





10 Per @ent Discount

On one of the finest lines of holiday
goods in the eity.

Diamonds, Watches, Jewelry, Sterling
Silver and Plated Ware Novelties,
Ebony, Cut Glass and Clocks. & ot

Our stock is very complete and con-
tains many new and pretty things not
seen here last year.

Come early and avoid the rush which
is bound to come the last few days.

Barr's Jewelry Store
118 State St.

Nelson Bibles

They are the best Bibles. It's ad-
mitted by everybody. The type in a Nel-
son 1§ as plain and easily read as type
two sizes larger in any other print.

We have all the cheaper grades, but

they do not compare with the genuine |

Nelson. It you are looking for a
Christmas gift for a Sunday school
scholar or teacher, the Nelson Bible
is the thing. A real Nelson in leather
binding with red thumb index, maps,
references, and concordance for

S1-735

This is only one of our Bible bargains.

Che {U. K. Burgbardt €0.

Leaders in Low Prices '

_Steiner & Berger..

WE SELL....

THREAD, NOTIONS
AND EVERY DAY
NEEDSINDRY
GOODS AT & & 4

EPPLEY'S

SALEM, OREGON.

Home Steel Ranges
Air Tight Stoves

CTinning, Galvanized Tron Werk .
FAnd @General Jobbing

130 State St., Salem, Or.

/
....Che Salem [Woolen Mills Store....

. P. BISHOP, Manager.

254-6 Commercial street,

Salem, Oregon.

Manufacturers of

Men's Youth’s and Boys’ Clothing

Wholesale and Retail.

Large Merchant

on Application,

Tailoring Department.
lem Wooden Mills Blankets, Robes and Underware.

Headguarters for the Celebrated Sa-
Samples and Prices Sent



STEINER & GO.|

DEALERS IN
Groceries and

Provisions
CROCKERY, STONEWARE, FRUITS
AND VEGETABLES. |

Phone 102 126 StateStree

Social and Banquet €atables

Queen Olives, Sweet Pickles, |

Fancy Cakes, Fancy Crackers.

All kinds of seasonable fruits at

Roth & Graber’s

Phone 511, 124 State St., Salem, Or.

Making a Mash

good Impression on the opposite sex.
We will assure youn that the most a :l'nlu!!llﬂ'hm] masher in

I« slang for making a

town will failin hisart if his linen Isa’t irrepronchable,
nent and dainty, as italways Is when lanadred at the Sa-
lem Steam Laundry. In good condition and of fanltless
color and finish is the way we send home your collars, cuffs
and shirts., Onr woolen and silk departments are up to
date. Remember we guarantee satisfaction.

SALEM STEAM LAUNDRY.

COLONEL J. OLMSTED, Proprietor.
Dorous D. Olmsted, Mga,
Phone 411, 230 Liberty St.

Che  University
College of Oratory

@raduating and Special gourses
MABEIL LANKTON CARTER, Dean

Salem, Oregon

DR. H. C. EPLEY DR. H. H, OLINGER

Epley & Olinger

DENTISTS

OVER POSTOFFICE

Holiday
Novelties

EVERYTHING you need for Christ-
mas presents marked at lowest cash

prices. You don’t pay fancy prices
on Holiday goods when you deal with

The New York Racket

Saler’s Cheapest One Price Cash Store
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Greetings.

= HE COLLEGIAN wishes you a very
& Merry Christmas and a very Happy

@] New Year.

The birthday of our Lord is the gladdest
holiday of all the year. On that first great
day the heavenly host sang joyously of the
event as one of peaceful import to the earth,
and announced an era of great cheer among
men. And so it has proved. Now, after
nineteen hundred years, its significance is not
a whit less, and we wish for our readers the
best Christmas they have ever enjoyed.

The Cornrcian and all its readers will, also,
before we resume our school routine after the
holidays, have passed the first milestoune in
the twentieth century—to be an hundred-fold
the greatest century of those which have gone
before it. To live in this century is a privi-
lege which we cannot over-estimate. The
first year, though one of sorrow, more or less,
to all, has been one of achievement and tri-
umph. The second is still one of opportunity.
May it, to our readers, be one of well-used
opportunities, and thus one of the greatest
hapbiness,



THE WILLAMETTTTE COLLEGIAN.

- SWEET MORNING OF LIGHT.
Sweet Moming of Light, harbinger of bliss,
Gladly we hail thee, and humbly we bow;
For long have we waited thy dawning’s sweet kiss,
Yes, waited and watched, in sighing, till now.
Our souls have (been weary, our hearts have heen sad,
Hope to despair had turned in the night;
For years had rolled by as Deity bade,
Yet darkness still lingered, sweet Morning of Light!

On the brow of the East, with beauty o'erspread,
We greet thy approach as a herald Divine;
The staff’siin thy hand, and crown’d is thy 'head,
“And the splendor of Heaven around thee doth shine.
Because of thy coming we veil not our eyes,
Nor turn we away from thy radiance bright;
But we look and‘behold thee illumine the skies
Where darkness had reigned, sweet Morning of Light!

The wise men of old who followed the star
O’er mountain and pldin, o’er desert and sea,
Enraptured (beheld the beams from afar,
Which told themy, Divinely, of glory and Thee;
And led themv inquiring of foe and of stranger
Concerning the dawn so fadeless and bright.
They followed that star till it stood o’er the manger,
" And there first beheld thee, sweet Morning of Light!

i
The earth hath rejoiced, her chidren are glad,

The angel, too, shout their hosannas above;
For the weary ones now no more may be sad,

‘But live 'neath thy smiles and share in thy love.
O’er the vale Judea, by Jordan’s dark tide,

To the pilgrim that's laden how cheering the sight,
As he views with emotion the lowly one’s guide,

And turns unto thee, sweet Morning' of Light!

The roar of the ocean, the murmuring rill,
The crashing of thunder, the lightning’s red glare,
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The terror of storms, the breeze, soft and still,
The oak of the forest, the lily so fair,

With the song of glad nature take up the refrain,
While the cohorts of Heaven their voices unite,

And bend with creation the beautiful strain
Which tells of thy coming, sweet Morning of Light!

Shout, shout the glad tidings! on the winds let it go!
Let all join the anthem, so holy and pure,
Till the heathen shall hear and his idols forego,
Till the wise shall bow down and its blessings secure.
Oh, shine down forever, from thy throne upon high,
Dispelling our gloom and dispersing the night;
Keep the seven-tinged bow still spanning the sky,
And love us and bless us, sweet Morning of Light!

Lead us, O hand invisible, unseen!
Teach us, O spirit and shield of our souls!
Robe us in white, make us calm and serene
When Death’s cold billows over us roll;
And we’ll hail all enraptured thy joyous return,
And bless, too, the beams that have led us aright.
Inspired by thy love, soon shall we learn
To look, and adore thee, sweet Morning of Light.
—H. H. Savage.

S Tt

Willamette University, 1869

CHRISTMAS BELLS.

O the bells, the bells of Christmas tide,
Aredearest and sweetest on earth lbeside.
They cheer the heart, and charm the ear.
Whenever their tinkling dhimes I hear,

In other lands, at home on sea,

Their merry ring is a joy to me.

They lead me back to childhood days,
Recall again dear childhood ways,

And when I hear those merry bells

My heart with childish rapture swells,



THE WILLAMETTE COLLEGIAN.

While o’er the years still sweetly gleam
The rosy hues of childhood’s dream.

Then ring, O bells of Christmas tide,
Though years may go thou wilt abide
And lead us to the manger low

Where the shepherds knelt of the long ago,

While angel hosts enraptured sung

And the echoes yet are ringing still

Till the anthem through the heavens rung,
Of “Peace on earth to men good will."”
Through the ages all, the song shall roll,
The joy of the heart and hope of the soul,
Till earth from pain and woe is free

And calm as the waves of sweet Galilee,

Then peal, O bells of Christmas tide,
The dearest and sweetest on earth beside.
They cheer the heart and charm the ear
Whenever their tinkling chimes I hear.

Salem, Ore., 1901,

—H. H. Savage.

TOMORROW.

PEARL COPLEY.

As Nell swung idly in the ham-
mock, she chattered to the girls on
the grass gayly and lightly. It was
easy for her to talk, and she was
amusing them to the best of her abil-
ity. They had come out to this se-
cluded corner directly after the Geom-
etry class, and were enjoying the cool
breeze blowing up from the lake until
the bell should ring for their early tea.

The school year was nearly closed.
Only two week remained, and the talk
was mostly of dresses and hats and
diplomas, and of the young men who
were likely to attend their festival
from the neighboring institution. This
last subject, however, held no inter-
est for Nell Goodale.

“I don’t care if there isn’t a man on
the campus on graduating day. The
grounds would look so much prettier
without them,” said she.

“Not even Mr. Lawren? Wouldn't.
the lawn look prettier with Joe stand-
ing in the center, his trousers an inch
too short, and his hands hanging so”
—mimicking the object of her deris-
ion. “He is the most unsociable man
in college and won’t look at one of
us—except Nell. And what he sees in
her, I don’t know, for she treats him
as if he were not in existence. You
know you do, Nell. Now don’t deny
it. We all saw that little trick of yours
at the Barlow reception. You gave
him one of your heavenly smiles, and
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sent him for an ice, and then when
he was gone you went out into the
garden with that swell Mr. Moore,
that all of us girls were trying to
catch. [t really 1s no fair, Nell.”

‘Nell had been silent all this while,
but now she broke into laughter.
“Variety is the spice of life, you know.
Wihat can you expect?”

