interrupted by a noise at the door. T he sergeant-at-arm s was adm itting 

some member who was late. As he came into the room they saw it was W aldo Morgan, flushed 
and breathless, bu t w ith a smile on his face. He knew nothing of the turn of events, and was 
expecting only the usual round of singing and debates; but when he sat down in the chair nearest 
the door, the president continued—

"  I repeat, we make no accusations, for we consider tha t no member of our society would do 
tha t which was dishonest o r unm anly.”

Waldo, startled, looked toward where Carton was sitting, and at that moment their eyes met, 
Carton’s with a desperate hopelessness in them. W ithout a moment’s hesitation, and knowing 
nothing of Carton’s confession, he arose and strode to where he was in plain view of them all.

“  Y ou are wrong, M r. President,”  he said, throw ing back his head defiantly. ‘‘ T here is 
some one here who would be dishonest enough and unm anly enough to do even that. And it is 
I —you understand—I. W hatever punishm ent you may inflict, mete out to me; and I will take it 
only too gladly, for m y crime deserves to be punished. I  am—”

But here he was interrupted by such a storm of applause as had seldom been heard in the old 
hall, and cries of, “  Morgan! ”  ‘‘ H urrah , for Morgan! ”  were heard on all sides.

W hen the commotion had somewhat subsided, the president turned to Morgan and said—
“  Morgan, a university tha t can turn out a man like you is a blessing and an honor to any 

land. Mr. Carton confessed before you came in, and your courageous and noble sacrifice of all 
that a man holds dearest has made us all feel, I am sure, tha t the sacrifice shall not be in vain. As 
president of th is society I feel free, w ithout consulting the members, to state tha t all shortage shall 
be made up among us, and no word of this shall go beyond those of us who are here."

Ringing cries of “  Yes, yes,”  came from all parts of the house, and the president went on —
“ I t  is such acts as this th a t make us love our Alma M ater as we love our country, with a 

patriotism tha t is undying.”
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There was no meeting after this. The boys stood in groups and slapped each other on the 
back, shook hands a dozen times, and exhibited the usual signs of men who wish to conceal 
their deepest feelings.

Waldo was silent, but the boys all gave him some sign of their pride in him, and passed off 
pleasantries with Carton on every subject except the one nearest their hearts.

Bye and bye Waldo and Carton passed out together, and as the boys left the building and 
went out into the night, they saw, walking down the moonlit path, Carton and Morgan, and Car
ton’s arm was over the other’s shoulder.
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A Washout
A. R. M.

There was a washout on the line that day, 
And a splendid train rolled in the dust; 

The horror of that scene I can not say,
For oh, the awful, lurid, dreadful way 

That washerwoman cussed.

The Maid o f W. U.
A. R. M.

I often feel a deep dejection,
I fall so far from the heights essayed; 

And yet I know I’m near perfection, 
When standing by this little maid.
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Jests
JOKES



Faculty Attendance at Chapel
Excuses for Absence Given

Dawson.—H ad to stay a t home and take care of “ Dotty Lizz."
Mrs. Savage.—Clock was slow.
Prof. Mahaffie.—H ad to quiet the cook because the girls stole some ginger-bread. 
Prof. McCall.—Forgot to wind my alarm clock last night.
Miss Field.—Didn’t  s tart in time.
Prof M atthew s.—W ent down town before chapel, didn’t get back in time.
Prof. Boyer.—Baby had the whooping cough, had to go for the doctor.
Prof. Keller. —W as talking to a young lady and forgot all about chapel.
Prof. Seeley.—Delayed by a telephone message.
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Squibs
T hey had quarreled. She returned from the scene of conflict with feathers ruffled. He had 

been mean. He was a brute. Yes, he was more—he was an emphatic brute. He never had 
thoroughly appreciated her anyway. He hadn’t  seemed to notice the sacrifice she had made to go 
w ith him. She would ignore him, yes, she would cut him out. But no, tha t wouldn’t  do—be
cause— well, because, she loved him. She could never live w ithout him. Ah ! tha t’s it—that’s 
w hat she’d do—she would end it all ! H e w ouldn't care—nobody would care, or if he did care, 
she would be glad of it. No. Yes, she must do it, before she became afraid. So with that 
dainty, white hand, which she had so often fondled—now, so soon to do its deadly work—she 
clutched at her heaving bosom and drew from its leather sheath—no, not her dagger, but her 
fountain pen, and soon placed their past beyond recall.

Mrs. B. had the blues that day—she was quite out of humor. H er husband—the sedate, 
quiet, dignified doctor—noticed this and putting aside his habitual reserve bethought him to detract 
her from such an unpleasant mood.

