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Dr>ar Prnfessor Marsha)l: 

w'ars wni haw pn1yr,d ar1cl lah01wl in 

our school, e'en since it was n "livel.i; 

hope," and much of its success i.<1 due 

to you who hm;e ''.<;tood by'' · in quiet 

trust . W1'th the hopr> that you may yet 

hu1•e many good years of teach1'ny here, 

intermingling with the science lessons 

truths new and old, we lovingly dedi

cate to yoit this niimber c>f The Oasis. 
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f~ttorial 
If we pause for a moment and look back into the annals of history, we 

see that tr:ose who stood forth supreme were men of one great unswerving 
purpose We see them moved by the mighty mastering passion of their lives 
which swept them on in the face of toi l and opposition. Failure was turned 
to success. discouragement to triumph, and, where others fell, t hey pushed 
on with an unfaltering tread . For forty years Moses, having no purpose, 
was r.ontent to feed the flocks of Midian, but when God spoke, showing him 
a goal and implanting in his heart the will to do, he wept forth a conqueror 
to lead the hosts of Israel and bring t hem liberty. Without a purpose Peter 
is first seen as a reed shaken with the wind, in adversity unfaithful, untrue 
to Master and friend. But when the Holy Ghost came and he felt within his 
breast that mighty passion, we hear him unaffrighted speaking to the mul
titudes and at the end see him dying triumphant, even though upon a cross. 
With a wrong purpose Saul is found assenting to the death of Stephen and 
steeping his hands in innocent blood. But when the light from heaven fell 
across his path , we see him moved by a purpose which caused him to suffer 
that others migh t be saved and to die for t he gospel of Christ, and we hear 
him say, ''I have f .:mght a good fight, I have finished my course, I have kept 
I h0 faith . " 

In every life t here is an early period of happy dreams and visions of the 
future, but it is not until later t hat the great purpose of life is formed. 
Here it is that many a you ng life is wrecked; perhaps the time of decision 
is never reached. and drifting on without a pilot and without a goal in view, 
the frail bark is shattered upon the shoals and sinks to rise no more. Per
haps, on t he other hand, t he decision is wrong, the purpose becomes evil, 
and not only is one life ruined but many are dragged down the path of destruc
tion. How wonderful, then, it is to be in a place where God is first, where 
God can speak, and where the true and noble ideals of life are held forth 
that all might see and profit t hereby! 

Here in our heloved N. N. C. we are receiving a two-fold preparation, 
t hat of the mind and of the soul; nothing is neglected which will fit us for 
t he life that li es just out ahead. When one is called of God, not only is the 
mind trained and cul t ivated, but the soul is brought in touch with the Di
vi ne and is moulded hy His hand until a great purpose is inwrougl,t in his 
h,!art, an,J a mighty passion is breathed into his breast. 

When at last the time of parting comes and we see each step forth into 
t he commencement of life, we tru ly feel that the prophecy of Isaiah is be
ing fulfillerl: ''Ye shall go out with joy, and be led forth with peace: the 
mountains and the hills shall break forth before you into singing, and all 
the trees of the field sha ll clap their hands. Instead of the thorn shall come 
up t he fir tree. and instead of the brier shall come up the myrtle tree: and 
it shall be to the Lord for a name, for an everlasting sign that shall not be 
cut off." 

C. E. CARVER, Col. '23. 
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PROFESSOR WESLEY SWALM 

We had looked forward with pleasurable 
anticipation to the time when Professor Wes
ley Swaim should once again renew his in
structions in our school. His splendid teach
ing helped us educationally, and his beautiful 
Christian life hlessed us spiritually. But he 
cannot come, for he fell asleep in Jesus one 
morning. We do not wish him back. We 
are separated hut for a time, and one glad day 
we shall meet him agai n. Hallelujah! 

HENRY H. SEAY 

The Great Beyond has called our esteemed 
brother, Henry H. Seay. We shall miss him 
as teacher in the Spanish classes; as fello w
student in the class rooms; as an active mem
ber of the Home Mission Band. But most of 
all, we shal l miss him as one who walked close 
to God, and whose life was a blessing. We 
can say "he fought the good fight of faith, 
and is now rewarded by eternal life." 
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S,ruinr11 

LEODA M. GREBE, A. B. 

'' We are debtors to e·very man to give 
him the ,qospel in the same measure as 
we have received it.'' 

A. CHRISTABEL MARSHALL, A. B. 

'' They m ·ight not need me, yet they might. 
I'll let my heart be just in sight. 
So !!mall " .smile as mine might be 
Precisely their ni,cessity." 

BARBARA A. ANDERSON, A. B. 

"Let me go, I cannot .,toy, 
'Tis the Master calling me. " 



.. 
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HOLLIS GRUBB. A. B. 

'· Not ·11· hot we gain, but what we give 
Measwre:; the wurtlt oj I he life we live." 

LULU A. WILLIAMS, A. B. 

•' The Spirit of the Lord God is upon 
me; because the Lord hath anointed me 
to preach good tidings unto the meek; 
he hat.h sent me to bind up the brolcen
h1Jarted , to proclaim liberty to the co.p-
1,,,,,,, , 11nd the opening o.fthe pri sons to 
tl,,:11, that are bo,1nd." 

ESTHER N. C OOK, A. B. 

'' The l(qht that shines .farthest shines 
Ii rightest nearest home.'' 

CARLTON H. FRENCH, A. B. 

·'Life i ., most worth living to him 
whose work is mo~t worth while. " 
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Fairy S. Chism Cyril E. Carver 
E dward C. Klindworth 

Harold P. Mills M. Ni shimura 
John F. Rodman 

Evelyn H utton 
Guy Sharp 

Myron Blanch._ard 
Lota E. Channel 

G.F. Owen W. Gladys Flannery Inez Barnett 



3f uuinr QtlasB 
OFFICERS 

LOT A E. CHANNEL, President JOHN RODMAN, Vic, President 

INEZ BARNETT, Secreta,·y-Treasurer GUY SHARP, Sergeant-at-Arms 

MOTTO: "For Zion's s1ike will I not hold my peace." 

COLORS: Light Blue and Yellow 

We g reatly appreciate the advantages of the Junior year- the privileges 
of upper classmen without the cares and responsibili ties of Seniors. There 
are fourtPen in our class, most of whom have recognized a definite call and 
are aiming at a definite goal. 

C. E. Carver comes from "Sunny Alberta." He spent two years over
seas with the Canadian Army. Carver's goal is an African mission field. 

Guy Sharp is quite a guy . . He is readily distinguished from all other 
human beings. Preaching is his life work. Sharp tells us to say that he is 
good looking, but we are too conscientious. 

Gladys Flannery was formerly a school teacher; now she is a literary 
genius. She will probably find herself at the head of an English Depart-
ment in some college. 

Myron Blanchard, a Webfoot from the Oregon coast, formerly a farmer 
and dairyman, is now an experienced first aid clinic. China is to be his field. 

Do we believe in evolution? Yes, L. E.Channel was once a Kansas farm
er; now he is our class president and a successful minister of the gospel. 

G. F. Owen, six yt-'ars evangel ist and manager of the Owen Evangelistic 
Party, ohtained part ot his education at Peniel University and Oklahoma 
Holiness College. 

Evelyn Hutton was preparing herself for a teacher when she was con
verte,1 and called to evangelistic work. She is an enthusiastic member of 
the Home Misi:-ion Band. 

Edward Klindworth is an ex-soldier. What is he now? Manager of 
the lJining Club, President of the Student Body, and a successful preacher. 

John Rodman has supplemented his work here with two summers at the 
University of Washington. He has done evangelistic and pastoral work. 

We are always glad when we see the name of Dorothy Sheldon on the 
program of our literary society. A splendid reader, a faithful student. 

Fairy Chism is the little fairy of the class. We are sure she possesses 
characteristics essential to make her a famous missionary to Africa. 

M. Nishimura takes Greek and Hebrew because somebody has to take 
it. He has been successful as a missionary among the Japanese of America. 

For three years Inez Barnett wielded the peach sprout over young Jay
hawkers. St:.e is now in training for a medical missionary to Africa. 

Before coming here Harold Mills was engaged in city mission work in 
Portland, Oregon. He is preparing to teach in a holiness college. 

HAROLD P. MILLS. Col. '23 



Roy E. Swim Ira Taylor Ethel Shern 
Leota K e ndall Samantha H epler Calvin Emerson 

Leah Fry Lida Chism Olive Ingler 
H. William McHose Verne Hutchens A. H. Eggleston 

George Arneson Pearl Wiley Clara Ueltschi 



@,op~omorr o.tla.a.a 

OFFICERS 

CALVIN EMERSON, President ROY E. SWIM, Vice President 

LOIS YOUNG, Secretary-Treasurer 

MOTTO: " He conquers who endures." 

COLORS: White and Gold 

To the class of '24 belongs the distinction of being the oldest class in 
school. Our class began away back in the spring of 1914, when Calvin Em
erson, our class president, commenced his education as one of the very first 
~tudents of the old Idaho Holiness School. Then a year later, in t he days 
when Professor Mafshall reigned supreme as principal- in the days when 
Northwest Nazarene Coll ege was but a lively hope- two more of our class, 
Olive Ingler and William McHose, joined the ran ks of the class of '24. 
Since then, the size of our class has risen and fallen as the years came and 
went, until at present, we are fiftee n. 

The personnel of our class represe_nts ten states and includes in its num
ber three preachers, one deaconess, 011e musician. and one lawyer- all of 
cour$e, in the making. 

Our educational aspirations are high. We have come successfully 
through two years of hard study, but our wits are still keen and sharp, and 
prepared to be applied to the problems of the two remaining years standing 
between us and our diplomas. We have passed through the "Slough of De
spond," overcome t~e "Giant Despair," and are ready for more battle with 
books. which refuse to give up their meaning. Having passed through the 
verdant stage long months ago, and having since then patiently undergone a 
vigorous pruning process. we still retain our aforetime vigor, and look hope
fully forward to another year- our next step towards '24. 

H. WILLIAM McHOSE, Col. '24 

"A poor man served by thee shall make thee rich, 
A sick man helped by thee shall' make thee strong; 
Thou shalt be served thyself by every sense of 

Service which t hou renderest. " - Browning. 

" When I do vow a friendship I'll perform it to th•! last article." 

- Shakespeare. 



Adaline Holman Viola ~lacDowell Elsie Haselwood Corneita Green 
Ralph Kellom Leonard Jameson Lauren Irwin Willard Isgrigg 

Myrna Waller Genevieve Dixon Minnie Lord Addie Chism 
Harold Hart John Kendall William Schwindel Glenn Wallace 

Shigeye Shinoda Audrey Phillips Althea Gaiser Grace Dohner 
Gtorge Yamamoto Alfred Frischkntcht Louis Martin Edith Carter 



HAROLD J. HART, President 

ADDIE CHISM, Secretary 

OFFICERS 

LAUREN IRWIN, Vice President 

WILLIAM H. SCHWINDEL, Treasurer 

RALPH KELLOM, Sergeant-at-Arms 

COLORS: Gray and Crimson 

MOTTO: "At the foot-hills, climbing" 

That peculiar dignity which marks the completion of a four-year course in 
the High School or Academy has worn away, and here we are facing anoth
er four years of good hard plodding in the College of Liberal Arts; rather 
looked dow n upon by the other three classes of that particular department, 
nevertheless considerably advanced in our own estimation. Some one has 
asked where the class had its origin; that of course is a very hard question, 
so we wil l leave it for the Freshmen to explain. Some came from the fer
ti le prairies of Canada, others from the beautiful south land; some from t he 
crowded cities of the east, and sti ll others from our own fair northwest-the 
cream of all the gn~at mass of high school students, graduated from our 
public instit11tions every year. No doubt you will think we are proud, from 
the s tatement just made, nevertheless these are just plain facts, their re
cords prove it. Never did a more talented class grace the halls of an insti
tution of learning, nor could any boast themselves of greater ability. There 
are those of our number who will no doubt startle the world with their mus
ic; others who wi ll wield an influence in the literary world with their gen
ius; others are preachers, who have already stirred the hearts of men with 
a burning message of truth; others are teachers who have proven them
selves worthy of the name; some are s inge rs who are known throughout the 
northwest for their abil ity; and last but not least are those who shall be 
hom8 builders, who will lift the standard of our domestic life. We are proud 
of them all; not because they are membe1·s of our class and students of our 
particular institution, but becaw,e they are worthy of that all-meaning 
name "Freshmen." 

HAROLD J. HART, Col. '25 

" I am not bound to win, but 
I am bound to be true; 
I am not bound to succeed, but 
I am bound to live up to what, light I have." 

- Abraham Lincoln. 



iiblr (llnllryr 

LELAH M. PALMER 

"Ask of me, and I shall give thee the 

heathen for thine inheritance, and the 

uttermost parts of the earth for thy 

possession. " 

Some ,,ears ago an hrliana girl left her home in the East, and came to 
Jive among the sagebrush hills of Idaho. She took up a homestead near Hill 
City and proved to be a very plucky pioneer. 

While livirig here she heard for the firsL time of Bible holiness, and felt 
the call of the Master to go for-th in to the harvest field. Immeihately she 
began p reparing for her life's work, coming to N. N. C. in Lhe fall of 1919, 
where she entered the Bihle Department. She plans on spending a few 
more years in preparation before going to her chosen fo0ld. 

Miss Lelah Palmer is a woman of conviction and cou rage, and posses
ses the firmness of charact~r which will make her a successful pioneer on 
the fronti ers of Africa. 

"Thou sweet, beloved Will of God , 
My anchor ground, my fortress hill, 

My spirit's silent, fair abode, 
In th~e I hide me, and am still. 

0 Will, that wi liest good alone, 
Lead thou the way, thou guidest best; 

A little ch ild I follow on, 
And trusting lean upon thy breast." 



iiblr Olollrgr 

]T nllrrgralluatrn 

ALICE HUGHES SHERIDAN HUGHES 

L. D. MEGGERS HOWARD PARK 

H. B. GEISIE H. T. MENZEL 

We as students. are indeed g-lad for the great privilege of receiving 
thorough Christian training for the work to which God has callert us, in an 
institution which exalts th e Bible just as God has given it to us. 

The waters of Systematic Theology seemed very deep to us at first as 
our instructor, President Wiley, led us into the subject; but in a short time 
we came to realize its great value, and we rejoice in the truths taught con
cerning t he divine personality of Jesus Christ, the assurance of sins forgi ven, 
anc:I hearts made pure through his sanctifying power. 