“You'll not have so much variety
after this, though, Nell, for 1 saw
your Mr. Lawren when he came back
with the ice, and when he got a
glimpse of you going down the gar-
den path on the arm of that Mr.
Moore, his face got as white, and he
threw back his head as proudly as you
please. Afterward he passed you
without speaking. And it just serves
you right, Nell Goodale. You know
vou are as mean to him as you can
be.” _ )

Now, if anyone else had said the
very same thing, Nell wouldn’t have
cared at all. But for that Bessie GGilmau
to make a speech like that to her, well.
it “riled” her. For Joe Lawren had
at one time paid considerable atten-
tion to Bessie, but of late—sinece he
had met Nell—poor Bessie's charms
seemed forgotten.

Nell would not endure it, and fling-
ing herself angrily from her perch,
she said:

“You're just jealous, Bess Gilman.
you know you are, hecause he likes
me better than you. And he shall
speak to me. You will see.”

With that, she ran down the path
to the dormitory, and up to her room.
With a cry of wounded pride, she
sank down in a pitiful heap on the
floor.

“I thought the girls would never
notice,” she moaned, “and now the

whole school will know. And Mr.
Moore isn’t half so nice as Joe either.
And now Joe won't ever like me any-
more, and—oh—dear “

After awhile she fell asleep and
when she awoke the moon was shin-
ing in at the open window, and the
chill night air was blowing over her.
She leaned out intothe night, and
looked over the campus. The great
stone labratory, just to the left, rose
white and massive in the ghostly light.
The steeple of the little chapel rose
from among the trees, and down at
the end of the path a lane of water
could be seen, bright in the moon-
light. As she waited there, a song
came floating up to her—a college
song. Evidently some of the boys
were having a row by moonlight.
“Farewell, farewell, my own true

love"—
they sang,
“Farewell, farewell,

love"—

And at that moment Nell acknowl-
edged to herself, for the first time,
that she loved Joe Lawren.

" ok * * * *

By the end of the week every one
in the dormitory knew that Joe Law-
ren had cut Nell Goodale. But what
they did not know, was whether Nell
cared. She was gayer than ever, and
took long drives with Mr. Moore;
went boating with him; and he walked
to church with her on Sunday morn-
ing, an action not at all customary
among the students.

The day before graduation was al-
wavs “Fete Day,” and on that day the
girls appeared in thin, summery
dresses and dispensed ices and cakes
to their parents and their men friends.
The Freshmen were supposed to see
that everyone had a good time and
that no one lacked refreshments,

my own true
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while the seniors usually strolled
about with the college men. There
were boats to be had, too, and many
took advantage of this and rowed
down to the lake, a mile distant.

Mr. Moore and Nell were among
the number who went to the lake.
Nell was looking her prettiest in a
dainty white affair and a picture hat.

As Moore helped her into the hoat,
he said deferentially:

“At last, Miss Nellie, we are away
from that chattering crowd, and can
be alone together.”

“Let me take the rudder,” said Nell,
“and we can take a regular spin down
to the lake. It is so delightful to go
swiftly.”

Reluctantly he complied, for he had
counted on having thig time for some
really serious talk. But Nell gave him
no opportunity. When
at the lake, a party of twelve in half
as many ‘boats, were just starting back.
Nell said, “Let us join them, [t will
be so jolly.”

Then to the crowd:

“Wait a few moments, and we will
go with you.”

Moore chewed his mustache angri-
ly. “She acts as though she cared
more for other peoples society than
my own.” T’ll show her that she isn’t
the only girl I can escort. We'll wait
and see.”

And thus it was that Joe Lawren,
lying on the river bank, saw the crowd
land and—to his great astonishment
—Moore walk up to the buildings
with Jessie Newleb, and Nell with the
rest of the party.

“I wonder if she has treated him as
she did me,” thought Joe. “Oh, my,
dearie, how could you do it,” thinking
of her coolness tothim. “And I loved
you s0.”

And that night as Nell was going

they arrived,

down to the dining "hall to supper,
Bess Gilman walked down beside her.

“You're out all around, aren’t you,
Nell? Mr. Moore has taken Jess driv-
ing in his new trap, and she says he is
going to bring her to the reception to-
night. Don't you wish now that
Joe would speak?”’

“He shall speak to me before to-
morrow,” flashed Nell.

Directly after supper was over, Bess
strolled down to the river and found
Joe Lawren lying idly on the bank.
And the first thing she told him was
what Nell had said. Joe said nothing,
but he thought, “I shall not speak.

She shall not do with me as she
pleases.” :
i # * * s+ *

The reception was a brilliant affair
ankl a social success. Moore, with Jess
Newleb on his arm, came in smiling
and triumphant. Nell who had come
down with some of the girls, was
dressed in a Dblack, trailing garment
that suited her completely. Her dark
eyes shone, and there was a reckless-
ness in her manner that many noticed.
About 11 o'clock she went up to
where Joe Lauren was leaning against
the window looking out into the dark-
ness.

“A beautiful night,” she said as he
turned. “Would you please get me an
ice, Mr. Lawren, it is so warm here.”

His lips tightened for a foment, hut
he did not move.

“Oh, Joe"—she began, her eyes
filling.

But he walked resolutely away. It
was nearly twelve when Joe left the
hall to make his way homeward. Tt
was still early and no one was leaving.
but he would not put on a smiling
face and take his part in the gayety.
That reproachful “Oh, Joe,” kept
coming back to him, and he must get
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out into the air. It was stifling in
these rooms.

Wihen he arrived at the top of the
hill he could see—a few feet away—a
small, dark figuire outlined against the
light. The figure turned and he rec-
ognized it. It was Nell.

At the same moment she knew himn,
and ran up ‘to him.

“Oh, Joe, please forgive me. Il
never do it again. You know I didn't
mean it. 1 wanted to know if you
cared’—

But Joe was silent. He thought of
the resolve he'had made earlier in the

evening. He would not speak before
tomorrow.

“Joe,” she said again,”” why don’t
yvou answer? Aren’t you ever going
to speak to me again?"

And as he made no
broke down and cried.

He caught her hands and held them
tightly clasped in his.  They stood so
for a few moments. then the clock in
the tower began its midnight peal.
When it was again silent, Joe took her
in ‘his arms and  said tenderly, “My
Darling.” For it was now “to-
morrow.”

answer, she

LABOR OMNIA VINCIT.

NELLIE CLARK.

Passing down a certain street in the
little town of R , on a bleak De-
cember evening a few years ago, one
would have been attracted by the
sound of revelry, which issued from
some brilliantlv lighted rooms on the
upper floor of a handsome brick build-
ing. Could the passer-by have taken
a look into this room, he would have
seen a crowd of young men making
merry in a style pleasing to them-
selves, Jokes, anecdotes, and college
songs constituted the program of the
evening, and these were enlivened
with a plentiful supply of wine which
was indulged in by all.

While the revelry was at its height
a middle aged, thoughtful looking
man passed along the street, and be-
ing attracted by the sound of the sing-
ing and an occasional hurst of profan-
ity, he ascended the stairs and, ere
anyone was aware of his presence,
was standing in the midst of the
merry makers. All present became
silent, for the college students ali

loved and highly esteemed Professor
Morton.

Prof. Morton stood quietly for a
moment while his practiced eve ob-
served all the surroundings, then he
slowly and firmly said, “‘Gentlemen, I
am sorry to find any one of you here.
Let us all now quietly go to our
rooms.”

As he said this he opened the door,
and all the young men shamefacedly
filed past him, and, with the excep-
tion of one, went to their homes.

Harry Towne was the son of a
wealthy merchant of the town of
R——, and, being the only son, was
much petted and humored by the
entire family. He had grown up in
idleness and looked upon work of
any kind as a thing to be abhorred.
His chief aim in life was to.enjoy
himself. However, he was a kind
hearted young man and, to a certain
extent, considerate of others.

On this evening he did not go home
from the scene of revelry, but he went
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to a down town resort where gam-
bling and carousing were carried on.
Here he was greeted in a familiar way
and soon was seated at a table trving
at the games. But luck seemed to be
against him, for 'he repeatedly lost,
and after a few hours play he went
home heavily in debt.

The next morning Mr. Towne
called the entire family into his study
and in trembling tones, told them that
'he had miet with heavy reverses in his
business affairs and had lost every:
thing. Perhaps he could save their
home and enough to start again in
some small business venture.

At this announcement Harry s
mind was somewhat remorseful as he
recalled his forr and heavy losses of
the preceding night, but he thought
in his usual careless way, “Oh well, it
will come out all right some way.
But as days passed and affairs grew
more hopeless for Mr. Towne. Har-
ry's former companions deserted him
and his creditors became anxious to
secure their money and harassed him
on all sides.

When he returned home one even-
ing (he found his father in deeper dis-
tress than ever before. During the
day Mr. Towne had received a letter
stating the amount of Harry's in-
debtedness, and closing with the re-
guest that the money be refunded at
once.

When Harty learned this, he deeply
felt his own shame and disgrace, and
his father's anguish and almost hope-
less despair appealed to his better
nature as nothing had ever done be-
fore. All carelessness left him as he
looked upon his father’s white hag-
gard face, and he was overcome with
remorse for his own weak indulgence,
and he resolved to do and be some-
thing of use in the world. The price

of his folly would be their cozy, littie
home and he was determined that he
would regain it if hard work and per-
severence could accomplish the task.

With this purpose fixed in his
mind, he started out early the follow-
ing morning to seek employment and
applied at store after store but at
every place he was doomed to disap-
pointment. As he was returning
home tired and disappointed, he en-
countered Professor Morton who
spoke to himi so kindly and gently
that he soon told all of his trouble ai:d
disappointment to his sympathetic
friend. -

This confidence resulted in a letter
which the kind hearted professor
wrote to a merchant friend in a near
by city. Soon after this, another let-
ter made its way from this merchant
to Harry. This merchant, Mr. Greig,
offered Harry a place as an underclerk
in his large mercantile establishment.
and Harrv gladly accepted this offer.