Painfully he began trying to get his mouth around the brass knob on the iron bed-stead, but 
alas ! he failed. She had become interested and said she could do the stunt. He politely bet her 
ten dollars th a t she could not, and it certainly looked impossible. Inw ardly he congratulated him 
self on his ruse.

She took out her false teeth and the brass slipped into the opening thus enlarged as easily as if 
it had been one of his sugar coated pills. She took the money. Inw ardly he was sorry his ruse 
cost him so much.

A famous judge was strolling with a friend in W ashington, D. C. They met a beautiful 
woman. Not intending for her to hear, he remarked to his friend, “ W hat a beautiful woman.” 

She (overhearing), ”  W hat an excellent judge.”
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The Children’s Page
Vera, a sweet tempered little girl of six, shows much musical talent, especially in vocal work, 

as does her little friend Nellie; they are great chums—never quarrel and are so kind to the smaller 
children.

Little Burgess is just cutting his first teeth and is cross at times, but since he received a new 
rattle and rubber ring, he has been of much happier disposition.

Baby James and Beach are very inquisitive for their ages. Jamesie spends most of his time 
playing with his doll and meditating. He is an unusually good boy. Beach coos and crows and 
laughs all day long. He’s such a cunning youngster.

Baby Long and Nelson are just learning to creep. They go all over the house, and things of 
value have to be kept out of reach. Some one said they saw little Nelson trying to walk yester
day. It doesn't seem possible, but children grow so fast.

And Baby Pollard, the tiniest, cutest youngster, is still in long dresses. He is a very good 
baby and thrives on Mellin’s food. When he cries, if we give him a picture of a pretty girl, he 
hushes at once. We are very fond of him. He’s such a cunning child!
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M issouri Association
President, Orator, Prophet and Seer—Mr. Elayer.
Secretary, Promulgator of Pronunciation, Maker of goo-goo eyes, Cute thing, Hot air Artist— 

Miss Bailey.

Motto.—“ To paint early and late.’
President, 
Secretary, 
Captain,
First Mate, 
Second Mate, 
Deck Hands,

Geo. Simpson 
Geo. Hunt 
Ralph Rader 
Murray Shanks 
Carrie Nelson 
Belknap Brothers 
Manager Ford

Pres.—“  Won't he be wild !”
Sec.—“ He will rage.”
Capt.—“ Let him howl, it’ll do him good.’’
F. M. — “ Gee ! but lie'll faunch ! ”
S. M.—“ Won’t the baby catch it.’’
Deck Hand Chorus.—" Heave ho ! Heave ho !

Now let her go,
Don't be so slow.
Talk low ! Talk low ! 
Here’s to Chas., Oh ! 
Heave ho ! Heave !

Up to Date School in Flirting
Diplomas granted with degree B. F.
President, C. V. Nelson
Secretary, Carrie Belknap
Principal,  Ethel Gerding
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Sayings
President Coleman.—“  H ear ! H ear !
Prof. Hawley.—“  W hy was a head given to a man, any more than to a pin, if it was not to 

prevent his going too far ?''
Prof. Dawson.— “ An outrage ! Hoodlums! etc.”
Prof. Boyer.—“  Gravitation says nobody to nothing all day long.”
Prof. Drew.—“  Not a drop to d rink .”
Prof. Keller (fa in tly ).—“  Will all the track men please be out tonight.”
Prof. Savage. — "  The senior Dramaatic Claaaas will please meet me aaafter chaaaapel.”

Mic H unt—"  H ang M arker ! ”
Mab (speaking of W all) .—"D earest.”
Bertha H ew itt.— “  I don’t know .”
Frank Grannis.— “ Oh ! I wouldn’t  dare tell—too many Y. M. and Y. W. people around.” 
R ader.—"  Shut up .”
Ronald.— “ Don’t  have any. Always say something new.”
C hap .—“  Say, do you love me?”
R yth .— “ Thunder and m ud.”
E thel.—"  N othing.”
U nruh.—“  I  d o n 't give a darn .”
Carrie.—“  You awful kid, you.”
R alph.—"  Are your lips sticky?”
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Dear R e a d e r :—
W e know this is a sad state of affairs—but do 

not take it too seriously. Fate is not to be trusted—she often 
tries to charm while she hides behind her back an arrow which 
is waiting to do its deadly work. But lest the idea here por
trayed may keep fu ture students aw ay, we will add that the 
cause of the present condition is due not to fate but to the fact 
tha t all of Love’s spare room is occupied—and intruders have 
to be kept aw ay—but cheer up, first come first served— so 
come early and save your heart and life from destruction.