We can whole-hearted l.v say to those who are thinking of taking Christ
ian training, "Corne and join us. The preparation you will receve in N. N. 
C. will be complete, spiritually, as well as mentally." 

L. D. MEGGERS. 



Wl1r ~rqool 11ll111rrr tqr ~lory [on:r.a town 

There's a school in the great Northwest District, 
In a place of but recent renown; 
'Tis at Nampa, a fair little city; 
'Tis a school wherP. the Glory comes down. 

Though 'round Nampa the sage brush doth flourish, 
Causing many good people to frown , 
But thither my heart is e'er turning, 
To the school where the Glory comes down. 

Though the mud there is deep in the winter, 
And in summer there is dust all around, 
Yet all this is as naught if you're going 
To the school where thf> Glory comes down. 

In this school there are students so loyal, 
They are more than three hundred strong; 
In the Chapel their faces are shining, 
For they all bring the Glory along. 

Here the President and teachers are humble, 
Though they've all worn the cap and the gown; 
And their hearts love only to labor 
In the school where the Glory comes down. 

Here they need no endorsement committee, 
Of men of great world ly renown; 
For the Father and Son and blest Spirit 
Linger here, and the Glory comes down. 

At this school a warm welcome's awaiting 
Every young man or woman iP town, 
With strong faith in our God and the bible, 
And who lives where the Glory comes down. 

From this school we are now far located, 
Yet God's love all our path doth surround; 
And in spirit we oft are among you 
In the school with the Glory all crowned. 

Oh come to the school in the Northwest, 
Oh come from the country and town; 
No spot will e'er hold such sweet memories, 
As the school where the Glory comes down! 

PROFESSOR WESLEY SWALM. 
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J\ntilrmy ~rttinrn 

PERCY BARTRAM 

•'Steadfast, unmovable, always 
abounding in the work of the Lord. " 

LELA TAYLOR 

" 1 will ,qive thee the trea.su,·es of 
da1·kness.'' 

WILLIAM PENNER 

"Whatsoe11er thy hand findeth to do, 
do -it with thy might.'' 

BLANCHE PERRY 

•·J will /Jless thee and thott shalt be a 
blessing.'' 



Arahrtny ~rntor.a 

ETHEL MILLER 

"Whereupon. 1 wos not disubedient 
,rnto the heuvenly vision." 

CARL MISCHKE 

·'A ring leader oj the si-ct of the Naz
arene.'' 

OLIVE RUPERT 

'' Her wa11s are ways of pleasantness.'' 

,,. 

NEIL 

. the mark." 

-
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.Ant~emn S,eninrs 

LURA WATERMAN 

"Thy testimonies have !taken as an 
heritage forever. ' ' 

WILLIAM WORRALL 

"His heart is established." 

BESSIE FLOWERS 

"A merry heart doeth good like a 
medicine." 

RAY MILLER 

"An example of the bf lie1·ers." 



1\nt~rtny ~rniorn 

C LIFTON .JOHNSON 

"I shall 11fre thee the heathen for 
thine inhe1·itlfncl'. " 

C HARLOTTE BINGMAN 

·•Jn God huve I put my trust. " 

SHOZO S AKAI 

"A .faithful man shall abuund with 
b/essiri,qs." 

ROSA DEWALD 

·• Ye shall be a i>ll'ssin,q, fear not." 



Arabr1nn @,rutnrs 
OFFICERS 

PERCY BARTRAM, President 

LELA TAY~OR, Secretary 

WILLIAM PENNER, Vice f>re.~?°dent 

ELMER OTTERBEIN, Treasurer 

CARL MISCHKE, Sergeant-at-Arms 

MOTTO: "Climbing, thouyh the rocks be rugged." 

COLORS: Purple and Gold. 

FLOWER: Purple V iolet. 

Qlhum i!;t.atnry 

We have all heard the old saying, "Without a beginning, there is no 
end." However, we the Senior Class of '22, beg to differ with the wise 
and say, "Although without beginning, we have fought a good fight, we 
have finished our course and have kept the faith." 

, "Without a beginning?" you ask. "Yes, without a beginning, for 
not a member of our senior class entered our school as a freshman , four 
years ago." But we are told that in the fall of 1918, a large class of exciterl 
freshies, with carefully sharpened penci ls, new books and tablets, hurried 
into the library to answer the first roll -call of the season. We do not 
doubt that many interesting events occurred during that year and although 
no one is left to tell us the tale, we are sure that the ill treatment al ways 
administered to verdant freshies was theirs. 

The following year several new members were added to the sophomore 
class; but very few of the old freshmen were able to come. We did our best 
that year to make the new freshmen miserable, but in spit,i of that fact we 
succeeded in learning a few lessons th:it have been of use to us in later years. 

When we came to school in September of '20, we were proud indeed to 
be ranked as juniors. We were very happy, for wasn't half of the weary 
road already traveled! Already the golden glow of sunset was painting our 
intellectual sky with varied colors. Out of the many events that occurred 
during that year, the most important of all, was the Junior-Senior Recep
tion which was held near the close of the term. 

And now after four years of struggle, many trials and varied disappoint
ments, we are nearing t he goal toward wh ich we have toiled for so long. 
Sorrowfully we glance back over our youthful school pranks- for is not col
lege dign ity just ahead? 

BESSIE FLOWERS. Acarl. '22 



QI.lass j)nng 

Since as Seniors we've come to the top of the hill 
Toward which we'vC;! bE;en climbing so long, 

Our shouts are most joyous, the day 's here at last, 
Our hearts overflow with a song. 

With praise to our teachers, their friendship so kind, 
We'll cherish in memory bright, 

And walk in the way they have taught us to go: 
The way full of truth and of light. 

We sing of this School that points us to God, 
For o'er it He hovers each day. 

'Twas here we were changed from our aimless life, 
And taught the Holiness way. 

We love this dear School that plants in each heart, 
A purpose to fight and to win; 

So e'er may she stand with banners unfurled, 
To battle 'gainst ignorance and sin. 

Then climbing we'll go o'er rocks rugged anc! bold, 
Dismayed will we never be; 

We'll stand by our colors, pu!'ple and gold
Loyalty, ever you see. 

So Academy, farewell! Farewell to thee; 
Farewell to thy dear old halls! 

May we never depart from the lessons we've learned, 
But conquer, whatever befalls. 

ETHEL MILLER, Acad. '22 
OLIVE RUPERT, Acad. '22 



J\rahrmy aluninrn 
OFFICERS 

LESTER WILEY, President RUTH GILMORE, Vice President 

ALICE BRYAN, Secretxry-Treasu,re1· MATTHEW MAXWELL, Sergeant-at-Arms 

MOTTO: "Sabre El Monte" 

COLORS: Cherry Red and Silver Grey 

Although our Junior Academy Class is the least in number, we by no 
means p1a y che small est part in the high school life. In fact, we t hink that 
WE! hold a very important place at N.N.C. In the daily routine of school life, 
we find that we have shining mem bP.rs in many of the departments, English , 
mathematics, history, bib le, science, and language. Indeed, t here would be 
no Cicero class at a ll , were it not for th e J un iors. 

Not only do we look after the intellectual s irle of our lives but look to the 
spiritual side also. It may be truthfully said t hat the majority put Ch ri st 
first in their lives. We have preachers and missionaries, both active home 
workers until they are fully equipped for their respecti ve fields. 

Then the social phase is not to be forgotten. We have .en tertained and 
have been entertained, but the big event of the year was the banquet given 
in honor of the Sen ior Class. We gave them a good royal send-off, fo r vve 
did not forget that we are Lhe graduatin g- class of '23. 

One could look t he country over, but 1 think there coulr.l be no better class 
found for loyalty to the school, go<?d morals, practical Christianity, in tellect
ual zeal, or talent. 

GRACE LITTLE, ACAD. '23 



Arahrmy §opqomorrs 
OFFICERS 

WALTER LOWRY, President MAE V AUGHTERS, Vice Pre.s1:dent 

• DOROTHY RODMAN, Secretrwy IRENE HALL. Tt·ea,su,·er 

ARCHIE HUNT, Sergeant-at-Arms 

MOTTO: "There is no elev,itor to success; take the stairs." 

COLORS: Henna and sea-green. 

Our Sophomore Class might be call ed "A Happy Medium," in more 
than one respect, for we have passed the age of Freshies, yet have not at
tained the dignity of Juniors. Too, we are a medium sized class, there be
ing twenty-two of us in numher. The majority spent their Freshman year 
in N. N. C. but we boast of several new ones. Canada, as wel l as the States, 
is represented. 

The aim of most of our class members, is to live a true Christian life. 
an aim every class should have. We believe, too, that growth in our spirit
ual life comes by climbing, not by being carried. 

We have found in our Rchool work that there is no elevator to sucress, 
therefore we bravely face the stairs of Lat in, Spanish, Englsh, Mathematics, 
History, or whatever course we are pursuing. · At the end of this year's 
school term we hope to stand firm on the second landing of our Academic 
career, for of all things, balancing oneself on the edge of a staircase is )east 
enjoyable. 

ESTHER FRY, Acad. '24 
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J\ru~rmy 1ff rrsqmrn 
OFFICERS 

CLYDE COCKERHAM, President 

ELIZABETH STECK, Secretary 

HENRY STIDUM, Vice Presid~nt 

DOROTHY JAMIESON, Treasurer 

WARD WILEY, Sergeant-at-Arms 

MOTTO: "Pervenimus in colles, montes in conspectu sunt" 
COLORS: Gold and silver grey 

(.!!lan.a fnrm 
Thirty strong we've reached the hills; 
And the mountains are in sight, 
We have caught the joyful sound, 
From their canyons running bright 
Sparkling streamlets flash and gleam 
On their peaks so far away, 
As the golden sunlight breaks 
On the path we tread today. 
But the path is not all joy 
Nor, are roses picked at ease. 
But we'll push the battle on, 
Till diplomas we shall seize. 
Algebra and Latin too, 
Seem to make our progress slow, 
Yet we'll tackle anything 
And our mental courage show. 
Underneath our joys and fun, 
Hidden deep our character lies. 
We a patient race would run, 
And our souls fit for the skies. 

CLENARD PRICE, ACAD. '25 



<nommrrrial ilrpartmrnt 
OFFICERS 

WALTER LOWRY, President 

BLANCHE PERRY, Secretary 

W. A. WILSON, Vice President 

ELMER OTTERBEIN, Treasitrer 

WELSEY STIPE, Sergeo,nt-at-Artns 

MOTTO: ' ·No Back-spac1'ng" 

COLORS : Robin Blue and Tan 

t!lu.ahtr11a fflottora 

"The man who waits for just the right time to start never gets any
where." 

"Halfway knowledge is all right if you want to go halfway to the 
goal of success." W. C. Holman. ' 

' 'Our two eyes and one tongue indicate that we are to see twice 
as much as we say." 

"The big opportunity always goes to the man who is trained." 
"Lack of confidence is the millstone. Beware! Don't drown. 
"To set the cause above renown. 

To love the game above the prize." 
"Do not wait for your opportunity, make it, prepare for it, it will 

come." 
"Youth is the time to sow good seeds, 

And wage a warfare against the weeds." 



<&rammar @,rqool <&ralluatrn 

Es• h e r L . Jay J o hn O. H odgdin Ivor B ar tram 
l'er ry H. Little G r ae" H. Holmes Thelma M. "-ilso1> 
Chadotte M c Hose P a ul Eugen e Flowe rs E . Mae Standa ru 

Gay le Esco Hatfield J o hn M . l( auffman 
Calvin J . Littl e L e n a M. M a ier John D. Gr e gory 
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"rammar ~rqnnl 
''For every stately cedar of Lebanon in the Kingdom of God, the Mast

er plants fifty fragrant Lillies of the Valley." 
We are in the closing days of the ninth year of this department of 

Northwest Nazarene College. We have no evil report to bring, for truly, 
God has been with u:;. Satan has fiercely protested our right to go forward, 
but with a challenge to him to do his worst we have held the banner of hol
iness high and moved on; and to the honor of our God we can say that not 
once has the Shekinah glory been lifted from class rooms or office. 

Because of the financial crisis the enrollment has not been quite as large 
t his year as last, but generally speaking, the boys and girls come from the 
best of families and are proving themselves worthy of the homes they rep
resent. The shrinkage is only temporary and we shall look for a larger en
rollment next term than ever before. 

The different members of the teaching force have been at their very 
best and we never knew a set of teachers with whom it was more of a 
pleasure to teach. Their daily lives prove, without doubt, that they have 
the blessing; and their wi llingness to endure hardships, added to their abil
ity to meet and overcome obstacles, leads one to believe that they have not 
mistaken their calli ng. As truly as God calls men and women into the reg
ular ministry and into mission work, we believe that He calls them into 
the teaching profession; and without th is call, it seems to us thatnoone can 
be at his best as an instructor of children. 

The cooperation of the parents has been almost perfect, and we can 
hardly think of it without shedding tears of appreciation , especially when 
we rememl:Jer what priceless treasures they have unhesitatingly entrusted 
to our care, and how uncomplaining they have heen. God bless the parents 
of our boys and girl:;! I believe that He will honor their tears, groans, and 
sacrifice for their children, by sending them as gospel ' heralds the world 
over, until many will rise up in the judgment and call them blessed. 

Our beloved president has done more than hE: realizes to bring success 
to the grammar school, as to all other departments of the college. We love 
him with all our hearts, and often wonder how we could have borne the 
burdens and come out conquerors, had it not been for his brotherly counsel 
and the inspiration we have draw n from his godly life. 

Are you asking yourself, "Do holiness schools for boysandgirls pay?" 
If you are, we would suggest that you go to another :;ource for your infor
mation: Ask the Master and be sure that you get the answer direct from 
Him; ask the boys and girls themselves; attend one of our morning services 
when we have all of them together for song, testimony, and prayer; then 
if you are still unconvinced, we would most r.umbly recommend a searon of 
prayer at an old-fashioned mourner's bench with yourself as seeker and these 
same young fol ks to helµ pray you through. 