Harry's first experiences in manual
labor were discouraging in the ex-
treme, but he persevered, determined
to overcome all obstacles. During the
day he worked untiringly and per-
formed his duty well, but when his
day's work was over he was then
tempted to again indulge in the social
olass.

However he resolutely fought this
temptation, and in order to have his
minkt more fully occupied, he soorn
began to spend his evenings in read-
ing and study.

Frequently he worked until late- at
night over some difficult and knotty
problem, but he never gave up until
he had overcome his difficulty.

Finally his employer noticed . his
industry and thoroughness and pro-
moted him slightlv. This however
was but the beginning of his advance
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for he steadily worked his way up uu-
til, after two years faithful service,
during which time he greatly ad-
vanced his employer’s interests, he
was given the position of bookkeeper
and confidential clerk.  While occu-
pving this position he had much need
for the knowledge which he had oh-
tained in his evening study.

Albout four years after Harry first
entered Mr, Greig's store as clerk,
the latter gentleman started a branch
store at R and asked Harry to
take charge of it. Harry did this so
suceessfully, by dint of hard labor
and untiring energy, that in two years
more he became junior partner in the
mercantile firm of Greig and Co.

A stranger passing along a certain
beautiful street in R would no-
tice a beautiful cottage surrounded

with fragrant and many tinted flow-
ers, and could the passer-by take a
look into the cozy, comfortable sitting
room some evening, he would see a
very pretty and happy home scene.
Grandma and Grandpa Towne might
be seen sitting in their rocking chairs.
which are drawn up on either side of
the grate, Mr. and Mrs. H. Towne sit
between them, while two bright faced
children sit with eyes aglow as they
listen to some fairy tale which Grand-
ma tells them, or, tired of stories,
they play and laugh with childish glee
and enjoyment, making the house re-
sound with the sound of their sweet
childish voices. In a prominent place
upon the wall, as if guarding the in-
mates of this happy home, is the
motto, “Labor omnia vincit.”

THE PRODIGAL DAUGHTER.

AMY E. MARTIN.

“T declare, Pheobe, there do be two
passengers on the stage this evenin'!
Two wimin! Who do you ’‘spose they
air? An' as I'm alive, if they ben't
stoppin’ at the hanted house across
the street! I wondered what they wus
a fixin' it up fer! Who can it be? Of
course it isn't Carrie or they would
come here. Oh Pheobe! Do you
s'pose it could possibly be Mrs. Hol-
land and her little girl? "My sakes!
Could it be!”

The speaker was an old woman of
perhaps sixty-five years. She was
crippled as well as old, and lived 1 an
old hotise in the village of B——. For
ten long years she had not heen out of
her chair, excepting to go to bed. Her
life was very lonely, as few people
came to see her, amd so she was

obliged to get what enjoyment she
could, from looking out of the win-
dow and watching the passers-by.
This evening she was mare than in-
terested, for this was the first time for
years that the stage had come up that
street, and further more the house
across the street belonged to her own
landlord, Mr. Wesley Holland, whom
she thad nursed from babyhood, and
whom she had not seen for years.
Pheobe Howard, the person to
whom these addresses were made, was
an orphan to whom the old lady had
given a home, provided she would
care for her as long as she lived. Phe-
obe had attended the public school
until she finished, and was now the
village school teacher, and in this way
she earned money enough to support
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herself and her adopted mother in
comparative comfort.

“Come Mother, it is your bed time
now, and we will find out about those
people in the morning. Perhaps it is
Mrs. Holland, for I heard at the post-
office today, that Mr. Holland had
failed in business and gone away, and
it was thought that probably his wife
and daughter would come here to live.
awhile anyway. Do not think about
it tonight, for yvou know it might keep
yvou awake, and then the doctor would
scold.”

But it was long into the night be-
fore Mrs. Stanley could sleep.

“Failed! Failed,” the words kept
ringing in her ears. “His wife and
daughter here! It can’t be! Tt can't
be! T wonder if they will come to see

me.” At last the tired eyes closed and

she fell asleep.

In the morning, when she was
again wheeled up to the window, she
saw two bright eves looking out of
the window of the house across the
street.

“Oh mamma, come here,” said the
owner of the eves at that moment,
“Tust see that old tumbled down
house, and look, there’s an old lady at
the window, and she’s looking at us
too! Shall T wave my hand at her?”

“Yes, dear, if you wish. Ethel, do
vou know that was the house in which
your papa was born?”

“Oh no! Was it really? What an
old looking thing it is now! Then
that's where that old Mrs. Stanlev

lives, that papa has told me so much
about, Let's go right away.”

“All right, dearie, as soon as
are ready.”

Meanwhile, across the street the
invalid was greatly excited over the
welcome she had received.

“I do declare,” she was saying, “T

vol

b'lieve 'tis Mrs. Holland! Yes, yes! for
those are Wesley's eyes as sure as 1
live,” referring of course to the eirl.
“Yes, an’ she looks about the same
age of Weslev's girl. Let me see,
that was seven—No.—Can it be? Yes,
it was seventeen years ago, My! My!
What's that? Come in.” This in an-
swer to a rap at the door.

“Good mornin’, 7' she sail as
door opened, and Mrs. Holland
Ethel came into the room.

“Good morning, Mrs. Stanley. |
suppose vou have not forgotten Wes-
ley’s wife. And this is our daughter,
that you used to carry in vour arms,”
she added as she took the old lady's
wasted hand, and theld it in a warm
grasp, while she introduced her
daughter.

“Now, now, God be praised! And
so this igmy haby, Ethel?”

“Yes, this is your baby, auntie.”
Papa has told me so much about you,
and this dear old house, that T was
very anxious to see you both.”

The old lady’s eves filled with tears.
Then Wesley had remembered her,
and this was really Mrs. Holland. Yes
she looked about the same, only a lit-
tle care-worn.

“Do sit down,” she said, “You see
I he a cripple now, and can’t get up
to welcome vou, but it does me a pile
of good to see you again. And so
Weslev failed, and went awav. Poor
boy! He was always a good lad:lie.”

“No Mrs. Stanley, he did not fail
entirely, but he has gone away to get
back his fortune if he can.”

“Thank God for that.”

A footstep was heard in the hall-
way and the old lady called:

oy letter today, Pheobe?”

“No mother,” came the answer in a
tone that said she was used to the

the
and
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question, and as Pheobe came into the
room, Mrs. Holland exclaimed:

“Surely this is not your daughter
Carrie!”

“No. Didn't you never hear, Mrs.
Holland, about what my girl did?”
she asked in a trembling voice.

“About your girl! No! Why what
was it'?" she asked, but the excite-
ment of the visit, and the mention oi
her long lost daughter’s name, were
too much for the old lady and she lay
back in her chair very faint and weak.
“Pheobe will tell you,” she saidl
faintly.

“Poor auntie, you are very sick,
aren’t you? We can wait and hear the
story some other time.”

“I think it will do no harm to tell it
now," said Pheobe. *In fact I believe
it would do her good to tell some one
and get it off her mind.”

And then Mrs. Holland and Ethel
listened to a story of a young and
pretty girl who had a little talent for
acting, and who was admired and in-
(duced by a smooth tongued young
actor to run away from home, for her
mother would never have given her
consent, and become an actress. At
first there were short letters, and then
they stopped, and nothing had been
heard from her for twelve years. ivery
day Mrs. Stanley looked for a letter
and every day none came.

“Ithel had been sitting very quiet
during the narration of the story, and
now seemed very anxious to get
away. Her mother saw her anxiety,
and so, after telling Mrs. Stanley she
would call again, and inviting Pheobe
to call on her daughter, she hurried
away. Once inside their house, Mrs.
Holland said:

“Well Ethel what is it?”

“Oh mamma, you remember that

woman that used to make my
dresses?”

“Yes, dear.”

“Well don’t you remember one

time, she spoke of being an actress.
and how she ran away from home?”

“Yes.”

“Well, one day when you were out
of the room, she suddenly told me
that she knew me when I was a little
baby. You remember we thought
she was a little demented. And then
one time we went to her rooms, aund
found her crving, and how she told
you she was homesick to see her
mother.”

“Yes Ethel, but her name was Cecil
vou know.”

“Oh I know, but then she might
have changed her name. And mamma
I've been thinking of something.
Week after next is Christmas, and oh
what a beautiful day it would be to
Mrs. Stanley if we could find her
daughter and bring her back to her
mother. Of course it wouldnt do to
bring her back suddenly, so I could
write Mrs. Stanley a nice little letter,
and just give her a hint, you know,
and then you could tell her you were
going to ~ive her something for
Christmas that she had wanted for a
long time, and oh, you know.” ex-
claimed Ethel running out of breath.

“Yes, I know, dearie, but vou
mustn’t jump at conclusions so fast.
Supposing this Miss Cecil were not
the girl, and if she were, supposing
she should not want to come home,
after all.”

“Oh but she will, mother. Any way
it will do no harm to try.” '

So the next dav a letter went speed-
ing on its way to Miss Carrie Cecil,
and two anxious hearts waited for an
answer. It came at last, written in a
sprawling school-girl hand. Yes, her
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name was Carrie Cecil Stanley. The
letter was filled with a long story of a
ruined life, of sorrow and disappoint-
ments, and then disgrace. She longeid
to see her mother, and said she would
be.there by New Years, for she would
have to work till Christmas to earn
the money to come.

