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The Campus 



In Memory of the King of the Campus 

TREES 
I think that I shall never see 
A poem lovely as a tree. 

A tree whose hungry mouth is prest 
Against the earth's sweet flowing breast; 

A tree that looks at God all day, 
And lifts her leafy arms to pray; 

A tree that may in summer wear 
A nest of Robins in her hair; 

Upon whose bosom snow has lain 
Who intimately lives with rain. 

Poems are made by fools like me, 
But only God can make a tree. 

- JOYCE KILMER 
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Administration 



BOARD OF DIRECTORS 

OFFICERS OF THE BOARD 

JOHN W. MACIVOR, D. D. 
DAVID M. SKILLING, D. D. 
GEORGE B. CUMMINGS 

. President 
Vice-President 

THOMAS H. COBBS 
Secretary and Treasurer 

Counsel 

MEMBERS OF THE BOARD 

Class of 1931 

JOHN W. MAclvoR, D. D., 44 Kingsbury Place, St. Louis 
REV. LEONARD V. BuscHMANN, 3650 Flad Ave., St. Louis 
CRAIG MAcQuAID, President United States Bank of St. 

Louis, St. Louis 
THOMAS H. COBBS, 6224 Waterman, St. Louis 
GEORGE V./. SUTHERLAND, 445 Baker Ave., Webster Groves 

Class of 1932 

SAMUEL C. PALMER, D. D., 5616 Pershing, St. Louis 
GEORGE B. CUMMINGS, 852 Atlantic Ave., Webster Groves 
EMMET P. NORTH, M. D., 3511 Washington Ave., St. Louis 
B. KURT STOMBERG, M. D., 407 S. Sixth, St. Charles 
JOHN T. GARRETT, 6225 Westminster, St. Louis 

Class of 1933 

ORVILLE P. BLAKE, 1323 Commerce Trust Bldg., Kansas 
City 

DAVID M. SKILLING, D. D., 43 W. Lockwood, Webster 
Groves 

GEORGE P. BAITY, D. D., 3829 Baltimore, Kansas City 
JOHN L. ROEMER, D. D., St. Charles 
LEE MONTGOMERY, 711 West Sixth, Sedalia 
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DR. JOHN L. ROEMER 

President 



MRS. JOHN L. ROEMER 

Dean of Students 
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" The Palsy'' Class Officers "So this is College" 
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Halloween Queen-VIRGIKIA DERllY 

Valentine Queen-CATHERI'<E SCHAl'FER 

Page /8/ 
Popularity Queen-ScE C.UIPBELL 



".-\J{T c,nic rs Ct:JJ.ll, Chicago, lit . 
. Vationa! Contest for Ymr Boolc.1· for Girls' Schools 

FIRST :\\\".-\RD" 

"Won by 'Hl27 L1:--;1>1•::--; Li-:.-\n,s' 
Lind!'mc•ood Co!lcr.,I'. St. Charles, .lfo." 

T O the Staff oi the .. l!l27 Linden Le,l\·es" we "·ish to rn1l\"ev 
our most hearty congratulations (or winning thi~ ,·ery heau­

tiful cup. \\"e realize that it was due to their conscientious labor 
and erficient management that such honor \\·as brought to Lin­
denwood College. \\"e are sure that the Centennial "Linden 
LeaYes'' \\·ill stand as a memorial to "One Hundred Years of 
Linden\\ ood." 
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MEMORIES: A TRIBUTE TO SIBLEY 
CHAPEL 

W HEN I return as a tired alumna to visit the haunts of my 
long-departed college days, there will be many little spots and 

nooks at which I shall pause and smile at the follies of my youth. But 
there is one place where I shall pause a little longer, smile a little more 
sadly, and maybe shed a few tears. It is the musty old chapel of Sibley, 
with its queer old seats and narrow windows whose dusty panes emit long 
shafts of golden sunlight into the mouldy dusk of the high-ceilinged 
chapel. It is around the organ that most of my memories are woven­
memories of a stormy Halloween night when two trembling imper­
sonators of ghosts entered the haunted chapel and played strange 
weird music while the wind howled in the creaky boards and a door 
swung on rusty hinges; memories of happy evenings with the great 
wiridows flung wide open and the balmy spring breezes reflecting the 
joy of the little group of singing girls; memories of nights when the 
old chapel assumed an air of festivity while among bright lights and 
gay flowers prettily dressed girls sang and played in never-to-be-for­
gotten recitals. 