What We Have Heard and Observed
Price was conversing over the 'phone the other day. H e evidently dissented as he shook his 

head vehemently.
Ethel (talking in a h u rry ) .—“  I want to learn how to play court—tennis—.”
Belle.—“  Never mind the court part, you’ll learn it as you go along."
Prof. H .—“  Did you ever raise bees?”
Miller. "No, but I have been raised by bees.”
Miss Conventionality (after hearing Mr. Miller sing).— “  A h ! Simply grand. And haven 't 

you ever had your voice cultivated a t all?”
Mr. Miller (swelling with pride).—“ T hanks—awfully. No, not a t a ll.”
Miss Conventionality (serenely).—“  W ell, you ought to .”  (E x it Mr. M iller.)
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Nace.—“  My face is just as smooth as glass.”
Miss Belknap . — “  W hy, I didn’t  know glass would stre tch .”
Nace.—“  Oh, yes it will, when it is warm.”
Miss B.—" W ell, you must be a warm one, then .”

Prof. H .— “ Can any one name another ‘ism, such as radicalism, imperialism, D arwinianism ? ”  
Beach, after profound thought.—“  Rheum atism .”

Edgar is not a graceless fellow.

As T hey  W er e  H eard  to  Say Befo re  T hey  Met  
Cla ra .—“ I don’t think a man is any good if he doesn’t  w ant to kiss a girl or hold her hand 

once in a w hile.”
Jam es.—" I would ju st as leave hug a telegraph pole as a g irl.”
Photographer.— “  I  have the picture of the pretty Professor ready for you today.”
Belle.—”  W ho? Mr. M arkel?”
Photographer.— “ No. H e 's handsome. I mean Professor McCall! ! ! ! ”
Mabel.—”  Are the Colbert brothers twins? Oh, w hy didn’t  the Officer sisters stay?

M arker's interpretation of University motto.—“  I t is not good for man to be alone.”

F irst S tudent.— “ M ary Salomon sprained her ank le .”
Second Student.— “ How? Running after a boy? ”

M ab.—“  I ’ve been buying half shoes.”
Belle.— " W ho’s going to buy the other half? ”

Prof. H .— “ H ave you forgotten already, have you? ”
Student.— “ Yes, sir.”
Prof. H .—“  Well, you had better pour some glue into your m emory.”

American Government class answered “  paired ”  to roll call. It is not known when the invi
tations will be out.
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Girls! Girls! Girls! Girls!
This Way! This  Way! This  Way.

Ten cents a chance at the wheel of fortune.
Beginning at the top, if the arrow should point here, it will mean travel—Cannibal Islands— 

soup.
The next to the right will signify auto-mobubbles,—jokes—and a life of contentment.
Proceeding you will next come to be the wife of a business man and will have to know how to 

speak up and fight your own battles.
The fourth signifies either a life on a farm or fighting your way as a minister’s wife—either is 

hard enough, so you had better take another chance.
The next is to be feared, for if the arrow points here you will have to go about wearing a box

ing glove on one hand and carrying an antidote for poison in the other—this should call for a new 
chance at the wheel of fortune.

The last means peace, plenty, and prosperity. Ten cents a whirl, three for a quarter ! !
This way ! This way ! This way ! Your chance at the wheel of fortune.
Ten cents.
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Zerch did come to town one glorious spring day with his 
new horse and buggy, and tying the horse in the Athletic 
Field, went to the Gym. to see Baldy and Bo. Presently a 
Senior called Paul, an editor called Belle, and a maiden who is 
known as “ Mab,”  spied the horse peacefully resting, and 
knowing that it is better to “ wear out than rust out," ven
tured to give it some long-needed exercise. Up State street 
and back again, through the campus and near the Gym.; but 
who should then appear on the steps but Zerch ? So the course 
was quickly changed; for who could withstand his wrath? It 
was a pleasant ride, for the grass was green, the sun was shin
ing, and the birds were singing sweet carols. But you who
are in Washington must not doubt his constancy, for one of the maidens is engaged, and the other 
is to lead a life of single blessedness.

Oliv e
You see these hearts around my feet ?
It’s very hard to choose, they’re all so sweet. 
But this one, which belongs to Ray,
I believe I'll keep this very day.
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"""" To the Bunch ”
long May You Live in the land—Some Things to be ‘Remembered

“ Five o’clock Friday morning walks."
The brush and comb brigade."

‘‘ The sweet sixteen crowd.”
“ Z-er-guess I belong to the Bunch.”
“ ‘ Mab ’ at the train when Capitola girls came home."
‘ ‘ Aeoli—Ho-oo-oo-oo ! ’ ’
” The baseball practices."
“ Four little girls in white.”
“ Our tree in front of the University building.”
” The bachelor-girls' evenings before the fire-place.”
” The box social."
“ Our whistle.”
“ Things to be forgotten.”
“ The night we stole ginger-bread from the hall.”
“ When the board broke on the campus.”
” Unexpected guests."
” The new tin bucket."
'• Our united purchase.”
"  Our nicknames, which were ‘ Isaac,’ ‘ Bill,’ ‘ Bo,’ ‘ Bob,’ ‘ Pat,’—beginning with the 

smallest and going to the tallest.