Christmas dav was a joyful one &
Mrs. Stanley’s, for she had received
the long looked for letter but not
from Carrie, of course, but then it
might have something in it about
Carrie. And then the thought came
that perhaps she might be dead. With
trembling fingers she opened the let-
ter and—thank God it didn’t say that
Carrie was dead, but it did say that
she might come home some time.
“Have faith in God and he will not
disappoint you,” the letter said, and
then it ended by saying, “Mamma and
I are going to present you with a
heautiful New Year's gift and now
you will have something to think
about the rest of the week. Wishing
claimed Mrs. Stanley when she had

“God bless ther dear heart,” ex-
vou a merry Christmas and a Happy
New Year, I am

Your loving friend,
Ethel Holland.”

“God MDless her dear heart,” ex-
claimed Mirs. Stanley when she had
finished her letter.

Anxiously the old lady waited for
New Year day, and fervently she
prayed that - God would bring back

her darling to her.

Although she ‘had hardly slept at
all, Mrs. Stanley was up early as usual
New Year's day. All the long day she

=
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waited and no one came. The people
over at the big house seemed to have
entirely forgotten her. It was a cold
windy dav the street seemed deserted.
She had patiently watched all day, and
now she lay her head back on the
chair, and drew a long sigh. Surely
they would not forget her! for they
had promised her a present. But
listen

“Pheobe, ain’t that the stage com-
in’ up the street? Seems to me it
sounds like it.”

“Perhaps, mother.”

“Yes it is Pheobe, an’ sakes it's
ooin’ to stop here! Yes it is! An’
there’'s a girl gettin’ out. Do you

s'pose it can possibly be Carrie,

Pheobe?”
“It might be mother, but vou had

better lie down.”

There was a timid knock at the
door, and as Pheobe opened it, a tall
handsome woman of perhaps thirty
years stood in the doorway.

“Is  this"—she began  timidly,
“Mother is it you?" she cried. “Don't
you know me?”’

“My Child! My Child!" exclaime:d
the mother. “And is this my New
Year gift? Thank God! Thank God
for it!”

“Yes this is your New Year's gift.”
said a young voice at the door, and a
small figure was seen gliding across
the street toward her home.

There was rejoicing in two homes
that night, and Ethel Holland, who
was now a poor girl, and could no
longer expect to receive handsome
nresents as hefore, learned that, “It 1s
better to give than to receive.”
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A WOMAN'S WAY,

SMARTIE,

“Only a girl!” The words rang
sharply 1 her ears as she stood watch-
ing a broad-shouldered man swing
down the path and through the gpate
into the road. She watched him as
he turned the corner that took him
from her sight. He used always to
turn at this corner and wave his hat to
her—this Donald of hers—and call
out, “Good-bye, Rachel!” but now he
seemed only to set his face more res-
olutely the other way, and Rachel .at
down on the porch steps and, burying
her face in her hands, thought it all
over.

“Only a girl!” The words were ::
unfamiliar to her yet never hefore hadl
they seemed to cut so deeply as now.
She had heard them, as a little girl,
when surrounded by her six brothers
for whom she used to run errands so
often; when she had staid at home to
help mother while the hoys went t o
school; when she kept house while
they went to a picnic or to the fair.
She had always been promised a
vear at the Academy but this year
George must go to college, then Ned
must be set up in business, Jim must
be started to farming, John wanted to
study medicine and any way she was
“only a girl.” Then mother died and
she was needed at home;she could
not expect the boys to come for they
all had homes of their own, and then
father was old and hard to care for.
and she was a girl and it was her place
to do it.

And so she staid and cared for him
—poor, old father, for the light had
gone out of his mind but his body
still lingered on. However there had

been one bright spot in her life which
glowed all the brighter for the dark-
ness about it—that was Donald. He
had loved her, he had been sorry for
her lonely life and had done all he
could to brighten it. He had helped
to lighten her cares and to shorten her
long dreary days by his kindness and
devotion to her. And she had to..
him her trials and her many unrealz-
ed desires and he had so longed to
gratify them. Then he had gone out
West, promising to come back when
he had made something for himself
and her—taking with him a sturdy
purpose and two strong hands and
leaving behind a faithful woman’s
heart.

And now he had come back and h-
joy was full. He told her of his life out
West, of hard struggles and of failures
often, but at last of success assured.
She had little to tell of her life, it was
all of ther love for thim and her joy at
seeing him. By-and-by she spoke of
the time when they would be settled
down on the farm.

“On the farm? \Vhy, Rachel, !
came to take you back with me!”

“Donald! You know I can’t leave
father.”

In vain he argued with her, saying
the boys should take their turn caring
for their old father, that she had done
her part; that she had promised to go
with him when he should come hack
for her and now the had come; that
there were places provided for such
persons who were a burden to their
children.

Rachel was almost wavering when
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a voice from her father’s room called"

her within.

“Wihat is it, father?”” she said, no-
ticing this troubled face.
“Rachel, Rachel,” feeling for her

hand, “you won't leave me, will you?”

She smoothed the gray hair from
his Vforehead. “No, father, I'll stay with
you.” )

“It won't be long,” he murmured
as she left the room and joined Don-
ald at the door.

“No, I can’t go now,” she siid
firmly, “can’t you wait? "Twill not be
long?”

It was her turn to plead. She spoke
of her duty to her father, of his failing
health, of his wish that she stay a- lit-
tle longer. She had waited five vears
for him, could he not wait a few
weeks?

He rose hastily. “Will you go with
me or not, Rachel?”

“Donald, you know I can’t go now,
won’t you wait?”

He picked up his hat and strode
down the steps, then turned and hurl-
ed a parting shot.—

“T might have known yvou wouldn't
be true, you're ‘only a girl."’

Rachel thought it all
she sat there on the steps.
roused her.

“Rachel, Rachel!”

“Yes, father.”

“Rachel, I'm glad—you didn’'t—go.
It won’t—be—Ilong. You've—heen
a—good—daughter—."

Her long watching was over, and
for the first time in her life she was
“only a girl.”

* * + * * *

The crisp Thanksgiving air nipped
the red nose of the freckled faced boy,
and made his bright eyes snap more
brightly and his hands seek a “deeper
retreat in the depths of his pockets as

over as
A faint call

he ran up the steps of St. Vincent’s

Home.

“Where's Miss Rachel?" he asked
‘breathlessly of the white-capped girl
who answered his impetuous rmg

“Come in and I'll find her,” and
she led him to a seat beside the great
fireplace in the hall.

Miss Rachel came down the pol-
ished stairway so softly that the boy
did not notice her as he sat warming
his feet and watching the flames go
up the chimney. She was rather
small with a girlish figure, though her
face told that she must be at least
thirty and that lessons of sorrow had
not been lost upon her.

“Well, Freddie, what is it now?”

“0O, I didn’t hear you! Why, it's a
woman, down on First street, she’s
sick, and nothin’ to eat, and two chil-
dren, an’ no coal nur anything, an’ it’s
Thanksgivin' and there ain’t a thing
fur 'em to be thankful fur, oh, say,
Miss Rachel, do hurry!”

- Miss Rachel laughed. “Why, they
have you to be thankful for, seems to
me, Freddy. You wait a few minutes
and I'll fix upa hbasket and will go
down there.”

Rachel found the woman suffering
more from want than disease. she
brightened up after taking some of
the good things which came in the
basket. The children, too, felt better
after their Thanksgiving breakfast
and the house assumed a more cheer-
ful appearance as Rachel went about
setting to rights the little furniture
in it.

“Where is your husband?” Rachel
ventured to ask.

“He is away,” answered the wo-
man, then gaining courage she con-
tinued, “They accused him falsely of
helping in a robbery. He was no more
guilty than I but he could not prove
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it and so he had to go away. He's a
good man, Miss Rachel, though per-
haps he did get into bad company.”

Miss Rachel said no more but
every day she went to care for the
sick  woman and her children, and
saw the color gradually come back to
the woman’s face and the little ones’
cheeks assume the rosy roundness of
childhood. She saw too that her
work was nearly done for Christmas
was coming and the woman had re-
ceived a letter from her husband that
he would return at Christmas.

“What is your hushand’s
asked Rachel as she finished telling of
the letter.

“Domald Keith. Why, do you know
him?"” she added as she caugnr 2
glimpse of Rachel’s face. But Rachel
was out in the kitchen and did not
hear her.

It was the day Defore Christmas.
Rachel had come for the last time to
see her patient. She had brought

Freddie to help carry her bundles and
after seeing that Mrs. Keith was com-
fortable she went to arange them on
the kitchen table. There were delica-
cies for the sick woman and clothing
for her and the children—mittens and
muffler for the boy and a warm cloak
and hood for the girl. There were
toys and books and even two tiny
stockings filled with candy and nuts.
She smiled as she laid them one by
one on the table.

When the baskets were emptied she
took from her pocket a little worn
purse. There wasa card pasted in it,
she could just read the writing on it:

“From Donald to Rachel.”

She took out a five dollar piece and
laid it on the table, whispering,
“From Rachel to Donald.”

She took up the baskets and slipped
softly from the room and as she closed
the door behind her she was glad, for
the second time in her life, that she
was “only a girl.”

THE STUDY OF GREEK,

PROF. B. J. HOADLEY.

The editorial article of the Decem-
her Collegian urging the more general
study of Greek meets my most earnest
appoval.  Suppose a person does not
use Greek after he leaves the College
—what of that? The students that
are drilled in the Gymmnasium so cred-
itable to the Willamette University
will not use by and by the gymnastic
movements of class work in physical
exercise, but the strength and grace of
body received will not disappear in the
years to follow. The mental strength
and grace that come from the study of
Greek, time can not overthrow.,

Again, the knowledge of Greek in-

troduces its possessor to a great liter-
ature of the world. ‘Although mod-
ern times may surpass the Greeks of
old in range and power of ideas, they
do not equal the Greeks in heanty and
form of expression.