We believe in holiness schools for the children! We are in the fight to 
stay until we see every gun of the enemy spiked, every red flag of treason 
torn from its place, and Jesus crowned King of Kings forever! Amen. and 
Amen! B. W. SHAVER, Principal 
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CHARLOTTE McHosE 
Piuno 

GLENN J ANOSKY 
Cornet 

MAE STANDARD 
Baritone 

JAMES BURY 
Cornet 

PAUL FLOWERS 
Saxaphone 

ESTHER JAY 
Violin 

" The man that hath no music in himself, 
Nor is not moved with concord of sweet sounds 
Is fit for trt=>ason, stratagems, and spoils, 
The motions of his spirit are dull as night, 
Let no such man be trusted.'' 

- Shakespeare 

''And music too-dear music! that can touch 
Beyond all else, the soul that loves it much." 

- Moore 



]Joral mrpartmrut 
The potency of music has been acknowledged in all ages and by all 

races. "All life is music if one touches the notes rightly and in tune." But 
no man-made instrument can compare with t he human voice in expressing 
the feelings of the heart. Who has not been thrilled and quickened in ser
vice to others, who ·has not been uplifted in real devotion to God by a song? 
It is the aim and constant prayer of those in uur Vocal Department to sing 
the gospel of hope and salvation to the sorrowi ng-, sinning ones of earth and 
to send fmth the praises of God to earth 's remotest bound. 

The sick and the shut-in have been visited by the students and mal1y 
hearts have been cheered and encouraged by the sweet gospel hymns sung 
by a band of serenaders outside their doors. Requests for quartettes to help 
in the church services in and around Nampa are continually coming to us. 
Often calls come in from churches one hundred miles away. Much has been 
accomplished on this line, more will be done hy those who serve the Lord in 
song. ''O come, let us sing unto tbe Lord, let us sing with the heart and 
with the understanding, for He hath said, whoso offereth praise glorifieth 
me." M. L. L. 

Jtaun mrpartmrut 
Of all musical instruments, the piano is probably the most widely known 

and used. In its study there is an enjoyment, a satisfaction that has led 
many- and is leading many more- to experience this particular pleasure 
which expresses itself in various ways. For the despondent or melancholy 
there is nothing, perhaps. that is so good a remedy as a little music- good 
music, although it may he light in nature. Now music, it must be under
stood, does not always have to be impressively dignified and lofty to be good, 
no more than good poetry must always be of the sublime Miltonic type. 

Of course there is a place for this more classical and higher form of art, 
in music as well as in literature. And it is this. in my estimation, which 
shapes to a large extent the more <!u ltural and even ethical aspects of life. 
Along this line, some one has said of Aristotle: 

"Music was believed by this great philosopher to rouse in us a compas
sionate regard for humanity, to raise us ·out of ourselves, to free us from de
basing temptations, to bring us into touch with higher things." 

However, it will be necessary to recognize the fact that all modern so
called music does not possess that particular lifting quality that makes one 
feel as Aristotle must have felt. But as for that, when sound ceases to 
convey the deeper and truer motives of the soul; ceases to refresh and up
build and to convey higher emotions; then sound ceases to be music. 

I heartilv agree with the statement from the pen of one of our well
known music critics when he says, "Music will not want an audience as 
long as there are those on earth who weary of man's fitful uproar mingling 
with his toil, and must have for their peace of mind, their tranquility of 
heart, those sweet concordances and cadences that are the nearest approach 
we know to the unheard melodies beyond. " L. I. 
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Solo Cornet 

RALPH KELLOM 

GLENN JANOS KY 

LEE LANTZ 

Tuba 

CLil<'TON JOHNSON 

Melophone 

WARD WILEY 

JOHN KAUFFMAN 

C. A. DENT, Director 

Ffrst Curnl:'l 

RUBEL G ILMORE 

JAMES BURY 

JAMES NEAL 

EVANS LANTZ 

Piccolo 

MINNIE LORD 

Slide Trombone 

CALVIN EMERSON 

HARVEY FRAZIER 

JOSEPH STANDARD 

&olo Clnrinl-'l 

GERALD FLOWERS 

MATTHEW MAXWELL 

Tenor Saxaphone 

PAUL FLOWERS 

Drums 

W. A. WILSON 

ESTHER JAY 



Nurnr.s ht IDratning 

Close to the College campus stands the NazarPne Missionary Sanital'ium 
and Institute. This institution now belongs to the general Church of the 
Nazarene, though originally it was a department of N.N. C.; however, evt'n 
in its separateness, it seems a very part of our College. Reg-istered students 
are free to take med ical work int he hospital cla!-ses, also nurses in training 
are free to take work in the College. So, constantly intermingling, and 
knowing one another, we are bound by cords, strong-er even than t hose le
gal ties which formerly bound us together ; for we are bound by ties of ser
vice and sacrifice, love and sympathy one for another. What ties could be 
stronger! 

In the School of Nursing there are five young women in regular train
ing. In this school they rank as follows: seniors- Nellie Love. Susie Bevard, 
and Oral Mercer; juniors- Mary Jackson and Pri scilla Bartram. Any young 
women desiring to take work in a hospital should count themselves highly 
honored to have the pri vilege of taking their trainin g in such an institution 
as is this one·- anrl, it should be added, these five deft. capable young wo
men, as they are proving to be, do greatly appreciate the opportunities they 
are enjoying. And we pay tribute to those who through their sacrifice and 
service, led by the mig hty hand of God. keep the vision, and by faith march 
forward. purposing to accomplish all that t he vision , which God has given, 
in volves. 

As a Sani tarium its influence is being felt far and wide. People are be
ginning to know it, not in t he narrower sense as a denominational hospital, 
but rather, as a place where the best of aid may be obtained, not only for 
the physical mall , but for the spiritual as well. It is no secret in the world 
today that hospitals are few where God is given his rightful place. We are 
glad that t he influence going out is for good. May it a lways be for the good 
of humanity and the upbui lding of God's kingdom! 

Out in the future, and we hope not far distant, the missionary phase of 
the institution wil l be developed. How proud we as a College will be some 
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day to have living so near, and un
der such ::;plendid care as the Sani
tarium will be able to give them, 
our missionaries, those who have 
given of their very lives for th£! mil
lions in heathen darkness, and who 
having returned to recuperate, will 
such a benediction, such a blessing 
to us, who are yet striving toward 
our respective goals in Chrislian 
service. 

A STUDENT 

A Jrirrlrnn ~ift 

I made myself comfortable on a shady spot of the green carpeted lawn. 
In my arms I held a precious load, the bud of humanity-a baby. I am 
certain that she had the most winsome face in all babydom. Half buried 
in an abundance of downy pillows, her little bald head rested; yes, it was 
bald, except for the few golden hai rs that wound themselves into a ''beau 
catcher's curl" on her forehead. The big blue eyes sparkled as the vast azure 
of the sky met their upward gaze. The eyebrows, a shade darker than the 
bit of hair, were perfectly horizontal; the eyelashes, no darker, were long and 
curling; nothing was left unfinished. The wee nose had tried not to be 
"puggy," but that hadn't won out. A wise sortofasmile aroused two dim
pl~s that hid in her fat cheeks. The dainty mouth with its hint of a pucker 
resembled a red rosebud, undecided whether or not to unfold. Hers was 
or,e of those faces that makes one think of a white flower with light tou<:!hes 
of color on its pure petals- a face that embodied all there was of purity, 
love, and glory of heaven. 

The baby lay quiet and restful, except for her shifting glance from one 
end of the firmament to the other, perhaps in search of the home she had 
left so recently. Then, without warning both of baby's feet were flying in 
the air. Baby's musing had been interrupted by the sprightly actions of a 
gay butterfly. and with all of a baby's ambition she was trying to get hold 
of the flying speck. The long tapering fingers were enough to satisfy the 
baby 's mother that her daughter would be a musician. 

As I merlitated on the splendor and beauty of nature about me, I sensed 
God's desire to bring happiness to human beings through nature's gifts. 
But the birds, the flowers, and the mountains scattered no joy, no beauty, 
as did God's most precious and priceless gift- the little life I held- a baby. 

MYRNA WALLER, Col. '25 



Reader, ~f you are literarily inclined, ~f' pretty phrasing pleases you, and 
should you chance to find such literary merit herein, or read an entire article 
chock-full of literary talent, or one good enough to be publishFd in the Atlan
tic Monthly, then do not praise the author but give all the thanks and credit 
to our worthy English teacher, Mttry I. Forsyth. 

Thouoht like the rosebud hides i ts bPauty and fragrance within itse(f, un
less the fertility of soil and the warmth of atmosphere cause life to so stir 
within i t that it bursts its bonds. Literature is thought burst into bloom- an 
unfolding and revelation of the subtle and hidden motions of' th e soul. 

It is hoped lhat in thPse pages you will find at least a little of that f"rug
rance which marks li ttrai·y excellence. 

ID4r 1fHurr Art 
A peculiar glory seems to linger about the names of those who have de

voted their lives to expressing in the plastic arts the great universal ideals 
of the beautiful. Whether they have wrought in paint or marble or masonry, 
the world has accorded them chief p laces in the roll of fame. The names of 
many of the great artists have outlived in history those of their contempor
aries, who in their lifetime were considered far above them. Walpole and 
Bolingbroke may be forgotten, hut Christopher Wren will be known as long 
as St. Paul 's stands in London. Few ever think of the ha11 ghty Ju li us II to 
whom Raphael had to do homage, but the name of the great painter will 
likely be esteemed after the colors have faded from his "Madonna." Time 
has long ago erased the names of the once heralded Olympian herot'S of 
ancient Greece, but two milleniums and four centuries have not dimmed the 
glory of the sculptor Phidias. These men have won a fame which wil l doubt
less last as long as art and time endure. 

The artist has gained this preeminent place in the regard of mankind, 
because he has appealed to a strange and universal element i11 human nature. 
There is scarcely a man but has some spark of the aesthetic sense within 
him, which is awakened to life in the presence of that which is beautiful. 
So naturally, art, which is the embodiment of the beautiful in concrete form, 
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has a peculiarly strong attraction for all of us. When we view some master
ly painting , in which the artisthas laid bare the hidden secrets of his heart, 
we cannot help but feel a strange stirring within us, perhaps ak in to the very 
impulse t hat moved him whil e he wrought. Im bedded in the graceful form 
of a beautiful statue, we can discern the noble sentiments of him who fash
ioned it, and we feel the power of those sentim ents possessing our own 
minds. If we wal k down the aisles of a great cathedral, and see the forest 
of mig hty columns with branching arches soaring high above them, t he rich 
harmony of colored mosaic beneath ou r feet, and arou nd us a maze of in
tricate tracery, which seems to turn the heavy stone to feathery lightness, 
all softly illumined by the mellow light fi ltering in a thousand delicate tints 
t hroug h the g reat windows; when the full meaning of it all bursts in upon 
us, we fee l our souls up-lifted to devotion by the sublimity of the sight. 
Sometimes perhaps, when looking on such works of art, such inspiring im
pulses and aspirations awaken within us, that we almost feel that if the 
trowel or chisel or brush were in our hands we could bring forth these feel
ings of ours in a beautiful building or s tatue or painting. But if we should 
t ry it, we should find the elements stubbornly unyielding to our touch. Our 
soul s could find no expression here. It seems that such power is given to 
only the few. 

Is there then no avenue of expression to the conceptions and ideals 
which move us? Has God put that aesthetic sense within our breasts to 
mock us? To say t hat this is so would be to charge God unjustly. He has 
provided for all of us an aven ue of expression far more adequate and wond
erfu l than painter, sculptor, or architect ever found in his work. There is a 
finer art. God has committed to the humblest of us a substance far more 
precious t han artist ever wrought; that substance is a life, a self, 
a character. The development of true and noble manhood and woman-
hood is our task. Ours is th e Art of Life. 

In thi!:', our supreme calling, every interest should be centered and eve
ry facu lty of our being called into action. If the artist in earthly substan
ces pou rs his whole life into his work, which will soon perish, how much 
more should we, who a re fashioning that which is spiritua l and immortal. In 
ou r task is bound eternal destiny. If life is successfu l here, it is ultimately 
successfu l, in spite of any other failure. If life fails here, it is a 
total failure, no matter what other successes may be attained. 
The magnitude of the responsibility seems almost too great for human 
strength to bear; for who among men is wise enough to know what in char
acter will stand the test of eternal values; or who is capable of attaining to 
these standards if he knew them? Surely our task wou ld be hopeless, if 
God in his great love had not graciously proffered to supplement our weak
ness by his limitless wisdom and power. To him as the great Master Artist, 
the Architect of the universe, we may go for onr plans and know that he 
will grant us our request, for "If any man lack wisdom let him ask of God. 
who giveth to all men liberally and upbraideth not." If we lack strength to 
carry out our plans, we may come boldly unto the throne of grace. that we 
may find g race to help in time of need. With such provision made for eve
ry need we are well fi tted for our work of Life's Art. 



According t.o the plans of the Master Architect, the foundation must 
first be laid in true faith in Christ, "for other foundation can no man lav 
than that is laid, even Jesus Christ." Upright and holy chararter can only 
be developed from a holy life made so by the grace of God. With any other 
starting point failure is certain. But. with a certain and experiential knowl-

<continned on page 105) 

1£ula anh ©outrutmrnt 
She was not the woman I would have chosen for Charles' wife- that is, 

in those first months after the marriage. I wondered at my brother's fancy 
thinking that it must have been merely that. Her tranquil composure and 
leisurely restfulness had not then become balm to the passionate fluctua
tions of my impetuous spirit. I used even to become vexed with her undis
turbed peacefulness, and wish that she would, for at least one time, satisfy 
me with an excited or heated countenance. But Eula never did. 

One late summer Sabbath afternoon as I rounded the curve of the lane 
leading to her house, I saw her sitting, Indian-fashion, under tht! huge oak 
whose branches brush her window-pane, picking a chicken, and humming a 
song under her breath. It did not seem out of keeping with the Sabbath 
however, that she should be picking a chicken, and because it didn't, I sud
dently realized that this woman might do even her washing and churning 
and scrubbing on the holy day, and it would not seem that the Sabbath 
was being desecrated. I paused a moment at first glimp8e of her. What
ever highbrow scruples I might possess concerning her ways vi.:ith the 
world, or concerning her culture (so called) , I had to admit, i;,rudgingly--to 
be sure, that there was assuredly, a quality distinctly pleasing, about her. 
And as she sat beneath the shade of the green trees, occuµied with so home
ly a task, and with her toddling child playing in the grass near by, an ap
preciation of her type of loveliness came to me. 