2 1 1



Don’t Say a Word to Me or Anyone Else About:
M ab.—W hite ones; E ast Salem School steps.
Miss E lw orthy.— Mistletoe.
A nna Salom on.—Capt. Long’s beard.
Pollard .—W hy I like room 11.
Beach.—T he five reasons w hy I am happy.
W hipple.—W hy I am so long.
G rannis.—T h e  fickleness of maidens.
H u n t.— H unting.
Professor M cCall.— Black eyes. Grouchiness.
Burgess.—Kerr.
A lm a.— How far it is to Schindler's.
Gussie.— W hy I  like room 11.
Violet. —Paul-bearers.
M arker.—H er picture.
E thel.—O h, promise me.
O live.—Bridges.
A verill.—Baseball.
Janies.—Studying.
Philodorians.—Ice-cream.
G race.—Stella.
Dawson.—Paint.
K inney.—M y conquests.
Belle.—W here Charlie’s letters went to.
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In the cool of the evening, Wallulah retired to her tent, where she told the fortunes of the 
various Willamette students as they came and went. Very few escaped this ordeal, but not all of 
the prophesies were overheard. Those that were are recorded here.

You, she said to Bill Bailey, are very bashful for your age; not for your size, however. You 
will—you have met the fair young man whose blue eyes charmed you, whose smiles have Rader- 
ated until they have made you sleep and forget that aught save himself and you are—. Your fu
ture is a happy one; pass on.

He who paused next won the admiration of the fair Wallulah at once, because of his strength 
and might. “ You,”  she said, “ I almost weep to say, are doomed to a great disappointment. 
The dark lady you love will love another before many moons have passed. But take not to drink
ing; Win(e) an(s) hope for the best.”

“ Mabel, means queen, or beloved of women, or something of the kind,” began the next tale of 
woe. “ I see snow-capped mountains, and beyond that vast plains of the central states. But I 
have lost the trail. However, you will be found some place on this plain. In the mean time I 
see a school room, a college.” Wallulah yawned and the maid departed with such a smile on her 
face as would capture a Fort of any kind, even though it might try to Dodge.

Then the fortune teller was heard to laugh—long, sweet and musically. “ Why, you,” she 
said, between her ripples of mirth, to the new-comer, “ you are a man of experience, along cer
tain lines, some of them ‘ Graceless’ lines, too. But your future is what amuses me. Pardon, 
for you will be happy."

The dignity assumed by Wallulah as the new man took the chair, was a contrast to the
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laughter of bu t a moment before. “ You are too frivolous,”  she w h i s p e r e d g e t  serious—then 
find a clime where ’tis always a sum m er time, and forget tha t you have the weight of a nation 
resting upon your shoulders—and let her—yes, let her sing,— ‘ In  the Good Old Sum m er T im e '— 
and be happy, president of the United States— ,”  she stopped, she choked, and Ronald hastened 
to call for help—bu t she had recovered in time to tell the fortune of the one who came to assist her, 
a slender maiden, w ith golden hair and brown eyes. “ You will assist many an unfortunate one to 
recovery, you will mend broken heads, arms—and broken hearts too, but there is one— a great 
medicine m an, whom you do not yet know—he , ” —but a t W ilda’s questioning gaze she became 
silent— “  You will know  him when he comes—that is tim e enough.”

And while W ilda mused on w hat had been said, her equal half held out h er hand. “  Oh 
dear, for you there is the ocean and a man of w ar—you will be near the heart of Uncle Sam—and 
better, near the heart of the one you th ink  of m ost.”

T h en it was A nna who came singing down the path  and paused a t W allulah’s tent. “ Come 
in, child, come in ,” said W allulah. “  I ’m happy to th ink  you came to me a t th is tw iligh t hour. 
F irs t loves come to us all and we learn and profit by our experiences. T he hardest part, m y dear, 
is finally returning the ring to him  who placed it on your finger. But tha t will also come, but do 
not be troubled, my child, for all the  sunshine has not passed w ith George.”

“ And you ,”  she said, speaking to our hale, young orator, " a re  destined to become famous in 
the a rt of speaking and will cause many to look after you in wonder and adm iration. W hen you 
have finally made a Mark (er) in the world, it will not be through your own efforts alone, but be
cause of the maid w ith the dark  eyes who has been your helpmeet in the college days.”

“ A h ,” said W allulah, as Paul Beach silently entered and seated himself a t h er feet, "  you are 
a true young man, indeed. I ’ve watched you all through the year, and have observed w ith great 
joy, your constancy to the N orthern S tar. W ith all the  charm s and allurem ents of the W est, you 
have proved faithful.