Remember, the New Testament was
originally written in the Greek lan-
guage. He who reads daily a chapter
of New Testament Greek, is his own
translator.

Do not forget, that names in sci-
ence are mainly of Greek origin. Nine-
tenths of all the scientific terms are
Greek. See the Greek in the words,
arithmetic, grammar and history.
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Begin the study of Greek to help
you in English, Translating Homer
or Thucydides is an exercise in lng-
lish Composition. Besides, the vo-

cabulary is greatly enriched in repro-
ducing a great Greek author who
wrote in as perfect a tongue as the
world has produced.

THE BROOK’S STORY.

BELLE CROUSE.

People say 1 talk all the time and
can never be still. But even if this be
true, I can tell some things that might
help human beings. As for instance
this: Many years ago two trees grew
side by side upon my banks. One was
a weeping willow, gay and vain. and

WM. H. McCALL;, A. B.
Geerman and French,

not at all to be depended upon; the
other, an oak, strong and grim, and
old in years and experience.
Between these two, a little
sprang up, and delighted with

vine
the

warmth and sunshine, pushed herself
higher, and higher, into the beautiful
light. One day, however, she found
that it would be impessible for her
t ogo farther without help. A sup-
port was needed, something about
which she might twine.

The oak looked down kindly, and
spoke thus: “My tender one, cling to
me, | am old and rugged from life’s
storms, and can safely withstand (e
hard gusts. I am true and strong even
if I do not have the grace of a wil-
low,” for while the oak was speaking,
that vain little tree had been airily
tossing his Mranches about, as he
made sport of what was being said.
Now it was his turn, and he broke into
a peal of merriment, “He? indeed!”
he spoke at last. “Cling to me. 1 will
let my branches droop to vou, and
vou can twine yourself about them.
Come!” and he let a long green sprig
fail within her reach. But the vine
was inclined to think first. Again he
pleaded, “Do come! Can’t you see the
oak only wants you to cover up his
roughness? With me you will be ad-
mired.”” The vine looked from one to
the other, and found that what the
willow had said was true. The one
was rough and homely; the other full
of grace and beauty, so she harkened
to the willow.

Day after day she went slowly up
the long green stem, a thing of beau-
ty, that called forth words of praise
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and admiration from all who passed
that way,

When half her journey had been
made, a terrible thing happened. The
wind became angry one night, and
fought a battle with the trees. It
shook and twisted them, killing some,
but wounding many more. Upon
the strong, iron-clad oak, it made lit-
tle impression, but alas for the willow!

He was stripped of his foliage, and the
little vine, torn from her position, lay
bruised and broken upon the ground.
When morning had come, the oak
looked down upon this scene and
sighed sadly. Then he whispered to
himself, “Thus it ever has been from
the beginning. Youth will not profit
from the experience of age, but must
learn life’s lessons for themselves.

RECENT SEARCH FOR WATER IN THE NORTHWEST.

The steady increase in the use of
irrigation in parts of the West, and
the success which has attended its
practice, has naturally led toa close
inspection of large tracts of land
which are now desert wastes, in the
hope that they may also he brought
under cultivation. Many thousands of
acres of desert land in the arid sec-
tions are remarkably fertile and capa-
ble of furnishing homes for large pap-
ulations which may become centers of
thriving industries if only water, their
great need and absolute necessity. can
be procured. The small annual rai.i-
fall and the still more serious lack of
rain during the critical crop growing
months, have kept these lands as poor
pastures or even harren deseris.
Fortunately the arid sections arce
seamed by numerous lofty, forest clad
and often snow capped mountain
ranges from which flow the purest
strearms.  Thus the streams and rivers,
and the underground or artesian
well waters, where they exist, have
become the pivotal factors on which
rest the agricultural development of
immense sections of the West; their
waters must be brought to the land
before it can be productive.

In view of these facts the investi-
gations of two parties, among others,

of the United States Survey, which
were engaged in studying the water
resources of the Northwest, will be
of interest. Prof. Israel C. Russell,

CHAS, A. DAWSON, A. B.
Associate in the Dept. of Natural Science.

who has been working on the great
lava covered section of southern

Idaho reports the discovery of an
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artesian basin over a hundred miles
in length, whose western limit, thougn
undetermined, lies in the vicinity of

MABEIL LANKTON CARTER.
I’van of College of Oratory.

Nampa and Caldwell near the Oregon
horder. The land which can be sup-
plied with water from this bhasin lies
alon~ the Snake river and in Bruneau
valley, a tributary to the Snake on the
south.

Several flowing wells exist in this
locality alreadv and there are indica-
tions of artesian water also near Sho-
shone. In connection with his inves-
tigations Prof. Russell collected «
jarge amount of information relative

to the agricultural and timber re-
sources of the region which are con-
sicdlerable.

The other party, under Mr. F. H

Newell, the chief of the Division of
Hydrography of the Geological Sur-
vey, made an extended reconnois-
sance of northern Oregon with refer-
ence to the water supply of that sec-
tion. They penetrated into the wil-
derness of central Oregon along and
to the head of the Deschutes river and
turning to the eastward skirted the
nerthern portion of the great Harney
and Malheur deserts into which the
mountain ranges to the north send

MARY E. REYNOLDS,
Principal of Training Department.

many streams.
impressed by
development in
Oregon.

The party was much
the opportunities of
central and eastern
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CHRISTIAN ASSOCIATIONS.

“ Peace on earth, good will toward men."

The Y. M. C. A. Bible classes are
doing very efficient work under the
leadership of E. F. Averill and C. A.
Housel.

The Y. W. C, A. have thirty mem-

bers in their Bible classes studying

Sharman’s Life of Christ; and ten
members in a class studying the
“Gospel of Luke” by R. I£. Speer.

The joint associations will give a
Christmas program Thursday evening
Dec. 19, to which all students are
cordially invited.

The two weeks special meeting
under the leadership of Prof. W. P
Drew was characterized by a great
spiritual uplift among the students of
the school. An excellent spirit pre-
vailed throughout the meetings and

many made a definite stand for Christ.

On account of the above mentioned
meetings and the Thanksgiving va-
cation the regular meetings have been
interfered with. Miss Elma Byrne led
the Y. W. C. A. meeting last week; .

while Profs. Kerr and McCall have
led Y. M. C. A. meetings.
Willamette's delegation to the In-

terstate Convention at Corvallis all
bring back glowing reports of the
time they had. The delegation con-
sisted of the following: Prof. Kerr, H.
W. Swafferd, E. F. Averill, L. L.
Clark, F. L. Grannis, G. M. Hunt, \.
A. Siewert, E. J. Winans, D. A.
Forbes, E. S. Riddell, R. B. Wilkins,
and G. O. Oliver.

MEDICAL.

The College of Medicine opened
October 2nd with an’ enrollment of
thirty some odd students, and al
indications pointed to another pros-
perous year.

Several of our memhbers have beer
out because of illness. Mr. Parker
had a slight attack of typhoid a few
weeks since, and Mr. Van Winkle is
now suffering from the same disease.
We miss Van's jolly personality, and
hope he will soon be in his accus-
tomed place among us. Mr. Patter-
son has been absent the last few days,
and we hear that he is also threatened
with fever.

A number of the students of the
College of Liberal Arts have asked
where the Medical College is located,

and if we “really do anything.” The
College is located over Patton’s Book
store, possesses a competent faculty.
and all necessary equipments. Yes, de-
cidedly we do somthing we take lect-
ures ad infinitum, and frequently we
acquire knowledge not required to
pass the State Board. The Freshmen
soon learns to have a wholesome awe
of Dr. Clark and Osteology to know
to what lectures they may be late, and
yet escape with their lives. In short
they rapidly obtain the “medico’s”
envisagement of life.

Between lectures we apply onr-
selves diligently to the task of deci-
phering our notes. To the uninitiat-
ed an atmosphere filled with smoke
—1I will not specify the genus—dust,
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flying chair legs, boxing-gloves, an:!

general confusion might not seem
condusive to study. The Freshman

wonders, but the Senior pursues th:

(5 18

even tenor of his way. But when the
bell rings for the succeeding lecture,
presto change, order reigns in Chaos’
stead.

PHILODORIAN SOCIETY.

At the regular meeting of the
society on November 1\\-‘61‘11}'-50'(‘(111(1.
the following were elected officers for
the current tern:

President, R.-F. Morris; vice presi-

mously, except the sargeant-at-arms.
For this office E. F. Averill and H. E.
Savage ran a close race, but Savage
came out strong at the finish, and
won, As he had to work so hard to

PHILODORTAN.,

dent, W. C. Winslow; secrectary, C.
W. Brown; assistant secretary, G. M,
Hunt; treasurer, I£. S. Riddell; censor,
W. C. Judd; sargeant-at-arms, I,
Savage.

All the officers were chosen unani-

get his office, we hope that he will
fill it creditably.

On December 6 ,the officers were
mstalled, and a very good program
was rendered. The Philadosian Soci

ety attended ina body, and “were
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very much pleased” by the program,
and the speeches made.

(What does Philadorian mean?
What does Philadosian mean? Space
in the Collegian is offered to members

of either society in answering the
above questions with such historical
statements as may be necessary.—d-
itor.)

REVIEWS.

A brief editorial survey of the work
hefore the new Congress is one of the
capital features of the December Re-
view of Reviews. The editor also
comments on important data made
known I)‘é'._ the ypuhlications of the last
censtis,—espedially’ facts relating to

-

L

WILLIAM PRENTISS DREW, A, .
Latin and Greek.

the negro race, and their bearing on
the problem of education in the
South.