"Well, I'm just taking it easy out here in the shade," she greeted me 
in her soft slow voice. "I'd much rather not be doing a thing, but Charlie 
said I might just as well cook this chicken for Sunday night supper, it being 
the last we'er apt to have till next soring." 

"Your last chicken!" I emphasized. ''Where are the rest, the hundred 
or so? 

"Now, you haven't been over in more'n a week's time, have you, Elean
or? so you haven't heard," returned Eula who occasionally lapsed into the 
lazy drawl of her own southern land. "It was Wednesday that Charlie came 
in and told me that something was catchin' the chickens. Queer, now, 
that. I never paid much attention. I wasn't a bit alarmed. This one here's 
our last. Better stay to supper and have a bite." 

I looked at her in opened-mouth astonishment. She was as undisturb
ed as if she had just announced that Tabby had caught a mouse. Even 
chickens count some times. "Well, what will you do for meat during har
vest season, Eula?" I asked a bit sharply, unconsciously nettled that she 
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showed so little concern. 
''Oh, we'll get along somehow. I reckon we could do without chicken 

this one time. There's still plenty of milk and butter and vegetables. Then, 
you know I did a right good amount of canning this summer. My preserves 
certainly did fine. And there's such a sight o' berries. Charlie hardly 
needs nothing more when I've fixed him a berry pie. I guess we'll make 
out. Then there's the pigs, too, come later, and we'll butcher. I was al
lowin' that maybe you'd !Pnd me eggs for a time." 

I could but mentally shake my head over the practicability and thrifti
ness (ah me!) of my brother's wife. But I supposed that they would "get 
a long" all right, and finally be as happy and well-to-do as the rest of us 
who worry about this and strive about that, and surely they will have fatter 
bones than we. 

As I walked down the lane and neared the turn where the clump of wil
lows hide the house from view, I met Charles, smiling in contemplation of 
his evening at home with wife and baby. 

"How are you, brother?" I hailed him. "I just left the last chicken on 
its way to the frying-pan. Hard luck, isn't it?" 

''Yes, it is rather bad," responded this brother of mine, "but she took 
it a ll so sweetly. You know how nice Eula is about things." 

''Yes, she is, Charles," I replied in answer to the confident sweetness 
his eyes ht' ld whenever he mentioned her name. "Indeed, she is. I am 
sure. with _her, your board wil l always be laden with plenty. But I must 
hurry. See the sun adorning yonder mountain peaks with his yellow gold. 
Well, en joy your chicken ! Goodnight." 

Throu1J.h tht> shades of evening I walked slowly home Lo my own cioorstep, 
and there sPated myself on its clean stones, to sit and feel the darkness gath
er around m<:>; to watch the summer stars come shyly out, and to see the sil
ver bow of the young moon sailing into the faintly golden west. 

September mornings have ever been a source of delight to me. The 
clear am her of th,~ir atmosphere affects m.v head and heart as would new wine. 
What to do on one such morning was hard to decide. My heart lured me to 
wood lands, but my conscience whispered that duty called me to the task of 
irathering in my garden truck. I fear I would have listened to the voice of 
duty and t hus missed an autumn day wher, autumn's fascinatingmelancholy 
and autumn's gorgeous gayety vie for supremacy in one's heart, had not 
Eula, with a bag on her arm come up at the decisive moment, and asked rr.e 
to \,\ a1 k with her to the woods, where, <:>ach fall, she was accustomed to 
gatht'r th e various herb lt'aves and roots for the winter's store of meaicines. 

With pondering steps we started on our two mile walk, but the deliciOU!, 
tank of the September air spurred me on to a li veli~r pace, and ere I was 
aware I had left Eula far behind walking peacefully along in her usual meas
ured tread . Eula was a ll imperturbabi lity, yet I knew that in her way she 
was enjoying the racy wi ne of the fall morning, and that 1::,he was feeling as 
keenly the zest of living as was I. Only she was not exclaiming in rapturous 
and almost unintelligible phrases as was I. l waited for Eula. "Eula! 
Eula! If only you'd run and skip! Wny do11't you?" 



"Oh, I usually take the gait I can keep, then I last all day. I enjoy the 
birds and clouds and trees just as well. But of course I don't mind a mite 
because you want to holler and run along and skip. You remind me of one 
of Charlie's colts in the lot. Just keep on, I don't mind." 

I was hoping that she would walk hitber and yon through the enchant
ed deeps of the wood with me before she attempted to gather the herhs. I 
wanted some one near to listen to my rapturous appreciation of every flow
er and fern. But Eula said "no," that after she had filled her bag, then she 
would take her "look." "You know, if I went a-peepin' through the trees 
now, a-seein' all the woodland folk. I'd just naturally forget all about the 
herbs, and what I 'specially came for. Flowers have a way o' nodding to 
me and I can't leave the sweet things alone. " 

So Eula filled her bag. How long it took her, [ do not know, for she had 
no sooner left off speaking until away I flew in response to the Jure of a 
wind that sighed through the tree-tops, and of leaves that danced like gold
en fairies. 

When finally my feet grew weary, I sought the opening. Looking for 
my gentle companion I found her seated on a grass covered knoll. She was 
perfectly still; her sunbonnet had fallen to her neck and the sun showed 
burnished glints in her hair. Before her lay a field of goldenrod which 
r eached to where the woods began again. The woods from there continued 
on and on until they printed themselves in red and gold splashes afar up the 
crevices of the mountains. And the mountains rose, range upon range and 
ended in their peaks poking throug-h the still round clouds which lie close 
to the horizon on a September day. 

Our homeward walk was quiet. Eula seemed to be held in an even deep
er contentment. As I looked at her walking beside me, I was conscious of 
a feeling that in some way she had taken into her soul a great part of the 
loveliness of the scene at which she had looked so long. I wanted to ask her 
to tell me how the beauty of the day seemed to have gone into her heart and 
thus sustained itself there, but I knew that she was not a 'poet in worrJs' so 
I forbore. 

It was years ago that I first began to know the real woman. I never 
think of her any morf', but that a sense of contentment steals over me, and 
now, Contentment, to me, is ever personified in Eula. 

W. GLADYS FLANNERY, Col. '23. 

1llnrs JJf nrrr nf 3ll!Iill 1Jnsurr ~urrrss? 
It is held by many today that anyone can do anything he sets out to 

do. They tell us that our failure or success lies in our force of will. If 
we but have the will power things wi ll come our way. If we want some
thing bad enough we are sure to get it. On its face this doctrine seems 
plausible. There are indeed many who seem to have risen above their fel
lows by sheer force of perso11ality. We call them supermen. Some of us 
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spend much time in psychological study looking for the secrets of their suc
cess, in order that we too, may go and do likewise. 

This is all very well when we ourselves are well in the way of success. 
But there are multiplied millions in the world, men just as good as we, who 
are ihe_vitably crushed by the force of circumstances. One only. needs to take 
a trip thrQugh the slums of our great cities and observe the piteously hope
less, longing look on the faces of the multitudes. They want success with 
attendant money and fame as well as the rest of us. Their passionate desire 
is, if anything, stronger than ours, but their powers of will butt in vain 
against the stone wall of t heir surroundings. We see here that succeE:s is 
not achieved by a strong desire or masterly will power alone. There must 
be an intellectual basis. Tht>re must not only be a desire to arri ve at a certain 
destination, but there must also be a careful knowledge of the roarl leading 
to that destination. It is evid,mtly possible for the young man of the s lums 
to rise above his surroundings and achieve success, but few have the judg
ment and knowledge necessary to steer themselves in their upward course. 

We must recognize also that greatness is not achieved by striving for 
greatness. It is only by employing something else as an objective that we 
rise to personal success. The world's tru ly successful men are those who 
have lost themselves in their work. As some one has said if a man writes 
a better book or constructs a better mouse trap the world will make a beat
en path to his door though his home be in the backwoods. Greatness comes 
through work. We are successful if we make a success of our work. 

Again, success comes to the man who pays the price. This is an inex-
orable law. We get nothing without paying for it. This price is often too 
dear to pay. Men have become mi llionaires, but the dearest treai:mres of 
their homes have bt>en wrecked. Many have obtained their money through 
means by which their own so11ls have been hopelessly lost. They have 
bought and paid for success as tht>y considered success but the price was too 
great. In the eyes of the world they are famous--superb examples of con
quering humanity, but in the eyes of God they are miserable fools who have 
sold their invaluable birthright for a passing mess of pottage. 

In our strivings for success, we must all reckon not on ly with ourselves 
and with the world about us, but a lso with the divine Providence. We may 
plan and seek to accomplish varied and great ends, but above everything 
God determines the outcome. It is useless for 11s to try to protest against 
the divine will. The proper E>phere for the activity of our will power is in 
accordance with the will of God. Wher. we know the divine will our deter
mination will help us, provided we place ourselves in line with that will. 
Otherwise we are bumping against a brick wall. Much of the trouble in the 
world is by people taking the reins in their own hands. In this way they 
succeed in getting themselves mired down in circumstances from which often 
they are never able to extricate themst>lves. Man's true objective is God. 
If we wish to attain genuine success, we must needs leave our destiny in di
vine hands, and then we must exert ourselvt>s with all our might along the 
channels indicated by the divine will. 0 1 herwise we are trying to lift our
selves by our boot straps. Our exerLion is in vain. 

EDWARD KLINDWORTH. Col. '23 

• 



~trgfrtrll 1£aurtur 

Laurine came from Norway. That one is spoken of by his surname sig
nifies one of two things. He is either a celebrity or a person held in good-na
tured ~ontempt. One never "misters" Harding, Lloyd George, Briand, or 
Hawkins, the village horse-trader. The very fact that Siegfried Laurine 
was not referred to as Professor Laurine by the students at the conservatory 
meant that he was not a mediocrity. 

Fame and distinction could easily have been his. For he played the pi
ano as only a master can. A pupil of the wonderful Paderewski when the 
Polish patriot was but an unknown lad of eighteen he might have caused his 
former teacher to " look to his laurels" had he but ventured forth. But 
with the rare gift of his genius for producing melody he had been denied 
an ego which would carry him before the public to win admiration wh ich 
his ability could command. 

There at the 1.:onservatory his exceptiional worth was overshadowed by 
his queerness. The only thing Laurine had hacl in common with his fellow 
professors, like himself of Norwegian or else Swedish origin, was big feet. 
Even Lautauve, the typically dissipated art professor, hacl them. 

A diplomat, likely, would be the impression Siegfried Laurine woulci 
have made, had he been seen for t he first time coming ashore from his na
tive land; a statesman comin g to attend a political conference in Washington. 
A very tall borly, habitually clothed in a wrink leless black broadcloth Prince 
Albert suit, the regal bearing, the faultless Van Dyke beard. all lent color 
to his aristocratic appearance. But his sen8itive almost sh rinkin g disposition 
caused him to live, reg-ardle8s of his prPµossessing personality and his fine 
talent, "by the mossy stone." 

Afflicted with nerves- yes- for no normal healthy being would shun the 
smilight as did Laurine. He persistently excluded the sunrays from his stu
dio and lived and taught by artificial light. Never on a temptingly bright 
morning did Laurine come out. But as soon as the first raindrops began to 
fall, the piano professor in silk hat, long raincoat, big rubbers and armed 
with an umbrella would emerge and start for a walk. 

But then he loved the minor melodies·-the sad in music. Often as he 
played tears wou ld stream down his cheeks. The standard Laurine judged 
students by was that quality of feeling shown, technique- t hat could be ac
quired. It was a constant source of grievence to him that the Americar1 girls 
were so "g·iggly"- unable to play with an:v real depth of feeling. 

However il was Laurine's hands that were the most uncanny. Piano 
hands! Each one of his bony highly trained fingers seemed to possess an in
telligence- a soul, and t he pallor of the skin heightened the effect. His handEO 
and his piano were priceless possessions- they were the instruments by 
which he could express his super talent. And he craved no other portion. 

DOROTHY SHELDON, Col. '24 



The curtain has fallen on one day's act in the drama of his little life. 
The eyes which have been keen to see every movement about him, are now 
closed. 

The restless feet, that all day long have pattered down dusty streets 
over scorching pavement, through Jong shady Jane, along the winding cow 
path, and through the cool refreshing brook, then homeward to track dust 
in to the parlor, and fill the house with noise and racket, are now still. 

The stained hand outside the r.over is soiled and rough, the cut finger 
with its loose dirty bandage shows the work of the amateur surgeon, and 
pleads with a mute and effective pathos, for the mischievous hand that is 
never still. 

On the brown cheek the stain of a tear marks the piteous close of a day's 
trouble- trouble at school with lessons too many and too difficult for his 
tender mind, trouble with temptation to have unlawful fun for which the 
penalty is not easily forgotton, trouble in the streets with boys too big for 
him- and at last, in his home, his refuge, trouble has pursued him, until 
feeling utterly friend less, and in everybody's way, he has left the family 
circle, and crawled off to that ill kept portion of the house usually dignified 
by the title of "The Boy's Room." Here his overcharged heart has welled 
up into his eyes, his last waking breath has b-roken into a sob; and at last 
when it seems that, after all. life is only one broad sea of troubles whose 
restless billows in never ending succession break, and beat, and double and 
dash upon the short shore line of a boy 's life, he has drifted away into that 
wonderland of a boy's sleep, where troubles are no more. 

G. F. OWEN, Col. '23. 

I thank thee, Lord, for friends so true; 
Lonely 'twould be had I not one. 
I praise thee for them all, dear Lord, 
But for the dearest one, thy Son, 

I thank thee most. 

l love my friends, yes every one; 
They all mean very much to me. 
But he who gave his life, his all , 
To save me when I spurned his love, 

I Jove him most. 

My friends mean much when trouble comes; 
They comfort, all are very kind. 
But he who standeth near my side, 
Yea knows the anguish of my mind, 

He comforts most. 
Elsie Hase! wood 

Y~~e'f.Jon 



IDqr i!lrnnk 

0 laughing little brook, wending thy way through the woodland 's dusky 
shadows, and on through peaceful valleys, where h; thy source and where art 
thou going? Beneath thy merry singing, methinks I hear a melancholy mur
mur. What human secret sorrows are hidden in thy bosom! Men for gener
ations have sought thee to pour ~ut their hearts' secrets; have gazed into thy 
shining depths, for the inspiration that only nature can give; have reclined 
on thy cowslip bank; and stooped for a cold draught from thy spark ling waters; 
yet only for a little while, and they droop and die like the flowers at their 
feet. Yes, "men may come and men may go, but you goon forever! " Though 
centuries old, thou art ever young. The playful breezes toss leaves to float 
like tiny ships, down thy rippling tide; sunbeams play upon thee; the fleecy 
clouds in the azure sky and the shining sun are reflected in thy crystalline 
depths. Even the green banks, where hare-bells and violets grow, are mir
rored there also. Go on , little brook, chattering and gurgling on thy way, 
and sing to others the song thou hast sung to me. 