G ertrude was next to appear before the Indian fortune-teller, with all the ease and grace 
which she had acquired through her months of study. “ You will have a career. T hough I see 
th a t you, too, were foolish once, and fell in love, bu t tha t a nobler thought came to you, and now 
you will read beautiful verses and stories to many people, and will, by your love and goodness, 
lead them in pleasant paths of thought and study. But do not worry, my child, a t the end of the 
path there is a bower of roses, and m ethinks I see a face peering between them , a face which has 
grown sweeter by the years of waiting, O’Fling him not aw ay .”

W allulah stood in the tent door and watched the last one departing. “  Yes,”  she called after 
him , “ trill aw ay, and some day echos will follow after the applause tha t you will call forth from 
the audience as you pass the stage.” H e turned, lifted his cap, and vanished down the path.

“ Now,”  said W allulah, settling herself before her fire, “  I’ll have a two years’ rest.

2 1 4



‘B ill of Fare at Young Women’s Hall

Aigs

BREAKFAST
Mursh

Coffy

LUNCH
Review of Reviews 
Prunes may come 
And prunes may go, 
But apple sass 
Goes on forever.

DINNER
Salt Horse Fried Snails

Bread Stuff, Cayuse Gravy

Taters

Leather Pie Sampson Butter
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Our Picture Gallery

H e r e  L i e s

J o h n  B e l l

T h i s  M a r b l e  
U n d e r ; M a y - b e  

 h e ' s g o n e  
t o  -  w e l l ,  I  

s h o u l d - e n t  
w o n d e r .  

JOHN BELL'S GRAVE
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I 'm  small, my voice is small,
In  fact, about all there is t o  me 
Is tha t I own a big dog,
And its name is His-s-s-tor(y)ie.

2 1 7

I’ve started on a journey,
The end of which I know 

Will mean for me a bakery,
’Cause some day ’twill turn to dough.



I teach music—generally; 
But for small recreation 
I get my little rake out, 
And cultivate vegetation.

He went to school once— 
You'd hardly think it so,
If you could hear him tell us 
How much we ought to know.
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We all 
know her 
and love her, 
in spite of 
the fact that 
she sometimes 
makes small 
boys and girls 
mind.
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H e's sm art—
He writes books.
He m akes us w rite expositions. 
But we forgive him 
W hen he gives A plus.

Come, get your little hatchets. 
W e’re going to make a raid. 
Going to find Carrie Nation, 
Don’t no one be afraid.
She knows me, and I know her. 
W e've chum m ed for many a day. 
You ask me if I  love her—
W ell—yum —I should say!
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M e's nam e is
T h a ra
Nourthe
Bwown
T h a w vage;
Me likes to speak 
pieth eth— me 
likes beth t 
pietheth  ’bout 
" T a h  Baby "  
an ' the  " Glim 
Com in; O vah 
the  R ange ,"  an' 
beth t of all,
" Chariot 
R a th e ."
Me likes 
T haw vageth , 
too. w if m arks 
on 'em
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A B A C H E L O R S SONG

Of all the trinities there are,
Or that shall ever be,
There surely none compares with th is— 
I, myself, am me!

F o r  we are surely three in one.
And also one in three,
“ A most ingenius paradox— ”
I and myself and me.

"  Understandable, but not audible,"
Is what the students say ,
W hen Prof. Matthews gets up  in chapel 
And says they may go away.

222



1. High Price (not) marked down.
2. A section of 'Gene Whipple by moonlight.
3. Shanks.
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Time Table
A .  M.

4:00 Ford dreams of Wallulah.
4:30 Field Colbert and Schindler Colbert wake up and scrap.
5:00 James begins to study.
5:15 Shanks milks the bovines.
5:30 Jorstad cleans out chapel. Belknap goes after his Latin,—“ By Jinks.”
6:00 Professor Savage dreams,—“ Sleep no more ! Macbeth doth murder sleep.”
6:15 Vera wakes up and sings.
6:30 Auntie begins combing her hair.
6:32 Auntie phones to Chap.
6:45 Miss Schindler starts to school.
7:30 Coyote arises. Bruce says—“ Please pass the Ketchum.
7:50 Percy Hunt, the ladies’ man, uses Pear’s Soap.
8:00 Gilbert draws a picture of breakfast. Anna goes to meet George. Miss Sanders practices 

song to play for chapel.
8:15 Belle commences work on Wallulah. Hall girls take a second primp.
9:00 Chapel. All but ten of the Professors are present.
9:02 Faculty men cross legs, right over left.
9:03 Professor Dawson reads announcements, common ones twice, important ones four, and very 

important ones five times.
9:20 Ford makes Student Body announcements.
9:22 Faculty men change to left over right.
9:25 Professor M. looks wise and gives the signal. Queeners talk to the girls.