The race problem is not destined to
be a very formidable one—whether
from the political, the social, or the
industrial point of view,—in the

former slave States of Virginia, North
Carolina, Kentucky, Tennessee, and
Missouri. The negro element in those
states remains relatively  stationgy-y,
while the white population is grow-
ing rapidly. If the negro communi-
ties in the Northern states like New
York, New Jersey, Pennsylvania, and
Ohio are tending to increase by a con-
siderable percentage, they are stil!
very inconsiderable in comparison
with the immense general growth of
these prosperous states, It is in the
statey farther South that the negrocs
are making their principal gains. The
state of largest negro preponderance
ten years ago was South Carolina,
where there were 147,117 negroes to
every 100,000 white people. This rel-
ative proportion -has fallen in ten
years to 140.249. It is altogether
likely that within twenty-five years
the whites will out-number the blacks
in South Carolina. But in Mississippi,
where ten vears ago there were 1306.-
287 blacks for every 100,000 whites,
the proportion has increased to 141,
552. These are the only two states
now in which the negroes outnumber
the whites, although in Alabama and
Florida the relative proportion of
negroes has increased. In Louisiana,

on the other hand, the relative de-
crease of negroes has been very
marked. Thus, ten vears ago there

were 100,243 negroes to each 100,000
whites, whereas the new census -hows
only 80,199 negroes to 100,000
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whites. In Georgia, the proportions
of the races have remained almost
stationary, there being now 87,600
for every 100,000 whites, whereas ten
years ago there were 87,781, Tn Ala-
bama, there are now 82,636, and in
Florida 77,000, blacks for every 100.-
000 whites. All this points toward
the concentration of the colored pop-

ulation in the relatively low and warm
regions of South Carolina, Georgia,
Florida, Alabama, Mississippi, and
Louisiana. There has also heen a
greater  proportionate  increase  of
blacks than of whites in Arkansas;
but the whites are almost three-quar-
ters of the population. and the negro
gain is unimportant.

ATHLETIC REPORT.

H. E. SAVAGE,

The foothall season closed N v, 28,
when the Oregon  Agricultural Col-
lewe team defeated Willamette Umnt
versity by a score of sixteen to six
The reason they defeated us, 18, that

JAMES T. MATTHEWS, A. M,
Mathematies.

man for man. with of course some ex-
ceptions they are heavier men and
average about fifteen pounds more
than we do.

Early in the first half Bruce made a

touch down by making two magnili-
cent end runs, Miller kicked the goal
making the score six to nothing in
our favor. Through an error Corval-
lis scored a touch down and a goal
just befoe the close of the first hali
making the score six to six. The
second half Corvallis scored tw»
totdh downs making the score sixteen
to six. However it was an unusually
clean game and we have no cause for
complaint,
The line up was as follows:

O AL W. U,
Bower C. Judd
Wells r. gl Gardner
Sweek Yool Clark
(ellately T, e Iechter
Wilkes I g.r. (ale
Cochran e A5 2 Pollard
Nash SR Byrd
Laughlin g. W. Riddell
Rose r. h. L Miller
William L . 1. Bruce
Gault (capt) f.  Graham (capt.)
Sulbs. Subs.
Cupper E. Riddell
Schmidt
Jerman
Basketball is the next sport in

which we are interested and the young
ladies as well as the young gentlemen
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have organized and expect to play strong team. Among the old players
their first game with Monmouth. The are Pollard, Judd, Jerman, Winslow,
boys have Mr. Winslow for their Parsons and Wilkins,

manager and will doubtless put out a

GEN. W. H. O'DELL,
President of the Board of Trustees Willamette University.



D. A. WATERS, D. D.
Member of Board of Trustees of Willamette University.



HON J. D. LEE,
Member of Board of Trustees of Willamette University,
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“The gateway into the century is
the doorway into the college.”

It is said that the history of men in
the present and in the past, who have
succeeded, will teach us the grand im-
portance of a college education to
those who aspire to success (and who
does not?) If it be true
teenth century, that a college educa-

in the nine-

tion contributed to success, it will

prove all but imperative in the twen-

Not
preparation is required to be able to

tieth. only because the best
stand in this age of competition, will
a college education be imperative,
but more because the opportunties

for it are better. These are times
when, given a healthy mind and a

healthy body, anyone can acquire it.

The gates of the twentieth century

have swung open, we have passel
through and are already counting the
milestones on its highway. For most
of our readers, that gateway has
Would,

however, that our readers were legion

opened into the college.

and we would point all to the open
doorway of the college.

However, we are heartily in sym-
pathy with that man who, having built.
a school, placed over its threshold this

legend: “No brains made here.” A
college or university degree is not the

only requisite to success. Reading
Bilackstone does not make the attor-
Studying Theology does not
The diplomi.

not insure i

ney.
make a preacher.
bachelor’s degree does
But
will
So meager

successful teacher. neither an

agate nor a diamond show its

beauties until polished.
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minds may be made useful by educa-
tion’s polish, while strong ones, born
to rule, may never be discovered with-

out it.

We take pleasure in calling special
attention to the poem in this issue,
“Sweet Morning Light,” by H. H.
This composed
and read by himin chapel exercises
Willamette Uni-

In a note accompa-

Savage, Esq. was
when a student in
versity in 1860.
nying the poem, sent us by our re-
quest, Mr. Savage said: “Though the
years have flown by on tireless wing,
yet memory spans the lapse of time
like a heautiful bow, pictured all over
with
agone.”

sweetest thoughts of days

NEW PIECES THAT WILIL
TAKE PRIZES IN SPEAK-
ING CONTESTS.

Hinds and Noble. New York.

This book is so new that it contains
Mr. McKinley's last address. Besides
this there are fifty pieces, all prose,
and every omne is good. Each piece,
seems almost competent, in itself, to
win. Prof. Carter says of it: “It i3
very good indeed. It comtains some
very choice pieces and on the whole
is, I think, the best collection of that
kind that I have ever seen.”

“Saro at College,” is the caption of

a series of delightiuln letters, now
current in the Epworth Herald. They
contain much of humor, romance and
instruction.  The every day, .live
problems of the student are brought
up, thus making most agreeable read-
ing for those who feel the weight of
similar Dburdens. The question of
Sunday study is touched on, in a late
number, and properly answered. No
one can regret having read these ar-
ticles.

OBITUARY.

Never hefore in our memory has so
much sadness come into  our school
life as this yvear has been our lot to
experience.

From the midst of our Thanksgiv-
ing festivities we were called aside to
mingle our sorrow with the deeper
grief of those who mourned the loss
of a loving daughter and sister, who
was to us a new vet dear friend.

Miss Eunice Mason, who entered
the University, October 14, 1901, died
November 29, 1901, after an illness
of about two weeks.

Although she had
but a short time she had made
friends who unite in expressing ther
sorrow at her death and their sincere
sympathy with the bereaved parents -
and  brothers and sisters.

been in school
many

The funeral services were held in
the Leslie M. E. church and conduct-
ed by Pres. Hawley, Dr. Hoadley and
Dr, Parsons.
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The folloni ~ resolutions ..~
adopted by the Y. W. C. A.

Whereas, It has pleased our Heav-
enly Father to remove from us one,
who was united to us by bonds of love
as well as memprership in our Associa-
tion; therefore, be it

Resolved, That while our Young
Wamen's Christian  Association has
lost a most promising member, we
rejoice in her association among the
redeemed in glory.

Resolved, That we express our
sympathy with those who loved her
best, and share with them the hope of
a reunion in a land where is neither
SOITOW nor pain.

Resolved, That these resolutions be
sent to the bereaved father and motn-
er, brothers and sisters, and a copy of
them be spread on the minutes of our
Association, and one sent to the Col-
legian for publication.

“Jesus while our hearts are bleeding

O’er the spoils that death has won,
We would, at this solemn meeting.

Calmly say, ‘Thy will he done,
Tho’ cast down, we're not forsaken;

Though afflicted, not alone;

Thou didst give, and thou hast taken

Blessed I.ord, “Thy will be done.’

WHAT ARE YOU GOING TO DO
DURING THE HOLIDAYS?

E. Winans—"0Oh, T don’ know.”

W. Riddell—"Goin’ to see the girls
—Oh! No, I'm going to study.”

C. Brown—"Going to Portlanu

W. Winslow—"Going back to Cor-
vallis—goose-hunting.”

0. Oliver—"“May go to California.”

Ruth Field—"“Stay at home.”

. Walnn—"Goeing to Oregon
City.”

Prof, Kerr—*I don’t know,"”

E. Riddell—"Going to California.”

Miss Andrewartha — “Going to
Portland.”

Miss Kidder—"Going to Oregon

City."”

Savage—"Nothing."”

Jerman—"‘Going East.”

Byrd—"Going to get on—a train.”

Clark—“Going to sleep.”

Pres. H., “Me?—I have no engage-
ments—going to enjoy myself.”

Mr, Seiwert—‘Going to work.”

Miss Clark—“Do most anything !
guess—Say you're not going to put
that in the Collegian?”

Miss Wilder—“Oh! I am going to
stay here.”

Miss Pohle—“Me? Why I'm going
to Portland if I can.”

Miss Clark—"Study very industri-
ously.”

~ Miss Townsend—*“Nothing funny.”

Prof. Hoadley—"“Stay here 1

guess.”

Prof. Matthews—"Take pictures.”
Prof. Drew—“Nothing much.”
Prof. McCall—“Going to stay in

town.” _

Prof. Reynolds—"“May go to Port-
land
Miss Morcom—"“Going home.”