EFFIE MOORE, ACAD. '22 

The place where the restless ocean and land med is a battle ground. 
The Land with stubborn defiance says to the Seas, ' 'You shall come no far
ther." The Ocean, restless in its capativity, hurls wave after wave at the 
nnclaunted shore. Each line of attack is more determined than the preceding 
one, until with a mighty effort, a roar, and a hiss, the foaming crest is hurl
ed far upon the sands, only to sink back in seeming despair. But soon with 
fresh courage the strife is renewed ; and thus continues night and day. sum
mer and winter- this ceaseless warfare of prisoner and guardian. 

CARL EMBRES, ACAD. '23 

:rnrs11latt11n 

Turning away from the descending- road , we paused upon the summit 
of a high embankment. The air was thin and clt>ar and from here the view 
was magnificent, 

Fifty miles to the south rose high ranges of barren , sharply-cut peaks. 
while directly before us lay the outskirts of the great Bad Lands. H:lme
stead1::rs had named this portion the Lictle Bad Lands. It comprised three 
towering peaks, surrounded by a network of deep, yawning chasms. These 
peaks were worn and carved by wind and water into steep, deeply furrowed 
ascents, rock-ribbed cliffs, and high narrow ledg-es. The most striking of the 
three buttes was the central one. It stood in the form of a majestic cath
edral dome, its broad base rising in great rounded cliffs,and crowned by an 
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immense rounded top. Here, in a huge mass of loosely piled rock an occa
sional clump of stunted, wind-swept fir trees found a precarious footing, 
making a splotch of dark color against the white rock, and looking like 
little, weazened old men hni;,ging the side of the mountain . About the 
base of each of the buttes grew other scattered firs, seeking the shelter of 
walls and niches for protection against the wind and cold , and the sweep
ing winter blizzards. 

At our feet lay the network of chasms. The one just before us was of 
great depth, its perpendicular walls carved in soft shales and sandstone of 
the same dead. yellow-white of the cliff walls. Above us the chasm was 
narrow and tortuous and the floor fell in a rapid sucession of dry waterfalls; 
below us it was wide, the floor even and sandy, or covered with rounded, 
waterworn pebbles. Looking down upon it from that height, the floor was 
like a smooth, curving roadway. A small natural bridge, wide t!nough to 
offer but a perilous footing, arched the waterway; still farther down a great 
dark cavern was worn back into the cliff walls. In imagination I could see 
the spring flood sweeping down the falls in a foaming, muddy torrent, dash
ing across the sandy floor, under the arched bridge, into the black cavern 
and pouring at last into the muddy little white river miles below. 

The whole atmosphere of the place- the carved peaks and water-worn 
chasms, the dead, monotonous color, broken only by the green-black of the 
stricken fir trees, the feeling of mystery and brooding silence which hover
ed about- all spoke of devastation and desolation. One instinctively knew 
it to be the haunt of the coyote and the wild cat. 

VERNE HUTCHENS, COL. '24 

A ir11rrt fe,unriar 

The term desert usually brings to our minds, by way of connotation. the 
conception of a dry, sandy waste, uninhabited by man and almost too barren 
to support animal life. This is the usual image that comes before us when 
we hear t he term Sahara or Great American Desert. Mountain ranges and 
hills occupy large portions of many deserts, hut we rarely give them a place 
in our conception of the term. We think of the desert as being invariably 
dreary and desolate, as incapable of appealing to our aesthetic taste as it is 
supporting physical life. At times, however, the desert is beautiful with a 
charm peculiarly its own. 

I shall never forget a su11rise on the desert which I saw one September 
morning a few years ago . . I had taken a train at Oakland. California the 
previous evening, and after a night's ride I awoke early t o find that every
thing in the chair-car was covered with dust. Consulting my time-table 
map and watch, I learned that I was travel ing across the Mohave Desert. 
A look through the car window gave corroborated evidence to that fact. In 
the gray dawn I could see numerous sand hills sparsely clothed with brown
ish-gray sage brush. As the train sped along it brought to my view a con
tir,uous series of sand hills. The topography of the country reminded me 
of pictures I had seen of the bad lands of South Dakota. However, the col
or scheme here was charaderistic of the desert, The sand was light yellow 



and the more distant hillocks contrasted sharply with the semi-darkness that 
seemed to fill the intervening hollows. 

Soon there appeared on the eastern horizon a golden flush which quick
ly turned to a deep crimson. · In a few moments long rays of light streaked 
the eastern sky, and the sun itself appeared. The light seemed to radiate 
from a great ball of fire, which, because of the clearness of the desert at
mosphere, lool<ed far larger than the sun with which I was familiar. As it 
came into full view its bright rays were caught and reflected by the spark
ling sand. It was almost as if the gray wastes, having bid adieu to the dark
ness, were turning to greet the day. I had previously watched from the sea
shore as the sun had slowly set, seemingly going into a watery grave. That 
scene had been grand and beautiful, but this sunrise on the desert was far 
more majestic and inspiring. The rising sun seemed to be the embodiment 
of physical power and splendor. Under his magic wand the desert became 
beautiful. As I recall the scene now there comes to my mind the words of 
the prophet: ' 'To you shall the sun of righteousness arise with healing in 
his wings." 

MYRON BLANCHARD, Col. '23 

ID!rr 31 atrrfall 

The water shot out over the rocks and fell with a mighty roar to the 
bottom of the canyon. The snowy mass seemed always changing, and yet 
ever the same. The high steep walls on either side shut in the noise from 
the falling water so that we could scarcely hear one another speak. · The air 
for quite a distance around us was fill ed with a fine spray, and as the sun 
shone on it we could see millions of tiny rainbows, with their streaks of violet 
and green and orange and red. The pool at the foot of the falls was covered 
with a white foam, and now and then a large rainbow trout would jump out 
of the water with his glistening scales shining in the sun and reflecting all the 
tints of the mist above. · 

The beauty and loneliness of the place cast a peculiar spell over us. We 
were so completely shut out from the hot dry world around us that we felt 
as if we were in a little world of our own. 

RALPH W. KELLOM, Col. '25 

What is real rest? It is not the rest which comes through the lay
ing aside of duties; not the rest that is found by throwing off heavy bur
dens and cares; not the rest that comes from a beautiful and inspiring day 
spent in the woods with nature, although that is wonderful; nor is it that 
which comes from the thought of having done well a heavy task. It i3 that 
soul rest which comes at the end of a perfect day. It is the rest that comes 
from the fact that you know you have been trne to yourself and God, and 
have been a blessing to your fellow men. 

GRACE LITTLE, Acad. '23 



Spring is in the air. The thermometer registered 
below zero last night, and the night before it dropped as 
low as ten degrees past zero mark. And today the snow 
is falling inches thick. Yet Spri1:g is in the air. 
I feel that Spring is in the air. For days- a week or 
more- that warm silken stream which is the herald of 
Spririg, has been coursing through my veins. Smoothly 
it sweeps through my beir. g un til it reaches my heart
there it throbs in that strange exuberar.t way, and which 
foretells me that assuredly Spri-ng is on his way. 
I am glad! I could laugh, and halloo, arid clap my 
hands in glee- and I could shout exultantly- "Come 
snow! come frost! come exceedir.g cold! blow· winds! 
flit snow-birds, arid remain sombre, leaden sky!-ye 
cannot temper my spirits now- for though ye bluster 
or mock or deceive- I know that Spring is in the air. 

W. GLADYS FLANNERY, Col. '28 
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m~at lltarh to IDr 

0 childhood days! Days when the heart was carefree and light. Days 
when all seemed joyous and bright. Days full of fun and innocent glee, 
when our greatest delight was to climb in a tree, and pick from its boughs, 
apples, peaches and cherries; or run through th e woods in search of s t raw
berries. Days when it took ages for Christmas to come, w hen good Santa 
brought toys, and sweet sugar plums. Days when we could sleep till t he 
sun was high in the sky. Days when we had cream on fat apple pie. Days 
when the gander chased us, and oh, how we' d run! Good barefoot days with 
legs tan ned in the sun! 

WALTER MILLER, A cad. '23 

It seems t hat among all the various and sundry literary productions that 
yearly make their way into print, the kind most eagerly sought for and read 
is the so-called expJse. No 'natter if it be a revelation of the sinister prac
tices of some Osteopath in Kalamazoo, Mich. , or the Naked Truth about 
Plumbers, people, in order to satisfy their innate crav in g for the sensational 
and unusual, wi ll alrrost frantically fi ght one another to obtain it. 

Therefore, I have taken it upon myself to reveal to the world some of the 
pernicious practices and customs found in t hat common but li tt le known insti'
tution, the Dormitory. Natural ly, I recoil from writing a work of this kind. 
There will be, I fully realize, upon t he publication of this sententious articl e 
a concerted out-cry from the rnany Deans of Men and Deans of Women broad
CctSt in the country. These acknow led~ed and und isputed monarchs of t he 
Dormitories will at once brand me as a well meaning but misguid ed youth, 
a:c:: a crabbed cynic, as an unprincipled scoundrel, and all the other names usu
all y applied to one who does something out of the ordinary. I expect it though, 
and real ize that in a work of this kind, persecution is a natural consequence. 
Ho wever, and to th e contrary notwithstanding, nothing can swerve me from 
my purpose. I will g ive hont:stly, plainl y, and as an eyewitness, my im
pressions. 

The most odious and unmitigated condition one notices is that ''privacy" 
is mer~ly a word; it is unheard of in a dormitory. That your room, your 
ahode, always acknowledged tu be the one place above all others where a 
man could find seclusion, would be free from defilement, is a myth, an hal
lucina tion. Your room is as open to the public as a lobby of a hotel. That 
your room is a hallowed sanctuary wherein only you have free access, is as 
unthoug·ht of as it is false. Of course some, in order to keep up the habit, 
knock, before entering. This is only a form, however, and is considered as 
such. Tru ly, it seems a need less expenditure of money to put up doors at 
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all. A line marking off the allotted spar.e would suffice. 
I will concede that your trunk and bur~au drawers are, in so far as I 

know, private. This is true, I firmly believe, not because of any reverence 
held for your personal belongings, but because of no really heartfelt de
sire to look into them. 

On the other hand of course there is the argument that you should not 
have in your room anything that you would not care for anybody to see. All 
well and good enough, but if one does, inadvertently, leave on his table a par
ticularly insistent letter from some creditor, he likes to think that b.v the next 
day it would not be a universally known fact. 

Another disagreeable practice existing in dormitories is that of system
atizing and regulating all your actions. It takes from you the last vestige of 
personal liberty. You are made a mar.hine that moves and acts only by a 
specific signal. This system is carried out by the aid of that diabolical con
trivance, the electric bell. Its ril')ging ceases to mean just another noise to 
you; it is the signal to perform some duty. At night its distracting clamor 
sends you mumbling to bed, and in the morning its raucous outcry calls you 
forth, grouchy and uncivil, to a new day. And while you are still lying in 
bed, deliriously enjoying a few moments of oversleep-with all its clanging 
and crashing it will rouse you and taunt you until you feel like climbing to 
the uppermost part of your bed and there shriek with the poet-

"Hear the loud alarum bells
Brazen bells! 

What a tale of terror, now their turbulency 
tells! 

In the startled ear of night 
How they scream out their affright.' ' 

In the morning near breakfast is this system particularly annoying. It 
seems to be the peculiar custom of all college dining clubs not to hold up 
meals until every individual makes his appearance. Consequently, it de
pends entirely on your speed whether you go to breakfast half-dressed or 
fully attired. 

And even at your meals is the thing forced on you. Every action is con
trolled by a bell. I have it on good authority that installing phonographs 
in the dining halls is being- considerf'd. The diners would then eat in time 
with the music. The music, no doubt, will be adjusted in accordance with 
the type of food served, For example a quick snappy selection would be 
appropriate for light soups and stews, while a steadier, calmer piece would 
go well with the liver and onions. For the piece of pie or dish of prunes I 
would suggest a slow dreamy waltz. You can see the possibilities of such 
a !:'Cherne. 

Further, there is to be reckoned with the unique plan that has been 
evolved of assigning certain things. That is, one part of the usual twenty
four hours you study, another, eat, and so on. This means, of course that 
if studing was the last thing on earth you wanted to do or could do, every 
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®urr tqr ~ihr 
It was now spring, and the warm waters of the Japanese currents 

were being appreciated on the eastern coast. especially by sailors of the At
lantic fleet. Our skipper J. F. Carter, better known as Nick Carter, was 
sure to give the swimming call as soon as the east current hit the shores. 
In Washington he was known for his efficiency, and he was determined, 
regardless of comfort or satisfaction, to keep up his reputation. So, as a 
matter of fact, we had several laws aboard that were not universal. 
One of these cumbersome regulations was that no man could have liberty or 
leave until he had learned to swim. However, this didn't affect me, for I 
had before this time swum the distance of a first class swimmer and had 
confessed half aloud that I could perform the necessary requirements of an 
expert, with one exception. Unfortunately, I was n'ot able to cope with 
the driving situation and was therefore excluded from the degrees so covet
ed by sai lors. 

On a certain beautiful day in May the word was passed that the cap
tain was going to sound swimming call and that all hands must go over the 
side. I was not worried, however, for I was sure that I was perfectly cap
able to buck the tide or even swim around the bow if necessary. But, as 
the reader has experienced, at certain times we become over confident of 
our ability and we soon find ourselves slipping toward a chasm that we can
not span; this was my condition at this particular time. Of course, all 
men who did not go over at the call, should , without any preliminary dis
cussion be heaved over the side bodily. I had often escaped swimming call; 
in fact, I had only responded to it when I was in the mood; so naturally I 
felt that I could go through the same performance again; for, since I be
longed to the medical department, I enjoyed many privileges that seamen 
never enjoyed; one was that of being exempt from swimming call. Any
way, rE:gardless of facts or fancies, at eleven-thirty swimming call sounded, 
and immediately the boatswain's mate passed the word, "All hands over 
the side.'' 