10:00 Mabel prepares Roman History.
10:15 Miss Gatch and Miss Roland take possession of the window.
10:30 Miss Belknap rough houses Nelson, Simpson, Unruh, and defies the rest of 'em.
11:00 Glenn and Grace give Dad the slip and study Latin together.
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12:00 Lunch is served at dorm ., in Chapel, Collegian office, Room 15, and 011 the campus, 
P. M.
12:10 Ruth and Lena take a walk. M ary Salomon goes to meet A rthur.
12:30 W hat a gathering. Campus shade all occupied. Sun room only.
12:45 M anager M atthews takes a few bites.
1 :00 Second Spasm begins.
2:00 Nace goes to library to w ait for her.
3:00 W inans asks Missouri to go to recital.
4:00 Reichen prepares for debate. Dad plays baseball,—Grace watches from the window.
5:00 Anna goes tw o pieces with George.
5:30 Dorm, girls dress for dinner. Dorm, boys don their dress suits for dinner.
5:45 They return from the walk.
6:00 Mother takes his anti-fat.
7:00 Senior quintet has a practice.
7:30 Olive phones for Chap. M arker hurls livid chunks of eloquence into the teeth of a Hale 

storm caused by his being ten minutes late.
8:00 Neal starts fire in Gym. Ronald goes out to seek Buyers (Byars) for his love.
8:10 Lounsbury and Callow call on Parson Sanders for a consultation about their love affairs. 
8:20 Belknap goes down to F t. Stevens to fight for his lady.
8:30 Coach Bishop calls on Ruth.
8:45 Senior quintet seranades Lila.
9:00 Nace, Dad, Simpson, Eddie, Rebhan and others ponder bitterly over the “ once a w eek”  

rule.
9:15 Mabel writes th irty  pages to the Unseen.
9:30 Trill decides to renounce women.
9:45 Long finds a precious Ruby. Belknap captures the Fort.

10:00 Fisher calls on Lazy Bailey.
10:15 Dorm girls have a spread.
10:30 Polly sings the “  Sweetest story ever told,” Gussie prompts him when he forgets.
11:00 The D. T . 's  (Dawson’s Torm entors) meet and use a little paint. N aughty boys !
11:30 Skid sends a wireless to Belle.
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12:30 Catlow begins practice.
A .  M.

1:00 D. A. Forbes leaves Julia’s.
2:00 Swede, Zerch and Baldie have a feed.
2:10 Ida Evans studies.
2:30 The D. T .'s  finish the job. Naughty boys ! 
3:00 And all is well !
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Sunny Jim

T his is our modern Sunny Jim. We feel tha t the picture, as 
given here, is such a fine example of a rt that it would be worse 
than folly to add anything in the way of an explanation. The 
only thing tha t we m ight say, is—he indorses all the good things 
we could say of that which he holds in his hand.

It was a beautiful day when Ronald shouldered 
his fishing rod and marched away to do honors for his 
board ing  house. But he didn’t  catch any fish—the 
reason why. was because it was April—no—not the 
first but the second. T he fish had all gone to church.
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A Lost Word
A  last word is always considered necessary—by a woman— and so in order th a t the  tradition 

may not be lost in th is , a co-educational school, we hasten to add the  last word. I t  is not a word 
in retaliation, for we have no need of such; not a word of apology, for we have done the  best we 
could and feel th a t such is not for u s  to speak; not a  word of mercy, for we believe those who have 
received roasts, jokes, and nudges will take them as they were m eant to  be taken, w ith the  best 
intentions and a heart laugh: bu t it is a word of th an k s to those w ho have so k indly  helped us 
when we needed help and cheered us when we needed cheer.

W e thank  the  T rustees for m aking the book a possibility; and Mr. F o rd , our business m an
ager, for the conscientious m anner in which he has given his tim e to m ake the financial part of the 
annual a success to such an ex ten t th a t we did not have to “  sk im p ”  our ideas.

W e wish to thank  M r. M orehouse for g iv ing u s  our p icture of “  W allu lah ,”  M rs. G atch  for 
one of the prettiest of our various view pages, M r. T rill for football pictures, and M r. G rannis, 
Miss Robertson, Miss Salomon for other of our various views.

F o r our m any clever draw ings we have to thank  m any clever people, Miss McConnell, Miss 
F rasier, Mr. Meresse, M r. G ilbert, Mr. W illm an and M r. H unt.

F or our literary  contributions we thank  each one w ho has helped to  m ake the L ite ra ry  D epart
m ent one of inform ation and interest.

T o M r. John  B. W aldo, ’63, we ex tend  our th an k s for his kind wishes for our success and 
the help  w hich he so kindly gave us.

F or the  rest— we have nothing bu t thanks—you know if you gave u s  your co-operation and 
help, and rest assured th a t we also know , the  staff of the  W allu lah , '0 5 , do not soon forget.