Even now, everything in that lonely deserted chapel is to me 
symbolic of beautiful memories of the past. I ts rows and rows of 
quaint old seats stand as if with out-stretched arms calling to the 
ruffled girls of yesterday. Its high narrow windows look wonderingly 
into the vacant hall, as if finding something amiss in its emptiness, and 
wondering where the happy, laughing girls have gone. 

In those future years when I chance to return, I shall pause in the 
deserted, musty chapel of Sibley and I too shall wonder-wonder­
many, many things about Youth, its unstable ideals and its fleeting 
happiness. 

LOVE DIES 

Love dies as the day at eve 
\Vhen shadows darken the earth; 
As the light from the glowing coals 
That dies upon the hearth; 
Or a yellow candle flame 
Blown out by a bitter wind; 
The sudden opening of a door 
On a room that's bare within. 

-B. B. 

-R. B. 
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KNOWLEDGE 

There was a time when life held out to me 
Two hands as rosy as the dawn; 
Two hands that pointed out the smooth, worn path 
That all youth travels ere it dies-
The path that leads to life-the end of dreams. 
And I, with youth's young strength and fire, 
Reached out and grasped the rosy hands of Life 
And from her shining form I tore 
The robes that give to Life its rosy glow. 

And now I know Life's hands to be 
Not rose but grey. The grey that comes of tears 
That burn but are not shed. 

-Unknown. 

GARDEN OF LOVE 

When dawn steals through the walls of my heart 
And walks in my garden of love, 
My mind begins to question and wonder 
Of the thoughts of a hidden yesterday. 
It plays at some old college fancy, 
And the friends that meant joy to me 
Come back 'mid those broken old memories, 
And we live and we laugh again: 
How light and happy my mind is 
When dawn steals through the walls of my heart 
And walks in my garden of love. 

-J. H. 

MY DIARY 

To another, just words, meaningless, often foolish. But to me, 
happy thoughts, sad thoughts, thoughts that express those inmost 
longings that the world has never known-never will know. For they 
lie written, black on white, in the pages of my diary-my book of hopes 
·-my book of dreams. To another, just words; but to me the tears of 
vain regret-the sighs of future longing. 
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THE LAVENDER IN THE AUTUMN 

T HE rattle of the tea things has just died away. The opaque October 
shaclows sink into a darker mauve background. The birds remember the 

hour of nesting. Those weary with the toils of the day are at rest, and there is 
nothing but meditation to disturb the quiet of this mauve of the year. The 
laborer lays aside his tools; the housewife finishes clearing away the tea things, 
and the little children nestle themselves for a story before the sandman comes. 

But let us no longer waste the evening over the lives of others, but pursue 
the solitary walk where Beauty, lovelier than ever but a few days past, walked 
before me and now, like Middle Age, has stopped to look back and reflect upon 
the happinesses and the purple patches of Youth. 

What enchantment is over everything! Mauve shades predominate these 
autumn days; the summer sun has departed for other fields and hillsides, leaving 
the city to the cooler, more tranquil beauty of the hazy air. All the bustle of the 
day is forgotten and the hour is full of reflections and memories. 

There will come a time when this lavender of Autumn evenings will continue 
and the night shall set in. It is then that we shall drop from this life as the 
leaves drop from the trees, perhaps to be covered by the Winter snows and ob­
scured forever, or to cover the earth with a blanket gorgeously designed with 
the amethystine leaves. 

What autumns as beautiful as these have not caused great victories and 
unbounded joys? Perhaps joy and gladness alone have not been the results of 
such Autumn evenings, but sadness, too, might have drifted from the turquoise 
haze. There may be some who shall stroll in sad and solemn meditation beneath 
the tall trees that are ready to receive winter with the open arms of its bare 
branches. 

How many people loiter in the lilac lanes at this hour of the day and year no 
longer wearing masks of worry! All misery is gone from their faces, or is it that 
the softness of the autumn shades just blots it out? They walk alone with their 
thoughts-in the lovely light of this Autumn lavender which hides all but the 
glittering leaves and the worth-while things of a man's life. 

How glad I am that I was born a person capable of enjoying the mauve of 
this hour and year-and see that men are happy when the purple patches are all 
that can be seen of lives that may be full of blackness. 

I hope that I shall die as maples do, 
In robes of red and bronze and golden hue. 
I hope that I shall die in autumn life, 
When work is done, but when there is no knife 
Of hopeless, aged winter in my soul; 
Rebirth shall come-in spring I shall be whole. 
It is not death to sleep the winter through: 
I hope that I shall die as maples do. 