A. A. Siewert—"“Going to work."”
Miss Kenady—“Going to have a
good time.”

WHAT WE NEED.
What does our country need? Net
armies srtanndm'g
With sabres gleaming ready for tl'u,
fight,
Not increased navies, skillful and com-
mending,
To bound the waters with an iron
might.
Not haughty men with glutted purses
trving ‘
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To purchase souls, and keep the

power of place.
Not jeweled dolls with one another
vieing :
For palms of beauty, elegance and
grace.
But we want women, strong of soul,
yet lowly,
With that rare meekness and gen-
tleness,

Women whose lives are pure and
clean and holy,
The women whom all little children
. bless.
Brave, earnest women, helpful to each
other,
With finest scorn for all things low
and mean,
Women who hold the
and mother,
nobler than
Queen.

names of wife

Far the title of a

O these are they who mold the men of
St'm.ys
These mothers, oftimes shorn of
grace and youth,
Who worn and weary, ask no greater
glory

Than making some young soul the
home of truth,
Who sow in hearts all fallow for the

sowing
The seeds of virtue and of scorn for
'Slirln,
And, patient, watch the beauteous

harvest growing,
And weed out tares which crafty
hands cast in.

Women who do not hold the gift of

beauty
As some rare treasure to be hought
and sold,
But guard it as a precious aid to
duty—
The outer framing of the inner
gold;
Women who, low above their cradles
hending,
Let flattery’s voice go by, and give
no heed,

While their pure prayers like incense
are ascending;

These are our country’s pride, our
country’s need.

—Ella Wheeler Wilcox.

LOCAL AND PERSONAL.

Quite a number of the young men
chaperoned by Prof. Kerr attended
the Y. M. C. A. Convention at Cor-
vallis. ,

* *

Prof. M.: “Any one who talks to

Prof. Carter is excusable.”
* *

E. Averill! asleep in Current His-
tory class!—"“No I don’t want a girl—-

I'm— Edgar Averill—delegate from
Willamette.

* *
Always be true to the old friend.
* *

Have you seen Patton Bros.' big
display of miscellaneous books, con-
sisting of Fiction, Historical, Poetry
and Adventure. The greatest display
ever shown. Books at cut prices.
Books by the thousands, Take a copy
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home to your brother or sister. It
will pay you.

Ellis & Zinn
and wholesome.

candies are fattening

“If you think talk is cheap, try it
over the Silverton telephone.” (Con-
tributed by one of the assistant ed-
itors.)

* *

From Training Dep't: “Somethin’s
tommin’—" *“1  know—it’'s "Tris-
mus” O-0-0-0-0! Doodie! Doodie!

* *

We have had some excellent stu-
dent contributions to the Chapel ex-
ercises recently.

* *

Strdents! Don't go home
taking along a Christmas present for

the family. Some of that delicious

candy you always get at “The Spa.”
* *

Do you want a dainty present for
vour lady friend? Remember you can
.get a neat box of delicious Lowneys
or other candies at “The Spa.”

Prof. D.: “Principal parts of ‘spar-
go,” Oscar.”
Mr, Oliver: “Dreamily, ‘“Spargo,
spargere, sparks, he—spanks—'em,”
* *

If a college girl hears of anoth-
er girl being kissed she is horribly
shocked, but under favorable circum-
stances she will let the same thing
happen right under her own nose.—
Exchange.

Ellis & Zinn give full value for your
money.
* *
Another one of those haughty
creatures in our midst—"“No rest for
the wicked”"—Mr. Walter Winslow

without -
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has been elected manager of the Boys'
Basket Ball team.
* *

First Studen: “Prof. McCall gives
such long lessons.”

Second Student: “He is so cross
that | have tied a string around my
head to keep it on.”

Third Student: “He is just horrid.”

Fourth Student: *“Sh-h-h! Here
comes Miss Spencer.”

* *

“Wonder why Louise don’t come.”
- “Here she is—Oh! no—it's just
Dick.

STUDENTS — Before purchasing
vour Christmas presents call at the
Capital Drug Store and see our line
of Perfumes and Toilet articles, the
largest assortment of Perfumes in Sa-
lem. Remember, Capital Drug Store.

* *

Miss And—roth-a—"1 like two
things 'best of all—The Field was
breathless in anticipation—Whiskers

and Science.
* *
Prof. Hoadley: “To say ‘He was a
pupil of, etc." is better than ‘He

learned of, etc.’
Mr. Swafford: “But might he not
be a pupil and not learn?”
Prof. H.: “Evidently—evidently."”
* *

“Change signs and add ‘Topsy.” "

Prof. Carter was absent a few days.
to attend her sister’s wedding.
* %

We regret that since our last issue
we have lost one of our numher by
death.

* *

We are sorry to note that Me.
Skitmore had the misfortune to fall
and sprain his wrist. He desires to
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take this opportunity of thanking

those who were kind enough to cut

his meat for him during his affliction.
* *

Lost, strayed away or stolen! One
of our boys in Corvallis who forgot
“Where to turn off.”

* *

First Student: “What is Lila doing
on the third floor so much?” Second
Student: “Oh, she is studying ‘Affin-
ity’ in the Lab.”

* *

No one regrets the money they

spend for Ellis & Zinn’s candy.

The boys must have felt very much
gratified when the girls visited their
society, because each girl said, “I've
enjoyed mvself very much.”

* *

“Trissmus is tommin” “Oo-o00!
doodie!” From the Training Depart-
ment. -

* ¥

To get your candies at Ellis &
Zinn's means to get just what you
want.

* * _

Chapel has been re-seated and the
President has been busy listening to
“troubles.”

* ¥

Bertha talking in her sleep: “Not

this morning, Professor.”
sk *

Prof. McCall at 11:30 p. mu.: “Um!
um! this pie is good. I did not think
she could make such good ones.”

* *

What’s the matter with the girl s

basket ball team? They're all right.
E F

The holidays are approachir
Patton Bros.’ book store now shows
the finest display of holiday goods
ever attempted in the Capital City.

Before you go home for your holiday

vacation, it would be a wise act on

your part to visit this attractive store

and take home a gentle reminder of

vour happy days at “Old Willamette.”
* *

The W. U. Buttons are conspicu-
ously “present.”
* *

The west door opened with vehe-
mence and Charlie gazed  down the
walk at her retreating figure in de-
spair. He then started in pursuit
down the walk and—ifell—too bad—
for once—he did not get to walk—
with her—Oh!—cruel fate!

* *

Every fellow wants to look nice,
and that's easy when he wears a suit
bought at Geo. Johnson & Co’s.

We wish to remind Mr. Wilkins
that two girls are really more than his
share when off at a Young Men's
convention.

* *

Goto G. W. Johnson & Co's for
furnishings. Nobby things in ties.
Swell shirts. At 357 Commercial St.

Our prices, as the quality of our
goods, suit everybody. Ellis & Zinn.

* 3k

Miss Spencer should refrain from
calling people by such loving names,
as sghe is apt to run onto some of the
students even on the third floor.

* *

First Stuilent: “Say, Leon seemed
to cut quite a swell among the Cor-
vallis girls.”

Second Student: “Oh! he was just
trying to pay Winnie back for the
way she acted up there last vear.

s *

Have you noticed that large Scotch
Oat’s box in the east end of the third
story hall?



wonderful toys and games. Beautiful
Dolls 2c to §16. Doll Heads, Doll
Shoes, Doll Furniture, Doll Dishes,
Doll Go-carts, Boys' Wagons, Boys,
Boys' Swords, Boys’

Tool Chests,

A beautiful toy store on our second
floor. It's a regular Noah's Ark where
Drums, Games, Etc.

=y | 554  HOLIDAY

Santa Claus is unloading all sorts of
Jewelry Novelties, Um-
brellag, Fans, Bte., at

Statuary, Vases, Bucnt Leath- (@d
er, Gilass Nevelties, Sofa ("ush- 5
jons, Spachtel Goods, Purses,

l Opening of

| Toy Land...
|

|

|

|

The Big: Store

Where the great assortment is found.

rIe

Holversons

Holiday Time

This holiday stock surpasses anything
we have ever shown., Holiday gifts for

young and old.

New handkerchiefs, new umbrellas,
new gloves, new burn leather work,
new toilet cases, new neckwear.

Visit our Toy Department,

HOLVERSON’S

Yew Park Grocery

F. G. BOWERSOX, Prop.

Phone 2623 Main Salem, Oregon

I carry a full and fancy stock of Xmas goods,
also canned fruits and vegetables.

Seeded Raisins, 3 pkgs...............25¢
Currants, 2 1bs for.................-260

Other goods In proportion,

Balfour, Guthric § €o.

SHIPPERS OF

GRAIN

Hop Supplies Fire Tnsurance

J, G. GRAHAM

Salem, Oregon. Manager
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We Wish You All...

A Merry Christmas and Happy New Year

We would like to have you call and see our line of holiday slippers before

yvou leave on your vacation.

Watch this space after Xmas,

IRVIN & PETTEYS

THE PRACTICAL SHOEMEN.

94 State Street.

Salem, Oregon.
'_—

EXCHANGES.

“Ah, yes,” said the cannibal chief,
smacking his lips, “he was really.a
good man.”"—Ex.

The first college paper printed in
the United States was at Dartsmouth
College, Daniel Weébster, editor-in-
chief.—Ex.

Jones—"“What are the three best
ways of spreading news?”

Smith—"Telephone, telegraph, and
tell-a-woman.”—Ex.

Tommy—*"*Pa, what is the Board of
Education?”

Mr. Figgs—“When 1 went to
school, it was a pine shingle."—Ex.