After all other men who were on decks had gone over, I was informed 
by a certain mate to either follow suite or take the consequences. But 
since I was well known and, with one exception, on the good side of all 
the mates, I felt that this one would not have the audacity to carry out 
such threats as he had insinuated. Anyway, I told him that I belonged to 
the Medical Department and that the swimming regulations were for sea
men; moreover, that I was not there to be disciplined by a boatswain's mate, 
second class, and that if he desired any- farther argument on the subject 
he might see the doctor, Lieutenant Cook. At this point I dismissed the 
subject and began to get busy at other affairs. But this spry boatswain's 
mate was not to be put off so easily. He kindly informed me that he was 
under orders and if I didn't obey them that he would put me over the side. 
Perhaps I didn't understand his situation. At any rate, I told him that he 
had better not try it, and that if he was determined to carry out his threat 
he had better get a bit of help. At this he seemed to be somewhat satisfied 
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llitqiu tqr llalls 
To every youth who hears the Master's call, ''Come follow me and I wil1 

make you fi,shers of men," there comes the question, "How shall I prepare 
myself?" He feels that the work is important and realizes that he must be 
especially equipped. First, however, there is a necessary fundamental, a 
prerequisite which God has laid down for every chi ld of his, and which can 
be obtained ·nowhere except at the hands of Jesus himself. This all-impor
tant foundation is the baptism of the Holy Ghost. This alone cannot but 
make of us ever fruitful Christians and successful workers; and yet the 
great majority of us who wholly follow God will be directed into paths where 
a two-fold preparation will lovingly be asked of uR. In any of the higher 
educational institutions of the land with their present high standards of 
learning, the mind can be fully trained; yet not only the mind but the spir
it also must be fittfid for the taRks which lie ahead and nowhere can this 
training so well be had as in our own holiness schools. 

When the realization of this )Jeed breaks in upon us, we begin to cast 
about for the place where our highest expectations may be fulfilled. N atur
ally, as we search, our first thought is of the intellectual and spiritual stand
ards to which the various schools attain. In these days mottoes have come 
to mean buL little, for they seldom are used as a guiding· principle. But 
how glad we then are to find a college where a few of God's men and wo
men have purposed that the motto, "Seek ye first the kingdom of God and 
His righteousness; and all these things shall be added unto you," will be the 
standard always striven for and never lowered! When He is placed first, 
everything else naturally and logically falls in order. Oh, the joy of learn
ing when, as the mind is deepened and enriched, and cries out, "I see," the 
heart echoes, "I feel !" While the mind is being educated , the heart is be
ing schooled. 

It is within the walls of our administration and dormitory buildings, and 
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on the college campus t hat we learn the carrlinal lessons of life>, b<>autifully 
significant when revealed by the Spirit of Truth, and unfolderl by a spiritu
al, understanding-, and sympathetic man of God. It is here that the great 
ideal of a life hid with Christ is unbraicled, and we examine one by one the 
three beautiful strands- service. sacrifice, and love. Here the aim of our 
entire life is deepened and enriched by a new vision of a !if e patterned af
ter the One who lived only to serve. "He came not to be ministered unto, 
but to minister." "The servant is not greater than his Lord." ''Whosoever 
will be chief among you, let him be your servant." President Wiley has 
told us that the symbol of Christianity is, not a cro:,,s, not a crown. but a 
towel. "He who serves his brother best gets nearer God than the rest." We 
hear much of social service in this age, anrl we are told that those who serve 
their fellowmen will con,;equently be love i of Goj; but such service is barren 
of spiritual fruit. Only those who love Goel will serve humanity; only those 
who have placed themselves at the feet of Him who girded Himself with a 
towel and washed the disciples' feet, have caught the inspiration of service
a service that is infinite ly vicarious. 

The atmosphere of the school is such that we understand that we are sent 
forth, not to see how much we can gather, but how much we can scatter; 
not how much we can get, but how much we can give. He lives most who 
gives most. The life of our beloved president isa constant inspiration to us 
and his influence will be as undying as life itself. Th,~ first year or two we 
only admire and appreciate the great life of service and sacrifice, but finally 
little by little, in classroom and in chapel, we begin to understand. A vi
s ion comes to us of a life so like the Master's that, lo, we surldenly realize 
that we are transformed. Yet the process has been gradual and almost un-
observed by us. . 

However, these two rare fruits of character- service and sacrifice- are 
only two by-products of a great principle which has come to rule and con
trol our li ves. Love is this fundamental law which vitalizes the other two. 
"To him who loves, service is its own reward, and sacrifice its privilege." 
The world is filled with those who are s lighted, oppressed and cursed, but 
not loved. When we go forth into the world to live our lives we will not 
meet with competition when we li ve out the life of love. 

And so it is, aside from the important mental education, the spiritual 
preparation of our college days gives to us a knowledge of how to better live 
the life to which we are called. Oh, the usefulness of life, the motive of 
which has become a single, propelling, consuming, constraining force- love! 

"Love is life's end!- an end, but never ending, 
AlYjoys, all sweets, all happiness awarding; 
Love is life's wealth (ne'er spent, but ever spending) 
More rich by giving, taking by discarding; 
Love is life's reward, rewarding in rewarding; 
Then from thy wretched heart fond care remove, 
Ah! should'st thou love but once, love sweets to prove, 
Thou wilt not Jove to live unless thou li ve to love." 

FAIRY S. CHISM, COL. '23 



"ul'l7at il;nur in tqr 11nrning" 

To most people "chapel services" mean just exactly what the words 
signify, "duties performed in a chapel." To the students of the Northwest 
Nazarene College, however, the phrase has a deeper meaning and a vaster 
significance. It denotes that part of our school life, without which we 
would not exist. It indicates that place where together students commune 
with God. It stands for that phase of our activities which bears out our 
claim of being a holiness school. 

It is hard to describe our chapel services. It is difficult to tell, by a 
natural medium, the supernatural. If I could express, if mere man's lang
uage cou ld portray, the shouts of joy, the hush of conviction, the cries of 
triumph, the sobs of despair, that mark that morning hour, what a story could 
be told. If I could rightly picture that hour when we cast aside our studies 
and cares to worship together, our God ; when young men and women bow in 
humble prayer to their Creator ; when glowing testimony and fiery exhorta
tion bespeak new victories won and higher heights attained ; when we hear 
with receptive hearts the inspired messages of men aud women who know 
their God; when the deep-felt presence of the Holy Spirit is evident; when 
boys and girls find peace and joy in accepting the call of Jesus Christ; when 
praises to our Lord fill the air; I say, if I cou ld rightly picture that hour, 
what a message I could bring and what feelings I could inspire! But as I 
cannot, let me pay a tribute to the worth of the services by saying that the 
memories we students will have of our school in later days, the impressions 
we will carry with us will be, not of parties or dances or fraternities, but of 
"that hour in the morning." 

G. W. 

Our chapel services on Monday morning are full of joy and triumph. 
Our student-soldiers who have gone forth into the battle of th e Sabhach and 
loyally supported the cause of Christ with their sermons and songs ; who have 
lifted the standard of salvation, so that sinners have seen and followed in 
their ranks; and who have routed the enemy by their ferve nt prayers; all 
assemble in our training camp on Monday morning to tell of battles fought 
and sing of victories won. A captain from each band usually reports the 
conquest and t he whole assembly joins in the songs of triumph and shouts 
of victory until the chapel wal ls ring with praises to God, our great Com
mander. 

E. M. 

"Faith languishes and dies m the presence of ordinary and common
place things, but grows, and develops. and thrives. and achieves, in the 
presence of unheard of things." 

Ye~en~y-e'f/'111, 



Tuesday and Wednesday are each a day of surprise. On other days we 
have learned to know what to expect, although there are often exceptions 
to the usual, but on the second and third day of the week we are neversure 
what the order of the Chapel service may be. Often an opportunity is given 
the students to tell of individual victories won, and to hring fresh testimonies 
as to God's guiding and keeping power. Often visitors stop over and speak 
to us on these days. Some of our more distinguished visiting friends this 
year have been Rev. and Mrs. Shellhammer, Rev. and Mrs. Bury, Miss Car
penter, one of our missionaries from India, and Rev. Stella Crooks, our mis
sionary field secretary; occaRionally, too, our pastor Rev. Little and our Dis
t rict Superintendent Rev. Davis come out to read the scriptures and talk 
to us. Frequently President Wiley gives practical talks which strike at the 
fundamentals of holy living. These talks will never be forgotten; and their 
influence on our lives will be as und ying as life itself. God greets us on 
these days with an unusual isweep of glory from the regions of heaven. It 
ma:v be that he ruts an overcoming s hout and a victorious hallelujah upon 
his children. Often after such a time of blessing, hearts become so hungry 
that our unsavecl boys and girls seek thP altar to there find God. Or, some
ti mes, instead of a shout he puts un his people a groan and a burden. We 
later see the results of the prayers that the Holy Spirit has thus inspired. 
And so it is, we never know what to expect on Tuesday and Wednesday, for 
we trust God alone to lead . F. S. C. 

~tuh.ettt.a' ilay 

The Thursday chapel servic~ has for the past two years been known as 
Students' Day. At this time, some student, usually one in missionary train
ing, or a prospective minister of the gospel, brine:s the morning message. 
The plea from a student to a fellow student is pregnant with heart-feeling 
and unde rstanding. So it is that God has peculiarly blessed our Student Days 
and it is unusual that one should s lip by without someone finding J esus. 

W. G. F. 

l t has been our custom for several years, to set aside the Friday chapel 
service for special prayer and waiting on the Lord. Heaven seems to draw 
a little nearer at these times, anc! God blesses our hearts in a greater meas
ure than ord inaril y at the other serv ices of the week. Only eterni ty can tell 
what will be the outcome 0f the prayPrS offerecl, :ilthough we ha ve seen 
ma11~· of them answered directly. Too, thei::e special seasons of prayer are 
marked epochs in the lives of man y sturlents who have µrayed throug·h and 
rett-iv1-(I OP finite t·xpe,ienc:es, ~hic:h ~hall not be forgotten when the foe of 
soul$ is mt->t on the hattlefield of life. Real decisions ha ve been made that 
will mean th<:l eternal destiny of hundreds. yea, thousands of never-dying 
souls. All these mamfestations of God':; mercy cause us to kno w that "pray-
er changes thing:::." H. J. H. 

( /? I . 
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Wqr ~nmr flta.aintt iatth 
The Bible plan of carrying the gospel is to begin at Jerusalem. Our 

Home Missionary Band might appropriately be ealled "The Jerusalem Band." 
Right at our door lies a great field a lmost untouched by our glorious mes
sage. The old churches are reaching but a small percentage of the people, 
and their work is largely of a superficial character. This spiritual dearth 
in the land comes as a clarion call to the young people who possess the beau
tiful experience of holiness. We have a message that this sin-cursed world 
sorely needs. 

Our Home Missionary Band has been organized but a little over a year
a year of richest blessing. Our t~·uck, purchased a year ago, has seen ac
tive and vigorous service. By means of it we have been enabled to visit 
points as widely separated as Burns, Oregon, and Buhl, Idaho- a distance 
of over three hundred miles. Everywhere we have gone t he Lord has gra
ciously blessed. During the Christmas vacation our band sent out two quar
tets in revival work, one going with our District Superintendent to Burns, 
Oregon, the other holding a two weeks' campaign at Claytonia, Idaho. 

This kind of work gives us the very best possible training. We are not 
on ly getting the theory, but also the practice. When our school work is ov
er we expect that members of our band will already have become seasoned 
warriors. We learn to do by doing. 

Our greatest need as the Nazarene Church is for home workers. Our 
Foreign Missionary Board has more applicants on its waitiug list than it can 
possibly send. On the other hana, practically all of our district superin
tendents are scouring the country, trying to find real pastors, men who are 
real soldiers and w'1o will stay where they are put. We are praying that 
God will call more workers for our home fi eld. E. C. K. 

Wqr irarour.a.a iatth 
We are very sorry that there is no organized deaconess band in our 

school this year; last year our members numbered eight. Bf'sides our times 
of prayer together we did some practical work for the needy of our own 
town. We found that right here in Nampa the field is ripe and ready. 
Th is year we have two young women trail) ing in our hospital , and the other 
one is in college. We three are praying that God may soon add to our num-
ber. L. C. 

Wqr Qlauahiatt ilatth 
The Canadian Prayer Band. organized in Fehruary of this year, meets 

once each week for the special purpose of praying for the spiritual needs of 
Canada. 

The field is very large and as yet we have only begun to occupy it. 
The harvest is truly plenteous and it is ripe. The reapers are few yet we 
believe with all our hearts that He who has bidden us to pray the Lord of 
the harvest, wi ll send forth Jaboren, into His vineyard. G. K. B. 

@w,/vty,-one 



Af riratt iatth 

At seven-thirty on Friday evening we, the African Band. are gathering 
in room six for our weekly prayer meeting. We are greeted as we enter 
by the sweet fragrance of heavenly kinship. 

The meeting is opened by the reading of a letter from the one member 
of the band already in Africa, our beloved Louise Robinson . Earnest hearts 
respond a glad ''amen" as we experience with the writer her life as a mis::;ion
ary and receive just a foretaste of t hat which awaits us. The letter is finish~d 
and our leader, Fairy Cnism, after reading a chapter from the Bible in 
her original and p leasing manner, applies its 
truths to our own lives. Then we kneel togeth
er, a consecrated band of .voung men and wo
men whose hearts are a ll aglow wiLh holy love 
and passion for sin-bound souls. 

"Before our Father's throne 
We pour our ardent prayers ; 
Ourfears, our hopes, our aims are one, 
Our comforts and our cares." 

How sacredly near God is. We li nger. heed
less of the passing moments, until the ringing
of t he nine-th irty bell reminds us that we are 
still atN.N.C. Then, with our sou ls strength
ened and encoura\!ed, we say goorl -nig ht. 