T h e  E ditors
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P. S.—The Staff has gone on a picnic today.
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F U L L E R  & D O U G L A S
S A L E M ’S LEADING G R O C E R S

O ur G rocery Department is 
filled with every conceivable 
good thing to eat in the 
grocery line.

O ur Store is always the students' headquarters, for it is filled 
with Candies, Ice Cream, Bakery Goods, Confections, etc.

456-460 State Street

O ur Confectionery and bakery 
department has just been 
opened and is a veritable pal
ace of sweets.

M AR K  II . SA V A G E  FR A N K  D A V E Y
A t to r n e y  a n d  N o ta ry

D a v e y  & S a va g e
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e r ty ,  w h ic h  w e  w ill  h e  p le a s e d  t o  s h o w  to

H O M  E S E E K E R S

C om m ercial
P r in te r

E u g e n e , O regon
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W o rk  a n d  p rices  
th a t please.

O ffice  P h o n e .  4 9 1  B la c k :  R e s ..  R e d  2 7 3 .  B lu e  1 5 4  
4 9 2  S t a t e  S t r e e t ,  n e a r  H ig h .  S a le m . O re g o n .
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Willamette University
Established 1844

Salem, Oregon

John H  Coleman. D. D .

College of Law, 
College of Medicine, 
College of Oratory, 
Preparatory School,

President

College of Liberal Arts, 
College of Theology, 
College of Music, 
College of Art,

Normal School

Information gladly sent upon application to
W. H. McCall, Secretary



D . H. M O S H E R
A Willamette Student 
Can Furnish Your Next

Suit, Overcoat, Fancy Vest or Pants
As Cheap as  Anyone, and 
Do Better Work. Samples at

337 Court Street,___________Salem, Oregon

B O O T H -K E L L Y  M ILLS A T  COBURG K i n d n e s s  o f  t h e  e u g u e n e  r e g i s t e r



Tom Cromise

P H O T O G R A P H E R

Up-to-Date Work. The B est in the City

Corner Court and Commercial Streets. 
Bush-Brey Building, Salem. Oregon. 'Phone, Red 2411

Special P rices to W. U. Students 
P hotographer to Wallu lah



T he Faculty and Trustees of the Medical Department of W illamette University take great 
pleasure in this, the Fortieth  A nnual Announcement, since it affords us the opportunity of record
ing the most successful year in the history of the school since its relocation in its old home at 
Salem.

The Medical College of W illamette University was brought back to Salem less than ten 
years ago. Handicapped by lack of suitable buildings and equipments, it has steadily grown and 
improved under adverse conditions and circumstances, until now it has reached first rank upon the 
Pacific Coast.

The Penitentiary, Insane Asylum, Hospital and Sanatorium, afford abundant opportunity for 
the study of every disease.

Clinical instruction, which is the ideal method for obtaining a practical medical education, is 
therefore unsurpassed.

I t is also with much gratification tha t we are able to announce, tha t plans and details are now 
being prepared for the erection, during the coming season, of a modern, well equipped and up-to- 
date College building. T h is will supply the one great defect and embarrassment tha t has hereto
fore existed. W ith the completion and equipment of this building we confidently predict a very 
perm anent and successful future.

W. H. Byrd , M. D., Dean.



T h e  O l d  R e l i a b l e s

H ard w are , Iron an d  Steel
Steel Ranges, Heating Stoves 
and everything to be found in 
a first-class Hardware and 
Implement House.

Cor. Commercial and Court Sts., Salem 1865

White H ouse A lw a y s  the Best in  the P r in t in g  Cine

Largest Restaurant in the City T he Gault Printing Co.
R easonab le  R ates

G e o ro e  ‘B r o s .  P r o p r ie t o r s

S ta te  S tre e t, S a lem

O n  t i m e  e v e r y  t i m e

285 C he m eke ta  Sa lem , O regon

1865 1865

R. M. W A D E  & CO.



Pacific Christian Advocate
Daniel E. R ader, Editor

Organ of the M ethodist Episcopal Church. Published weekly at Portland, Oregon
by Jennings & Graham.

Subscription Rates—One Year, S 1.50. To preachers, all denominations. $1.00.
Agents—All preachers in good standing of the M. E. Church are authorized to act as agents. 
To A dvertisers—For detailed information in regard to rates, spaces, etc. address A. E. Dunn, 

Advertising Manager, Pacific Christian Advocate.
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 L aw  D epartm ent j
of W illamette University

Sessions in the evening accommodate some who could not otherwise attend. 
Thorough instruction is given by five successful lawyers.
University Associations are very attractive.
Degree at the end of two years. You may then practice.
Law Library of the state is free.
All courts of the state are represented at Salem,
Write for particulars concerning course and terms to

JOHN W. REYNOLDS, Dean

S a le m , O re g o n



The Spa 382
State St.