Artemus Ward is sometimes criti-
cised for coarseness and vulgarity:
but, however just this may be, he al-
ways rang true on questions of puriy
and morality. “Aair you a preacher?"
he was asked. ‘“No, sir,"” lhe said, “but
[ believe in morality. I likewige be
lieve in meetin’ houses. Show me a
place where there isn’t any meetin’
hotise, and where preachers is never
seen, and I'll show you a place where
old hats is stuffed into ‘broken win-
ders, where the children air dirty and

rageed, where gates have no hinges,
where the wimmin air slipshod, and
where maps of the devil's wild land air
painted upon men’s shirt-bosoms
with tobacco juice—that’s what [I'll
show you.—Epworth Herald.

The Eugene High School News and
the Spinster, from St. Helen’s Hall
are among the most attractive of our
exchanges, in form, although not dis-
playing any great literary genius.
However literary genius is not nearly
all which a college journal should
strive for.

We are sorry to see that the Mec-
Minnville Review has evolved into a
theological magazine.

The Evergreen, Pullman, Washing-
ton, is a neat, eight-page weekly con-
taining much interesting news.

The Emory Phoenix, Oxford,
Gecrgia, has a literary department de-
voted to news items concerning well-
known authors and their work. This
paper is well edited and approaches
the magazine order.

We acknowledge the receipt of
Queen’s University Journal, Kings-
ton, Canada, containing some excel-
lent cuts of instructors, buildings and
ball teams of the school also pictures
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of the Duke and Duchess of Cornwall
and York who recently visited there.

The hiterary matter of the Crescent
seems to be rather scarce this year
and to consist mainly of relics of
former commencements. Wake up,
Newberg!

ODE IN THE HAMMOCK.

On an evening just at “lights-out”
In a parlor built for two,
Sat a lovely maid and youth-let;
Latter loving, former too.
But the parlor didn’t suit himy;
Spell seemed o’er the maiden, too;
Couldn’t tell her what he wished to;
Hardly knew just what to do.

He had tried the cool piazza,
Croquet, tennis, picnic, too.
Almost desperate, very daring,
Grew these voung, despairing two.
As a last resort he swore it,
Swore to try the hammock, too,
And “it worked,” to use a slang term,
They are one who once were two.

Young man, if you wish to win her,
Shun the crowds of fellow-men,

Take her to the faithful hamimock,

Hold her hand—and then—and then.

Maiden, if you wish to catch him
Bear in mind this sage advice.
Seek the sheltered, swinging ham-
mock,
You'll not have to try it twice.
—Exchange.

A CURE FOR LOVE.

A reader ‘has kindly sent in the fol-
lowing for publication. To all love-
sick swains this recipe is heartily rec-
ommended:

Take 12 ounces of Dislike, 1 pound

of Resolution, 2 grains of Common
Sense, 2 ounces of Experience, a
large sprig of Time, and 3 quarts of
the cooling water of Consideration,
set them over the gentle fire of Love,
sweeten it with the sugar of Forget-
fulness, skim it with the spoon of Mel-
ancholy, put it on the bottom of your
heart, cork it with the cork of a clear
Conscience and let it remain and you
will quickly find ease, and be restored
to senses again.

These things <can e had of the
Apothecary at the house of Under-
standing, next door to Reason, on
Prudence street, in the village of
Contentment.—Albany College Stu-
dent.

The voung lady who will allow her-
self to be seen on the streets in the
company of a man with a cigarette or
cigar in his mouth does not know
what is proper etiquette or else does
not have much respect for her own
reputation. — Oregon Teachers
Monthly. '

A LAY OF ANCITENT ROME.

Oh! the Roman was a rogue,
He erat, was, vou bettum;
He ran his automobilis
And smoked his cigarettum;
He wore a diamond studibus,
An elegant cravattum,
A maxima cum laude shirt,
And such a stylish hattum!

He loved the luscious hic-haec-hock,
And bet on games and equi;

At times he won; at otheérs, tho,
He got it in the nequi;

He winked (quo usque tandem?)
At puellas on the Fonum.
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And sometimes even made
Those goo-goo oculorum!

He frequently was seen

At combats gladiatorial,
And ate enough to feed

Ten boarders at Memorial;
He often went on sprees,

And said, on starting homus,
“His labor—opus est,

Oh, where's

mus?”

Altho he lived in Rome—
Of all the arts the middle—
He was (excuse the phrase)
A horrid individ’l;
Ah! what a diff'rent thing
Was the homo (dative, hominy)
Of far-away B. C.
From us of Anno omini.
—Harvard Lampoon.

THE GREAT MASTER.

“l ammy own master!” said a
young man, proudly, when a friend
tried to persuade him from an enter-
prise which he had on hand; “T am
my own master!”

“Did you ever consider what a re-
sponsible post that. is?” asked his
friend. :

“Responsible—is it?"

“A master must lay out the work
which he wants done, and see that it is
right. He dhould try to secure the hest
ends by the best means.” He must
keep on the lookout against obstacles
and accidents, and watch that every-
thing goes straight, or else he must
fail.”

‘(Welil"!

“To be sure of yourself, you have
vour 'conscience to keep clear, yotu
heart to cultivate, your temper to

my—hic—hic—do--

govern your will to direct, and your
judgment to instruct. You are mas-
ter over a hard lot, and if you don™
master them, they will master you.”

“That is so,” said the young man

“Now, I could undertake no such
thing,” said his friend. “1  shoull
fail, sure, if I did. Saul wanted to he
his own master, and failed. So did
Herod; and so did Judas.  No man is
fit for it. ‘One is my master, even
Christ.” T work under his direction
He is regular, and where he is master
all goes right."—IEpworth Herald.

Prominence always brings greater
responsibility. A lighthouse dark
means moore disaster than thousands
of candles extinguishing.—Epworth
Herald.

['m a stamp—
A postage stamp—
A two-center;
Don’t want to brag,
But I was never
Licked,
Except once;
By a gentleman, too;
He put 'me on
To a good thing;
It was an envelope—
Perfumed, pink, square;
I've been stuck on
That envelope
Ever since;
He dropped us—
The envelope and me—
Through a slot in a dark thox;
But we were rescued
By a mail clerk,
More's the pity:
He hit me an awful
Smash with a hammer;
[t left my face

~ Black and blue;
Then T went on a lone
Journey
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Of two days;
And when we arrived
The pink envelope and me—
We were presented
To a perfect love

Of a girl,

With the stunningest pair
Of blue eyes

That ever blinked;
Say, she's a dream!
Well, she mutilated
The pink envelope
And tore one corner
Of me off

With a hairpin;

Then she read what
Was inside

The pink envelope,

I never saw a girl blush
So bheautifully!

I would be stuck

On her—if I could.
Well, she placed

The writing back

In the pink envelope;
Then she kissed me.
O, vou little godlets!
Her lips wereripe

As cherries,

And warm

As the summer sun.
We—

The pink envelope and me
Are now

Nestling snugly

In her Hosom;

We can hear

Her heart throb;
When it goes fastest
She takes us out

And kisses me.

0, say,

This is great!

['m olad

I'm a stamp—

A two-center.

THE REX STUDIO

Fun Fotos 21 for 26c.

Photo Buttons and Novelties,
Amateur developing and printing a specialty.
All kinds of photographic work at right prices

M. C. LIOWIS
Proprietor and Operator.
98 Court St. Phone, Red 2471,

GEO. C. WILL

Steinway Pianos,

Sheet Music, Pilano Studies, Sewing Machines
Rented and Supplied.

231 Commercial St., Salem, Oregon,

Ira € AHltn

Dealer Tn
Staple and Fancy Groceries

406 State St.

Dt, Everett M. Hurd

Salem, Oregen

. .. Dentist . , .

O pposite Postoffice Up Stair

50 YEARS’
EXPERIENCE

TrADE MARKS
DESIGNS

CoPYRIGHTS &C.

Anyone sending a sketch and description may
quickly ascertain our opinion free whether an
invention is probably patentable. Communica-
tions strictly confidential. Handbook on Patents
sent free, Oldest agency for securing C‘c’a tents,

Patents taken through Munn & Co. recelve
special notice, without charge, in the

cientific American,

A handsomely {llustrated weekly. Largest cir-
sulation of any scientifio journal, Terms, $3 a
year; four months, $l. Sold by all newsdealers.

MUNN & Co,2e1erozewer. New York

Branch Office, 625 I 8t., Washington, D.



This College has completed thirty-six years of service. A large number of physi-
cians of the Pacific Northwest have received their training in the halls. The amount of
good it has done is almost inc alqmblﬁ Its alumni number 247, Since the s-a:l) pioneer-
days, when it was first mg‘anld&d. many changes in the theoriss and plactlceq ‘of medi-
cine have hPen made, and more u.cienliﬂ{- nwlhud‘a 5.&1 won 1ue=|1 .wav te g'Pnera] favor.
This CoNége has shared in the rn‘?fg‘re%iw q}:h'it anf képt pace “with th+- rm\-.a:ﬂ ‘move-
ment. o e ».. oy .: S N

The various state institutions located here and especially those tm the unfortunate
and defective classes, afford invaluable clinical opportunities. Thus situated the College
offers satisfactory n‘npm!unlliw to its students ay {IU'I -efficlently prepare them for the
practice of this important pm:e%mun The Liedn, rn W H. Byrd, qalem Oregon, will be
pleased to co:reqr\tnd- ;H-th; pampemi\e qtullwnq ?nd fﬂ s:nﬁ';m any’ whb apply the
special catalogue of this College.

‘“Intelligence, Patriotism, Christianity.””—Lincoln.
v, - 2

THE WILLAMETTE UNIVERSI

Is experiencing a year of great prospetity.
We offer Normal Course with Training School experience,
We offer all the Preparatory courses.
We offer the usual College Courses.
We have reduced our tuition rates,

Good hoard can be had at very reasonable rates,

Slend for Catalogue or Information to

W. C. Hawley, A. M., Pres.

SALEM, OREGON.