INEZ BARNETT, Col. '23 
MALAYELA KAMBULE 

Supported by our African Band 



]nhta ilanh 

The paramount purpose in urganizrng the India Band was to become a 
phalanx of faith in prayer for the salvation of souls in heathendom. God 
has at present placed u~ in preparation, yet he designs t hat we should be 
active in faith. The world li es l:iefore us, oprn to access; of t he sixteen 
hundred million of human beings, the majority still wait for the m-.,ssage. 
While we tarry to be better fitted for life's work. we tarry "with one ac
cord" that even now souls shall find the Saviour. Every motive and incen
tive unite to urge us to bear to th e earth's utmost end the tid ings of the 
cross. L. M. G. 

Our band is not large, but when we all reach the field, China shall receive 
of the blessings that f low forth from the several departments of our educa
tional and church work. The facu lty, the hosµital, the rollege, the music de
partment, and the deaconess work will each be represented. With gratitude 
to God for the privi lege of attending this college, we a re wot king hard to 
train our minds and develop our spiritual strength in the school of prayer, 
so that we shall be "workers that need not to be ashamed." 

M. B. 

Qlqt11a ianh 
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Though small in numbers, the Latin American Band has several repre
sentatives on the field. Mr. and Mrs. Emil Rademacher are in Peru. Mr. 
and Mrs. Ira True in Guatemala, Central America, and Mrs. Esther Carson 
Winans in Peru. These are all faithfully filling their respective places. 
Our band at present is composed of six members, all of whom are earnestly 
praying that the Lord will cal l others into these needy fields. Mr. and Mrs. 
J. D. Franklin. who have been active workers on the fields of Guatemala 
and Mexico, are with us at present. Mr. Franklin has charge of the Srian
ish department. The Lord has been good to us by giving us members who 
have a vision and a burning de:sire to see the gospel furthered in these 
fields. ''Pray for us.'' H. J. H. 

Although there is no organized Philippine band in the school, there are 
in attendance three zealous young men who intend to carry the message of 
holiness across th_e water to the eleven million of their country who sti ll wan
der in the darkness of sin. These young men are a blessing to the school; 
they are always prepared to give a testimony for Jesus, and evn ready to 
speak of the great need for Christian workers in the Philippines. We are cer
tain that if they remain true to God, he will use them to turn many f ,·om 
darkness to light. F. S. C. 

Jqtlipptnr 
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3Japanrsr Ian~ 
Japan, with all her sin and superstition, desires to have the gospel, 

and if it is given to her, she will in ti me spread that gospel. We have a ve r
itable example of this in our Japanese Band, who are earnestly working for 
the salvation of t he ir people. The word of God is tak ing· root, so that the 
time is already come when a great change can be St>en in t he Japanese com -
munities. In a work of such importance, it is needful that t he utmost tact 
and wisdom be used. If we can but direct that warrior ~pirit into t he prop
er channels, many will be able to say with us, "Not with powder and ball 
and sword and cannon, but with the li ving Word of God. and his Spirit, 
do we go forth to <'.Onquer the island~ for Christ." 

L.A. W. 

C!tallrb attCl Wraiurb 

All true missionaries, home and foreign, always have been and always 
will be, those whom t he Holy Spirit has singularly separated unto his work . 
Seldom, if ever, has t he church led the way in setting them apart. As at 
Antioch, it was n ot the church but the Holy Soiri t that took the lead in 
selecting and separating the first missionaries. "Separate me Barnabas 
and Saul for the wor k whereunto I have call ed them." 

The Holy Spirit is the one prominent personalty in their appoi nt ment. 
He spoke in an audible voice, '°I h3.ve called thee," and demanded that they 
should be separated unto himself. All that the church had to do was to 
hear and heej this voice from ab3ve. In laying hands upon them and send
ing them away, these disciples took no initati ve step, but followed where 
the Spirit went before, ordaining and separating those w hom he had or
dained and separated. Our last g li mpse of them as they depart recalls not 

rftj;; I !l-f/',,:e 
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IDqr l\tqlrttr l\1u1ortatio1111 
ATHLETIC COMMITTEE 

CALVIN EMERSON, Chairman 

BACHER MAGHJEE, I res1·dent of Boys' AssocfoNon 

BARBARA ANDERSON, President of Girls' Association 

Athletics in a Christian College? Certainly, wf' believe that they have their 
place in colleges of this sort as well as any other institution of learning. How
ever, we do not think of athletics as it is usually thought of and practiced. 
In general, it seems, that the main object of athletics aside from providing 
exercise for those who partake in them, is to create a winning team, a team 
that shall put the institution on the map athletically, and contribute to the 
building up of a school spirit. 

We would not for a moment say that there is any wrong in this, but ou :· 
school is different, and we do not enter into the intercoJlegiate spirit of ath
letic competition. Then, too, we exist for a different purriose than most 
schools. We were founded primarily as a place where boys and girls and old
er young folks could obtain an education under Christian influences, and we 
are not out fundamentally to make scholars or athletes, but to make cr.arac
ters as well; as our college motto reads, "Seek ye first the kingdom of God, 
and his righteousness: and all these things shall be added unto you." Matt. 
6:33. This, then, is where our college spirit shou ld come in. It shou ld be 
the intense aim of every student to make this collf'ge the finest, cleanest, 
most spiritual institution in the land, to maintain a high standard of learn
ing, and through it all to build up a real Christian character. But coupled 
with this is the unquestionable necessity of a strong healthy body. This 
is the aim of our school athletics, and it is so indisputable that nothing furth
er need be written concerning it. 

How do we do it? Well, everyone knows that folks eat because they are 
hungry, and hit tennis balls becau~e they enjoy t he sport. We have no com
pulsory exercises· at present, we play because we enjoy it and it makes us 
feel better, and in doing so we unconsciously, perhaps, build up our physique. 

Here, then, is what we have. During the year we have organized an 
Ath letic Association, of which each student is a mtmber. This association 
we have divided into t.wo organizations, one for the boys and one for the 
girls, with separate sets of officers and by-laws. but all under a single con
stitution. This <'onstitutes our machinery. Our equipment is on the in
crease, and we feel that we haYe made good progress this year. We have 
four tennis courts in shape now, and expect to have two more soon. We also 
have courts for voJley ball, basket ball, croquet, hand ball, and are living 
with high hopes of a bigger year than ever next year, and a real gym some
day . 

. ;({~iet ,.r-1, ({(/ 





OFFICERS OF THE ALUMNI 

DR. THOS. E. MANGUM, President MARCUS COOK, Secretary-TreasurPr 

The Alumni Association of the North west Nazarene Colleg-e was organiz
ed in 1918 by the classes of '17 and '18 with an enrollment of eight members. 
There are now twenty-six members, with some more to join us from the senior 
class of '22. The first annual banquet was given the class of '18. 

The purpose of the organizatiun is to further Christian fe llows hip and 
strengthen loyalty to our Alma Mater. No school has a greatn asset than a 
successfu l alumni association, whose m~mbers are filling positions of trust and 
honor. Nearly one-half of our graduates have respunded to God 's call upon 
them for service in foreign lands, and are now doing heroic work in their re
spective fields. Those in the home lancl are serving as pastors, evangeli sts, 
and t eachers, and God is blessin)! t heir lahors. 

(!!la.a.a of • 1 7 
Harriette Goozee ___ Teacher, Eastern Nazarene College, Wollaston, Mass. 
Myrtlebelle Walter_ _ Missionary,Kishorganj Dist., Eastern India. 
Merle Thomson _____ Graduate Nurse, San Jose, California. 
Daniel Hallstrom ___ Minister, Sweden. 

(!!la.a.a of · 1 a 
Ira Shanks _________ Teacher, Pilgrim School, Pasadena, Californ ia. 
Marion Benton ___ __ Mrs.C. !!;.Howard, Nampa, Idaho. 
Marcus Cook _______ Student, University of Cali fornia, Berkeley, Cal. 
Hilma Shern _______ Teacher, Northwest Nazarene Collejle, Namµa , Idaho. 



(!Uann nf 'l g 

Ralph Hert·pnRtPin __ P·i s tor, Church 0f the NazarenP, Bicknell, Indiana. 
Prescott Beals _____ Missionary, Buldana, BPrar, Western India. 
Stewart Madrlox -· _ Pastor. Church of the Nazarene. Lewiston, Idaho . 
. Jamt->s Short --- - -· _ District Superintenrlent, Church of the Nazarene, In-

diana District. 
Oliver Gault_ _______ Pastor, Apostolic Hol iness Church, Post Fal ls, Idaho. 
Willard Shattuck_ __ Professor of Philosoph y, Friends 'CollegP, New berg, Ore. 
Emma Cook ___ ___ __ Mrs. J . C. Anderson, Bel lingham, Washinglon . 
Thos. E. Mangum __ Dean of Nazarene Missionar.v Sanitarium & Institute, 

Nampa, Idaho. 

<£ la.a.a nf '20 

Louise Rohinson ____ Missionary, Sabi, Transvaal, South Africa. 
Bessie Littlejohn ___ Mrs. P. L. Beals, Missionary, Buldana, Berar, India. 
Ward Mil len ______ _ Missionary under commission, Africa. 

<!Han.a nf '21 

Ruth Doane _______ Student, Pacific School of Religion, Berkeley,California. 
Forest Hal l --·· - ____ Student. Pacific School of Religion, Berkeley,California. 
Allan Goozee ____ __ _ Student, Pacific School of Religion, Berkeley, California. 
Marion Morden _____ Mrs. J . W. Michel.Missionary under commission, China. 
Moses Hagopian ____ Student, Northwest Nazarene College. 
Emi ly R. Mangum __ Superintendent of Nazarene Missionary Sanitarium & 

Institute, Nampa, Idaho. 
Ira True ____ _______ Missionary, Coban, Guatemala, Central America. 

HILMA M. SHERN, '18 

''Multitudes estimate the Bible by what they 
see of its fruits in the actions of individual Christ
ians. These living epistles, known and read, out
preach the pulpit in influence." 

" Not for the present but for the future, not 
for youth but for age, not for time but for eternity 
let us choose and live." 



~rqnnl N ntrn 
School Notes! What are they? It is an ordinary thing to find ''notes 

in school," but they are not usually the kind to be published in a college 
annual- yet no doubt they would be interesting to annual readers--for do they 
not contain secrets, never told except under seal of a "note?" Do they not 
contain information about the dignitaries which if read by them would great
ly increase their store of learning, as well as make them better acquainted 
with themseJ ves? Do they not contain also jokes on fellow students that 
no one is ever supposed to tell? And what can more completely awaken 
curiosity and hence interest in a subject that just to "know" you are not 
supposed to "know!" 

Do tell me--have l, in this wandering fashion, lighted upon what might 
be termed a definition for School Notes? Are not School Notes simply a 
collection of "notes written in school?" It is th ~ only one I am able to find, 
so assuming that it is correct, I have a collection I beg to submit to you. 
They will be informational, full of true revelation, and will above all be nack-
ed with learning, for do they not come from learned folk? L. F. 

What student has not felt a pecliuar weariness in the regions posterior 
to the frontal lobes as the end of the school yf'ar has drawn near? The 
grind of daily preparations of assignments and the nerve-racking ordeal df 
the recitation in such subjects as Spanish, French, and Greek becomes monoton
ous in time; and the time above referred to usually arrives in April or May. 
A tired feeling, simi lar to that we used to designate as spring fever, takes 
hold of a person with death- like grip. Tr.e student says he has been study
ing too hard when the fact is he has not bt>en studing hard enougr.. When 
juniors go about asking each other whether or not they have completed some 
home quiz, or have done the note book work assigned last semester, there is 
something wrong. The consciousness of duties neglected and the worry thus 
caused, really brings on the brain-fag. Another influence is working in the 
minds of the students called school spirit. This term covers a widely ex
tended scope, ranging from a proclivity to root for a baseball team or debat
ing club, to a slight dei,,ree of civic pride in the appearance for the school 
premises. A little school spirit mixed with a desire for holiday diversion 
when properly stirred is apt as not to result in the proclamation of campus 
day. 

The weather sent to us on campus day is generally of a variegated va
riety; in other words very unsettled. Just when the prospects are the most 
favorable. the announcement "Tomorrow will be campus day," is made; 
"Come prepared." Behold! to-morrow when it comes is squally and the pre
cipitation has bf'en frozen before it reached mother earth. Then, instead 
of serenely raking up stones, tin cans, and paper, and other rubbish from 

j ((ru,ty-:u.:.1 · 



the campus, we stand around shivering, waiting for more favorable weather 
and for our dinner at the club. Meanwhile, a few of the windows on th e 
premises have their faces washed inside and out, and campus day has meant 
something in a practical sense. 

Campus day is a lways a social asset. You never truly know a person 
until you have watched his behavior in many situations. When you work 
shoulder to shoulder with your class-mate, there is something of a fellow
ship springs up in your soul that was not there formerly. You have met 
him in a new situation, labored with him under the depressing influence of 
a cold April wind and feel that you have gained an insight into his very soul. 
You go to dinner and notice how he enjoys a wel l earned meal. Then you 
watch him in the afternoon games, admiring the grace with which he accepts 
defeat from the opposing team, and feel that you are better acquainted 
with him than you have ever been before. You see his fau lts; nevertheless 
if you are really his friend, you still love him. 

When we shall have completed our college course and review in memory 
the yesterdays spent at N.N.C., campus day will stand out as the most pleas
ant of them all. 

MYRON BLANCHARD, Col. '23 

Nooks No ®tte if as i!leu~ 
A Suggested List for the h.:nglish Department 

"Her," by Rider Haggard 

"John Bunyan," by The Pilgrim 

' 'Tales of &hakespeare' s Larnbs. '' 

" Her Ben," by Lew Wallace 

"The Light That Went Out," by Rudyard Kipling 

"The Ravings Q( Edgar Allen Poe." 

" King Liar," by Shakespeare 

"The Turniny of the Screw," by Shakespeare 

"Who's Your Schoolrnaster," by Eggleston 

"A Tale Qt' Two Kitties," by Dickens 

111antnus ~aytngs by 1liuntou.11 Jtople 

DR. WILEY: "We are getting on now." "I'll tell you, it's just like 
this." "Exactly so!" 

PROFESSOR WINCHESTER: Most characteristic is her hearty laugh point
edly punctuated with, "and so forth." 

PROFESSOR FORSYTH: In English, " Is it a good story?" 