-R. B. 
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UNDER THE STARS 

Under the stars, 
You, and I, 

Watching the moon, 
Loving the sky; 

Tracing the shadows 
Under the trees; 

Smelling the flowers 
Kissed by the breeze; 

Finding our souls, 
While moments fly; 

Under the stars, 
You, and I. 

FINALITY 

You said you loved me 
And I laughed 
And said I doubted 
Because I feared love-­
Feared its hurt. 
You heard my laugh 
Then you, too, doubted 
And fled the ghastly mask 
Of my false mirth. 
But now I do not laugh, 
For I who doubted,, 
Fearing love and hurt, 
Have found, 
Since you departed, 
No cause for doubting­
And no heart for mirth. 

-J.P. 

-E.K. 



LONELINESS 

Awakening thus in the misty dawn, 
Finding, my Love, that you are gone, 
I pace the floor in my dull despair, 
Crying because you have left me there. 
My brain responds with little questions, 
My heart answers and makes suggestions. 
Had you left me there alone for good? 
You warned me once, and said that you would. 
And there in the early misty dawn, 
I cried at being left all alone. 

-R.B. 

MY PRAYER 

I want my life to be a life of living, 
Not the drab existence of a life-tired soul. 

I want my life to be a life of doing, 
With a shining star set for a far-off goal. 

I want my life to be a life of laughter--
Though some of heartbreak I would not shun, 

If from that heartbreak there can rise a friendship 
That in the dark shall be my life's bright sun. 

Then, when death comes, 
Swift on the heels of life's 
Dear day of sun and shadow, 
I hope to meet it with a fearless heart-
A heart that looks on man with love and kindness, 
And on God as that dear companion of life's better part. 

-Kuyk. 
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THE "BARK" . REPORTER CONFUSES HER 
KNOWLEDGE OF JOURNALISM 

1. The Sophomore-Freshman Game. 

On Tuesday afternoon the Freshmen and Sophomores entertained jointly 
with a charmingly appointed basket ball game in the artistic gymnasium of 
Butler Hall. The delicate little red and white frocks worn by the pretty Sophs 
blended pleasingly with the vivid green of the Frosh. Miss Lucile Kelly was 
charming in the well-fitting knickers furnished by the Alice Buffet Co., while the 
slender gracefulness of Miss Mary Bacharach was accentuated by several dainty 
sweat shirts. The Misses Purdy, Gardner, Craven, Black, Palmer, and others, 
flitted gayly from place to place, while the stately figure of Miss Eschbach moved 
with dignity among them. She wore an attractive black so-and-so trimmed 
with one lone and lovely Beta pin. She blew her pretty whistle very frequently 
in order to dazzle the guests with the flash of diamonds as she threw the toss-up 
with her left hand. It is reported that a good time was had by all-that is, all 
the Sophomores. 

2-The Junior-Senior Prom. 

On Saturday night at eight o'clock the bell clanged sharply, the gym floor 
was cleared and all the participants prepared for action. The St. Charles band 
boomed forth its warning of the coming event. The side-lines were filled with 
enthusiastic spectators (flat-footed upperclassmen, curious Sophs, and jealous 
Frosh), who were unable to participate but were there to watch the fury of the 
struggle and criticize the technique and tactics of the players. Each member of 
the All-Lindenwood Prom Team eyed her man carefully and the play was on! 
The struggle was indeed a worthy one. The visiting team was kept constantly 
on the defensive against the timely, well-planned advances of the home team. 
The casualties among the opposition consisted of the loss of innumerable fra­
ternity pins (misplaced or stolen), and several badly injured hearts. Some of 
the winning stars were Liddle, Campbell, Walker, and Wisdom. The Brown­
Henney combine was in its usual good form and, of course Lily was rolling up the 
score. 

Baker: Did Jakie get that lesson for you? 
Sharon: No, I got it wrong myself. 

Lamb: Correct this sentence for me: There are an awful lot of Freshmen 
in this college. 

Ruth Lindsay: There are a lot of awful Freshmen in this college. 

Page 190 



LINDENWOOD A LA HAMLET 

Soph to Frosh-"You speak like a green girl." 
Andy,-the Watchman-"Doomed for a certain term to walk the night." 
Date Night_:__"Never make known what you have seen tonight." 
Before the Exam-"My hour is almost come." 
After the Exam-"Why, what an ass am I!" 
Alpha Psi-"The play's the thing." 
To the Arkansas Girls-"I have heard of your paintings, too, well enough; 

God has given you one face and make yourself another." 
Lily-"You jig , you amble, and you lisp." 
Friday's Fish-"O, my offence is rank; it smells to heaven." 
A Midnight Feed-"Let them guard the door." 
Stumberg to Web in Hockey Game-"Let's follow, Gertrude." 
Rudolph, When There is Noise on Third Floor Butler-"In the dark grop'd I 

to find out them." 