W. C. Stolz & Co., Prop.

Candy Factory and 
Ice Cream Parlors

J. C. G R IF F IT H
D E N T I S T

C o r n e r  o f  C o u r t  a n d  C o m m e r c ia l  S t r e e t s .  
O v e r  C h i c a g o  S t o r e .  S a l e m .  O r e g o n .

The Banking House of

Ladd & Bush

Ice Cream for Entertainments, by express 
to any part of the Willamette Valley at rea
sonable rates. Quality Guaranteed.

Salem, Oregon

Has numbered among its clients the stu
dents of Willamette University since the 
year 1868, to the mutual satisfaction of both 
Bank and Students, whose continued pat
ronage is solicited.

DR. M O T T
O ffic e  H o u r s :  9  t o  1 2  a . m . ;  3  t o  5  p .  m . 

B u s h - B r e y  B lo c k .
P h o n e s :  O ffice . M a in  2 9 3 1 :  R e s . .  M a in  2 7 5 1 .

First Class Carpenter Work 
Done a t the Right Price

Jonas 0. Jor stad
Carpenter and Contractor

Headquarters, Willamette University



Established 1892

The Trover-Cronise Photo Studio
H . D. Trover, Proprietor.

S till Under Same Management

Photography is an art which we understand. 
We cater to the most particular trade. We 
make special prices to all students on first- 
class work. We make Platinums, Carbons, 
Platinos, Albumins, and all novelties in the 
Photo line.

Over  New York Racket Store, Corner Commercial and Chemeketa Streets



Music is one of the Seven Liberal Arts

The University 
College o f Music

is the  " Best in the West "  fo r  the study o f this great a rt

Piano, Violin, Singing, Theory, Harmony, 
History, Form, Composition, Counterpoint

Francesco Seley, Dean, Salem, Oregon



E. C. Cross
Ev e r e t t  M. Hu rd , M. D.

E stab lished I 884  
Phone 201

Telephone, Red 201.
265 Commercial St., Salem, Or.

Just Like New

is th e  v e rd ic t  
o t w e ll 'ressed  
men w h o  h a v e  
th e ir  f a n c y  
sh ir ts  in  M a 
d ra s  o r  per
ca le  d o n e  up 
a t  th e  S a lem  
S tea m  L a u n 
d r y .  T h e  c o l
o rs  k eep  fresh  
and  b r ig h t , 
because w e 
use n o  chem 
ica ls  t o  fade 
th em , and  w e

u n d ers tan d  th e  secret o f  lau n d er in g  c o lo rs , as w e ll as 
d ress  sh ir ts  a n d  y o u r  e ve r y -d a y  lin en . Y o u  ca n ’ t b ea t 
o u r  fine la u n d ry  w o r k .

S a l e m  S t e a m  L a u n d r y

MEATS AND 
PROVISIONS

d e n t i s t



The Typical College Clothes
Fresh from the world’s most famous makers. There is character and dignity 

in our new clothing. There is the touch of hand-tailored garments—a made-for- 
you appearance that stands the scrutiny of the most expert tailor.

M E N ' S  S U I T S

Single and Double Breasted, the best of all the best, S io  to S25.

MEN’S OVERCOATS

None sm arter nor more handsome, $10 to S25.
Any man who buys clothing here has the satisfaction of knowing that he is 

getting the very best clothing his money can buy.

MEN’S FURNISHINGS

T he New Things in Men’s Furnishing Goods are here. To say that we carry 
a beautiful line, is putting it mildly. Shirts in soft or stiff bosoms, Neckwear in 
the prettiest shapes and designs, Fancy Vests, Hosiery, Underwear, Etc. Every
thing that the well dressed man could desire.

The Roberts Best $3 H at on Earth, in all the latest shapes.
W hen you find it here it is right.

i Salem Woolen Mill Store
* •
•  •

* 136 Commercial Street, Salem, Oregon. C. P. BISHOP, Proprietor 
• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • *



C. R. ADAMS F. CALVERT

SEATTLE ENGRAVING CO.
z inc Etchings 

Half Tone and 

Three Color 

h alf Cone 

P lates 

Ilustrating 

Designing

W E  MA K E P R I N T E R S '  P L A T E S  

T H A T  P R I N T  

C U T S  F O R  ALL 

I L L U S T R A T I N G  P U R P O S E S

A f ully 

E quipped 

Staff of 

A rtists anb 

E ngravers 

A t Your 

Service

N o t e :— T he Seattle Engraving Co. did our w ork and we have found the ir work far 

better than any we have ever before had. More than th a t, they take special pains to do 

everything in the righ t w ay.— Ma n a g er  W a l l u l a h .