PROFESSOR MARSHALL: "Will you please stand." "Every tub must 
stand on its own bottom. '' 



Wqr 0!011.arqururr.a of iEhuratintt 

Minnie Lord in Psychology class: 
The discussion of the period was on imagination; very thoughtfully she 

con3idered the question, then turning to the professor said, much to the 
amusement of fellow classm•m: "If we think of a certain odor, we smell it 
through our mind's eye. " 

Hollis Grubb, our little Senior, in Psychology class: 
" I believe in corporal punishment to some extent at least; I tell you 

they used it quite ext~nsively on me when I was in Grammar school. " 
Mr. Owen (a wise Junior): "And just see what they have made out of him." 

Miss Slack in Practical Points class: 
· 'Miss Waller, will you please name the bones of the head." 

Miss Waller: 
" There are the frontal, parietal and occidental bones." 

Dr. Wiley is very carefu l to teach simply, and to carefully explain all 
principles, for he tells us, "One can never overestimate the ignorance of his 
audience. " 

And this is the way work piling up at the end of the year effects a cer
tain Sophomore: he left the ad. building one evening out of his head, I sup
pose, for he was shouting : 

"It was midnight on the ocean, 
Not a street car was in sight, 

The su n was shining brightly 
And it rained all day that night." 

Mr. Hart, a six-foot College Freshie, came into the library rubbing his 
head; big tE,ars stood in his eyes. When asked what his troubles were, he 
replied: "I bumped my head on the door-nob." 

[qr wrutl1 at iJja.st 
(Concluded from page 74) 

evenin g from 7:00 to 9:30 must be devoted to that. If you would regale 
yourself with music, story and song, 6:15 to 7:00 p. m. is the time for that. 
F urthermore, if quietness were t he one thing in the world you most clesirE>d , 
just forget it till- oh v. el l, ) ou can see how it goes--filling your conscious 
hours with a maze of rules, regulations, and duties. 

In conclusion, tht'n, let me ask that the millions of boys and girls yt't 
untarnished by this decriable institut ion take heed. Do not pciss over t h!:'i,:e 
astounding statt:-ments and fail to conceive the import of them. And above 
all, let no <,ne te ll you that this is the work of a misanthrope, or a radita l. 
It was written kindly to keep you, young generation, from what I have seen. 

GLENN WALLACE, Col. '25 
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and had quietly slipped away behind the superstructure. I felt sure that I 
was rid of this menace, when to my surprise be returned wi th half a dozen of 
his own type, and I was immediately informed that I waR going over the side. 
I tried to argue the matter but I soon found that there was no use. l knew 
that they were determined and also knew that resistance was useless. There 
was but one chance, and that was that some one might come to my rescue; 
but since all the swimmers were on the other side of the ship it was not lik e
ly that I would get any help from that source. So I took hold of the life rail 
with both hands, straining every muscle to the limit, and faced the angry 
mob. Of all situations this was the most undesirable. I could face a cannon, 
extreme cold, contagious diseases, the brunt and battle of the seaman's life, 
but to have my dignity insulted by such an angry mob, a half dozen ruffians 
who were haters of peace and purity, was insupportable. 

I might have signaled for help, but my courage forbade it and to plead 
for mercy, at such a seat of justice was repulsive, so I determined to do my 
best and take the consequences. By this time each seaman had been assign
ed his portion of my frame work; two a leg each, two an arm each, and the 
other two what ever portion they might haply obtain; and at the sound of the 
whistle the tug-of-war began. At first I thought that I'd just let them heave 
me over, then I could easily swim to the quarter deck and escape. But at 
t hat moment I thought of the curiosity of my friends and officers as I climbed 
the ladder of the gang way. This changed my mind. I'd not g{ve up, I'd 
stay there as long as possible and then I'd be persuaded in my own mind, at 
any rate, that I had done my best. So I strained Pvery muscle on the life rails, 
ground m.v teeth with determination, and my muscles were under such pres
sure that they twinged and ached, while my bri~ath came in puffs and my 
pulse beat like a trip hammer. During this time the sailors were not idl e but 
were tugging at my legs, arms and other miscellaneous parts. At last they 
made a desperate struggle, and I felt my shoulder joints slip. This loosened 
my left hand, and I knew that it would be only a few minutes till my only 
hope would vanish. Again, they made a desperate jerk, and all hope was 
gone; I could almost feel my muscles tear from their fastings and I could feel 

One J/~/Ju//J!erl (/)ne 
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the marrow surge back and forth through the bones. My strength was gone; 
another jerk, my right hand was torn loose, and so violPnt was the jerk 
that my head clashed against a three-inch gun. I felt that my last hour 
had come. To face an army, a mountain lion, or even a den of thieves was 
nothing to being hurled overboard by a ghastly crew to be smothered in the 
deep without a chance to fight for my life. Fear and horror filled my soul. 
I thought of mother, fathn, my sisters and little brother, about my 
plans for the future that were now to be so mercilessly ended. 

By this time I had been carried to the life rai ls, and I could feel the 
joints grind , and my muscles tear, as they swung me back and forth to get 
ample leverage for my overthrow. Worst of all, I could hear them curse, 
as they dedicated my body to the scavengers of the deep. So violent was 
the final swing that I flew over the safe line, and far from the shir. Those 
who have experienced such a flight can sympathize with the victim but they 
can never put into words the feeling of this moment. A nervous chill swept 
over me, I became sick, breath and life became a burden; I longed for the 
end when I would be smothered in the bosom of the great sea. Some men 
have fallen in their dreams, but this is nothing to be compared with being 
wide awake and falling for many feet to be torn and devoured by the num
erous animals that roam the eastern seas. I fe lt sure that it was my day of 
doom. It seemed that I was sui;:tained by some invisible force, either for 
the prolongation of life, or that I might more thoroughly ~onsider the de
parture of a lost soul. 

{Concluded on page 108) 
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pastors, evangelists, and missionaries. Notice the large 
number of missionaries being sent to the field this year by 
our General Board of Foreign Missions---practically all of 
these are from our Nazarene Colleges. 

Plan to care for the spiritual and financial needs of our 
colleges. The Board will accept annuities. Gifts great or 
small for much needed endowment will be greatly appreci
ated. Some of our good people have already planned to 
render valuable assistance to this important work of the 
Church. 

Plan to do likewise. 
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(Continued from Paire 62) 

edge of Christ as our foundatiun, we may in confidence proceed to build. 
The wot k of character bui lding is not carried out by any series of brilliant 

execuLions. t)11t is a slow, laborious task of days and months and years. No 
one day wil l determine it, a lthough that day will leave its indelible impress. 
Every s ingle action. ho wever small, mfly he regarded as a stone, which 
fitted in to its place, not only adds to the strength or wealrnessof the whole 
structure according to its own quality, but by its position in reference to the 
plumbli nt-> largely detnmines the position of those which are to follow. Some 
one has well said , ''See to it that each hour's feelini;,s and thoughts a nd ac
t ions are pure and true, then wi ll your life be such. " 

Standing in equal im portance with action in the formation of character 
art' thOughts. for t houghts are the sources of actions, and feelings the fount
ains of thought. Where t he interests and affections are centered, there will 
the thought s be also, and as a man t hinks he acts, and as he acts he is. Noble 
thoughts and pure affec•ions lend beautiful color to the soul. A certain writ
er has likened every thought and feeling to a painting strok e in the dark
nt->SS of our likeness which is to be; and our wholP- ,ife to but a chamber which 
we are frescoing wi th colors, that do not appear while being laid on wet, 
but wh ich will shine forth afterward when finished and dry. 

Such thoughts and feelin gs and actions spring only from noble aspira
t ions and ideals. No artist has ever yet painted a picture or fashioned a 
stat1 1e. who did not fi rst have born wit hin his soul an image more beautiful 
than any thing he was ever able to bring out in his work. This inward ideal 
served as a pattern fo r the outward expression on canvas or marble, and 
gave to the concrete representation whatever of beauty it ever possess
erl. So. before any true arlvance can be made in the development of char
acter, there must be instill ed with in the soul high and nobl e ideals. The 
sources from which we may derive such ideals are a lmost li mitless. History 
gives us the li ves of the great men of all ages for our examples. Besides, 
t here are quali ties of t ru e worth an,i greatness in those al l about us, which 
we may strive to appropriate a nd develop in ourselves. Then, t here is the 
Bible, Gori'::; wurd to man, wLich is full of un,~xcel led standards and models 
of holy character; and, above all, the boundless love of our heavenly Father 
welcom es us into ass0ciation and communion with himself, and in that ex
ercise of prayer anct meditation our sou ls may t'-lke on the very image of him 
who is the essence of beauty, purity and perfection. 

Surely no means to success has been denied us in our art of life. The 
infinite lo ve of God freely grants us his wisdom to guide us, his boundless 
wealth to suppl v us, and his grace to sustain us in every need. Thus e na
bled by divine power it is ours to make every thought and action add value 
and beauty to our work of art. The qualities which will show forth in a 
c haracter fashioned to God 's plan will be glorious and abiding. The man 
w ho has made himself a true man according to God's eternal standard will 
be first of all a godly man. His life will be free from any taint of baseness 
or vileness, and will be marked by that peculiar richness and fragrance 
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which attend a hol,v character and bespeak an intimate acquaintance with 
things above. Yet, althou.irh on a higher plarie of life than the multitude. 
he will possess a depth of humility and a breadth of sympathy which will 
make him a bn.,ther among erring mankind. He will be charitable toward 
the failings of his fellows, gentle in his dealings with them, and as mind
ful of the rights and welfare of others as his own. Such a man will always 
be conscious of his own limitations and honestly open to advice and instruc
tion. He will, however, be firm in what he knows to be the r ight and coura
geous in his stand for the truth against wrong. A rrian of such character will 
never be daunted by discouragements; his hopes are not bounded by the nar
row limits of µresent circumstances. His vif'!ion pier,.es to that which is be
yond and is eternal, for he possesses those crowning virtues of faith, hope. 
and love, which Beecher has so beautifully described: "Faith by which we 
aee the glories of the eternal sphere; Hope by which we mo1rnt toward them; 
and Love, overtopping a ll , by wh ich we grasp and inherit them and which 
li ke a cathedral town begins on earth but at length, rising above arch and 
parapet and pinnaclt>, shoots spire-like right into the air, so high that the 
huge cross on its summit shines out like a star in the evening sky when 
the rest of the pile is enveloped in darkness." 

Such are some of the beauties of that edifice of character which is built to 
the plan of the Ma::;ter Architect. Every stone is laid trne to the plummet 
of truth and bound s~curely by the bond of perfectness. Strong and statPly 
it rises aoove the dingy shops and hovels which lie close to earth, and pomts 
its gl istening spires to the heavenly blue; and as years roll by, and winter's 
storm a11d summer's heat beat down upon it, still it stands as an enduring mon
ument of truth and righteousness. This is a Christian character which the 
storms of advers1ty cannot shake. nor the tempests of inferno move, for it is 
founded upon a rock; it is builded for eternity. 

On the other hand, he who rejects the divine plan and relies oo his own 
foo li sh conceit for g-uidance is sure of failure. His genius may bring out a 
certain fleeting beallty in his bui lding, but his materials are soft and crumb
ling; and he lays them crookedly, with untempered mortar . As the edifice 
of his pride rises high2r and higher, at length with its very soaring height 
it trembles, totters, falls, upon the very head of its builder and leaves noth
ing but a dismal ruin to his memory. 

Truly, "life is real, life is earnest." Tremendous responsibilities lie at 
the door of each of us. Success or failure in the truest sense depends not 
upon circumstances. but upon ourselves. Eternal destiny is balanced on the 
pivot of our own decision. Here in the brief and insignificant span of life 
we see the limitless expanse of eternity condensed in a drop and pl~ced in 
our hands. Surely there is no time for idle trifling. Every physical. men
Lal, and spiritual power musL he bent to our immortal work of art. Before 
this the great works of the masters of the plastic arts pale into insignificance. 
Webster once said, .. If we work upon marble it will perish; if upon brass 
time will efface it ; if we rear temples they will crumble into dust; but if we 
work upon our immortal minds, if we imbue them with principles, with the 
just fear of God and love of our fellow men; WP- engrave upon those tablets 
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something which will brighten a ll etern ity. Let us then test and perfe<;t 
every t hought, and fresco t he in ner chambers of our souls with noble and 
exalted imaginations. Then, when the honor of earthly artists has long 
since faded away, and t he names of P hidias, Raphael, and Wren have for 
ages been forgotten, our fin ished masterpiece, a noble character, shall con
t inue to unfold yet richer beauties for our Master's g lory. 

ROY E. SWIM, Col. '24. 

" If instead of a gem or even a fiower, we should cast the gif't of a 
loving thought into the heart of a friend, that would be giving, I 
think, as the angels must give.'' 
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As I hung over the hosom of the great ocean, I'm sure that I experi
enced the same feelings that come to many a soul as it hangs in the final 
balance. Such a sense of sadness, such mental agony, and awful fear as 
came over me. It was not that I was afraid to die, for more than once I 
had faced death in all its hideousness, but that I had had an opportunity and 
had not cherished it. I had had a chance, I could have been more carefu l, 
I knew better. Just a little humble obedience, and all would have been 
well. But now I was lost. Not with the condemnation of a sinning soul 
was I condemned; notasone whose past opportunities cut him off; hut as a 
man who had made a mistake; who had fought a losing fight and was now 
receiving his reward. I'm sure that never before had I such an awful, sick 
ening, soul paralyzing experience. I f ell for some sixty feet, which seemed 
a mile. All the time I was longing for the final thud. At first I had thought 
of diving, hut I was so sick from my injuries that, desiring the worst, I 
came down like a lifeless fish broad-sided into th e water. The air sudden ly 
left my lungs, and was rapidly replaced by strangli ng salt water. It was 
the final moment and I was sinking, sinking deep into the bosom of the 
great ocean. 

Thirty hours later, consciousness had return ed. I was snugl y tucked in 
bed, and surrounded by friends anxiously awaiting my recovery. As soon 
as the doctors would allow me to listen, the boys told me the story of my 
rescue. They said that I was sinking for the third time, when the boat
man's mate, sudden ly dived over the life line, reached me and sav ed me. 
The gang had refused to help, but unairlect he was dragging me toward the 
quarter deck when a life boat, on its occasional circuit about the ship, pick 
ed us up. And now, standing at the foot of the hed, was the mat e wi th an 
apologizing kindness written all over his usuall~· hard face. My bitter en
emy of a few hours past was now my best friend. He had thorough ly re
p~nted of his rashness and had proved it by risking his life for mint>. 

GUY SHARP, Col. ' 23 
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