WHY I DON'T HAVE DATES AT LINDENWOOD 

1-1 hate to be conspicuous. 
2-1 can't take the time from my lessons. 
3-1 don't like to sit in the balcony at vespers. 
4-1 t makes the other girls feel bad. 
5-The chairs in the parlors are so uncomfortable. 
6-I am trying to be true to a boy at home. 
7-lt's so much trouble to remember to sign up. 
8-Nobody ever asks me (obsolete). 

TRUE STORIES 

Dear Mother: I am writing to tell you that I am very griped. 
Lucy. 

Dear Daughter: I am sorry to hear of your condition. Try hot pads and 
ginger tea. 

Mrs. Seaman. 

Birch (in chapel): Anyone who wants ideas for jokes or cartoons may see me. 

Ruthie: What was the name of the song that always reminded me of that 
girl? 

Margie: What girl? 

Ruthie-I don't know, but whatever the name of the song was it reminded 
me of her. 
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Jake: Want to have a date Friday? 
Fran Stone: Oh, my dear, haven't you. heard, I'm being married Friday. 
Jake: That right? Well how about Saturday? 

Janet: I hear that some college profs lead a very fast life. 
Marie: 
yet. 

Oh, I don't know about that. None of them have ever passed me 

Barns! 
Brown: 
Barns: 

I live in lfornia. 
What do you mean by lfornia? 

The Cal is silent as in Coolidge. 

Kuyk: Who wrote that Rhapsody? 
Roper: Liszt. 
Kuyk (after patiently waiting): Well, go ahead, I'm listening. 

Garnett (in tennis class): Any other absentees here? 

Liddle: Did you know that Miss Walters, the dietitian, gets paid more than 
the Dean? 
Campbell: Why is that? 
Liddle: Her courses are more popular. 

Beta Phi Theta is rivaling Lindbergh in the use of the expression "Oui." 

Stokes: I had such a nice date tonight. 
Murdock: Hard luck, honey, hard luck. 

Whitney: What d'you mean you're gonna turn your room into a "ring?" 
Kelso: The room-o and I are going to try to commercialize on some of our 
fights. 

MODISH MITZI ON THE CAMPUS 

.C'II ''~:Tl i,.,c.,I( II.~ ... .,.IT ..,~,.N ,,~ 

t.ltc c/~,slo••- t..1/c.~,~ 
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THE PATRONS QF LXNDENWOOD 
COLLEGE 

T HE Staff of the 1928 "Linden Leaves" extends its most 
sincere thanks to those patrons whose advertisements have 

made our book possihle. 

St. Charles Saving Bank 
Charles E. Meyers Drug Store 
Union Saving Bank 
Huning Dry Goods Co. 
Thro Clothing Co. 
Buell\, Style Shop 
Denker's Bake Shop 
Mike's Drug Store 
Henry Broeker 
First National Bank 
J. A. Battani 
Kuhlmann Dry Goods Co. 
L'nion Electric Light and Ppwer Co. 
St. Charles Gas Co. 
H unleth Music Co. 
Steinbrinker Furniture Co. 
Ahmann News Stand 
Milton E. Meyer 
A. Ruth, Jr. 
Hackmann Lumber Co. 
Vanity Boot Shop 
Pundmann Motor Co. 
St. Charles Dairy Co. 
Austin S. Fox 
New Strand Theatre 
St. Louis Costume Co 
Nienheuser Produce Co. 
H. G. Rauch Lumber Co. 
W. H . Markham Life Insurance Co. 
Shoeland 
Edwin Denker, Florist 
Rechtern Cleaning Co. 
B. T. Bushmann 
Battani Printery 
C. J. Harris Lumber Co. 
Cosmos Monitor 
Busy Bee Cafe 
Progress Mercantile Co. 
Clark-Sprague Printing Co. 



The Patrons of Lindenwood College­
Continued 

St. Charles Banner News 
Adler Favor Co. 
Chamberlin Weatherstrip Co. 
Krenning-\Vestermann Co. 
La Beaume & Klein 
C. W. Alley Printing Co. 
Standard-Tilton Milling Co. 
Tibbitts-Hewitt Co. 
Central American Coffee and Spice Co. 
National Sanitary Products Co. 
Facsimile Letter Co. 
Hilmer Commission Co. 
Weil's Palace Clothing Co. 
Schnedler Brothers 
Leston Co. 
Sid Whiting Studios 




