
IV 
CHARGE TO THE F R E S H M A N  CLASS 

H U S  the wise man in proverb and the college master T in precept, and more lately the student soldier in 
practice. W e  are all reading soldiers’ letters : some of them 
at  first hand, others through friends, and still many others 
in print. I had lately the privilege of reading such letters 
addressed to a father by his son and one of the latter’s class- 
mates. T h e  young men were aboard an American battle- 
ship in foreign waters. They had been recommended for 
promotion earned in the service. Arduous as had been their 
duties, they still had had time for reading. And they were 
reading. They had learned to read a t  Rice. And what do 
you suppose they were reading? They were reading books 
on history, law and political philosophy they had picked up 
from port to  port. Laying out anew their fundamental 
principles, they wrote, for the days of reconstruction that 
shall follow in the wake of these days of conflict. Recalling 
with appreciation and renewed understanding, they said, 
courses in these subjects which they had followed at Rice, 
under the direction and tutelage of Professors Gukrard and 
Tsanoff, Axson and Caldwell. 

And as I read I recalled three lines from another soldier. 
This time a post-card from the first Rice Bachelor of Arts to  
reach the Western Front. H e ,  too, had been thrilled by the 
tasks of the place, and spurred to achieve by their spirit. 
H e ,  too, had been touched by the art  of the place, and lured 
to achieve by its spirit. H e  had lived under the noble archi- 
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tecture of his university-architecture established by Dr. 
Ralph Adams Cram, and its traditions maintained in the in- 
struction of Professor Watkin and his associates, Messrs. 
Tidden and Chillman. H e  had read great poetry in college. 
H e  had heard the music Houston’s music-loving women had 
brought to  Houston. H e  had himself sung the songs of 
many composers. H e  had attended the exhibitions of the 
Houston Art  League. H e a r  his complaint. “On a week’s 
furlough,” he wrote on the back of a print from Versailles. 
“Old buildings fine, but Paris all changed. T h e  Louvre is 
closed I ”  Such was the inspira- 
tion he sought to carry him over the top. And he did well 
so to  seek, for men can no more win battles on empty souls 
than they can fight them on empty stomachs. 

Such are the first words to reach me from the first Rice 
men to reach the battle line. In the meantime these fore- 
runners have been joined by a host, for, notwithstanding the 
circumstances that we began only in the autumn of I 9 I 2, and 
then with a single class of fifty-nine members, one-third of 
whom were women, and year by year have added but one 
class annually, with men and women in that same propor- 
tion, there are four hundred stars on our student service 
flag, and four hundred other men on the ground preparing 
for officers’ commissions. Moreover, our professor of 
English is National Secretary of the American Red Cross, 
loaned to  that organization for the duration of the war ;  
our professor of French is in the American Army on the 
Western Front ;  our professor of German is with the Amer- 
ican Forces on the Western Front ;  our professor of mathe- 
matics is on the Italian Front ;  our professor of physics is 
directing the work of  several hundred men in an experi- 
mental laboratory of the United States Navy;  our assistant 
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professor of biology is on the Italian Front;  our assistant 
professor of chemistry is in charge of a government labora- 
tory with sixty researchers under him; our assistant pro- 
fessor of mathematics is with the ordnance department; our 
assistant professor of physical education is directing the 
athletic activities of Camp Logan; our assistant professor of 
physics is off the coast of England with a crew of thirty men ; 
in addition, some ten or  a dozen junior members are on 
leaves of absence in government service. Furthermore, to 
every man and woman of us on the ground war service in 
some form o r  other has come, and the opportunity been 
taken advantage of cheerfully. And, however much we may 
have deplored the necessity, we have nevertheless rejoiced 
in all these opportunities. 

I t  is precisely such opportunities, ladies and gentlemen of 
the Freshman Class, men and women of 1922, that bring 
you to college this autumn. From year to year it has been 
my privilege to send your predecessors forth to the tasks of 
this place under a charge or  a call or  a challenge. This year 
you have come to college a t  your country’s call-the women 
to take the cross, the men to take the sword-challenged by 
your country’s peril, charged with your country’s defense. 
You have heeded the call, you accept the charge, you will 
meet the challenge. No t  all of you will remain here long. 
Some of you may never return. Many of you may be num- 
bered with those who “laid the world away; poured out the 
red sweet wine of youth; gave up the years to be of work and 
joy.” All of you can and will take with me a pledge, the 
pledge and promise of a gallant gentleman, the late Sir 
Arthur Cecil Spring-Rice-in whose personality lived the 
very soul of the allied cause-the honor of Belgium, the 
gallantry of France, the spirit of England, the heroism of 
Italy in the Alpine glaciers, the loyalty of Japan in the East, 



Charge to the Freshman Class 173 
the high hopes of America in the West. And this was his 
pledge- 

“I vow to  thee, m y  country-all earthly things above- 
En t i r e  and whole and perfect, the  service of my love- 
T h e  love tha t  asks no question ; the  love tha t  stands the  test, 
T h a t  lays upon the a l ta r  the dearest and  the best;  
T h e  love that  never falters, the love tha t  pays the price, 
T h e  love tha t  makes undaunted the final sacrifice. 

“And there’s another country,  I’ve heard of long ago- 
M o s t  dear to them tha t  love her,  most great to  them tha t  know. 
W e  may not count her armies;  w e  may not see her K ing ;  
H e r  fortress is a fa i thful  hear t ,  her  pride is suffering; 
A n d  soul by soul and silently, her shining bounds increase, 
A n d  her ways a re  ways of gentleness and  all  her paths a re  Peace.” 




