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FOREWORD

HE LINDEN LEAVES
is a record of a year of

student enterprise at
Lindenwood. It reflects the
life of all the college activities
as they appear to the students.

Whatever success may be
attributed to the book'is due
to the hearty co-operation of
the whole student body with
the staff.
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Lurinda DeLeftwich Templin

Brau of Lindewwood Gollege

who is spending her strennth,
with the ardor of her soul
In maintaining the present high standacds
of this edurational institution,
Iu building a superior womanhood
which shall serve bumanity
and fulfill the vision of the

Wellesley of the West

we gratefully dedicate the

Linden Leaves nf 1918
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LINDENWOOD HYMN

Louisg T. CRANDALL
+

School of our mothers in days of yore,
Goal of their fond ambitions long,

Within the portals of thy door

Ideals were formed and wills made strong.

Thy honored rule was ever good,

0ld Lindénwood, Old Lindenwood.

The tumult and the shouting dies,
The seniors vear by year depart;
Still stands thine ancient edifice,
A stately and a noble pile,
With arched limbs of sacred wood,

'Round Lindenwood, Old Lindenwood.

Far called, old teachers pass away,

But new ones rise to take their place;
And all the pomp of yesterday

Goes on with but a change of face:
Few hearts but throb with kindly good

Towards Lindenwood, Old Lindenwood.

On girls that come and girls that go,

On all that walk beneath thy shade,
A heaven sent gift wilt thou bestow;

A graceful and a gracious maid;
With brain for power and heart for good;

Old Lindenwood, Dear Lindenwood.

Amen.
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L-ANG! Cl-ang! Cl-ang! rang the
C rising bell through the dim gray

halls, Eleanor Patrick opened one
sleepy eye and stuck her inquisitive little
nose out from under the heap of covers.
What she saw made her sit straight up in
bed and cast an indignant glance at her
sleeping roommate.

“Margaret Murrey, if I wouldn’t like
to hit vou! Twenty below, both windows
wide open, and a snowdrift in the corner.”

This aggrieved young person had gone
to bed early the night before after trying
to impress on Margaret's mind the fact
that the window was not to be opened
more than two inches. She now covered
the distance from the bed to the window
in two hops and then jumped back into
bed to wait until the frozen radiator should
begin to thaw.

After several unsuccessful attempts to
awaken the sleepy Margaret, Eleanor gave
up and lay staring aimlessly at the snow-
drift, thinking. Her thoughts wandered
to the War Relief Fund and the fifteen
lundred dollars the school had raised the
week before.  How could girls deny them-
selves for the fund, she wondered. Then
she thought of the L. C. graduate who
had gone “over there” to face hardships,
dangers, and perhaps death, for the sake
of people that she had probably never seen.

While she lay looking at the drifted
snow it suddenly scemed to sway back
and forth, gently at first, then faster and
faster, With each movement it grew
higher and higher, until at last it stood a
slender graceful figure clothed in clinging
white draperies. As the amazed girl
stared, mouth and eves wide open, the
figure began to float nearer until it stood
at length by her bed. She was uncertain
whether to scream or duck under the
covers, but she did neither, for just then
the mysterious one began to speak. Or
was it really speaking? It seemed more
like the soft whisper of leaves when the
teasing summer winds try to coax from
them their secrets, or like the liquid
murmur of clear water over pebbles.

“] am the spirit of Lindenwood, and
today is my birthday. Every year I must
tell my story to some mortal, and this
vear | have chosen you.”

EAVES

Eleanor stared up at the spirit but she
could discern none of the features. A soft
glow radiated from the head, but there
seemed to be no face. In its transparent
hands the spirit carried a shimmering white
veil, For once in her life Eleanor’s ready
tongue refused to work, but the spirit did
not wait for an answer, Instead, it leaned
down, took one of her hands and flung out
the white veil. In a moment everything
changed; they were standing in the midst
of a rolling tract of forest land., In the
distance lay the peaceful waters of the
old Missouri, and over everything hung
an atmosphere of wild loneliness. The
only living beings near were a man and
a woman, who were dressed in a quaint
fashion of long ago. But the woman was
beautiful in her hoop skirts and bobbing
curls and the man was handsome enough
to make Eleanor’s romantic heart gain a
beat or two.

“The young Major Sibley and his
wife,"” whispered the spirit.

The little lady was speaking: “Oh.
just think how much it will mean to our
dear new West. It is just beginning to
awaken from its long sleep and stretch
out its hands to the East. Surely, George.
we eanmot resist its appeal for true and
noble womanhood, when it is in our power
to help. This will only be a small begin-
ning, but some day all my dreams may
come true.”

“But, dear, think of what you are
doing. If I buy this land and you start
vour ‘Lindenwood’ it will mean that yvou
must renounce your Iast and give your
life to this lonesome West.”

The woman’s great dark eyes were
turned to the man by her side, and though
her voice was low, it vibrated with emo-
tion. “It is worth giving up everything
for: I am only sorry that I did not come
sooner.”

Then the spirit dropped the white veil,
and when it was lifted again a log cabin
nestled among the linden trees. The time
was spring and a certain restlessness
scemed to fill the air. As the spirit and
the girl stood watching, a great iron gong
rang out and girls came crowding out of
the cabin and gathered around the steps.
While they stood there Mrs. Sibley came
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sut, looking but little older, yvet something
firm, noble, more maternal, showed in her
face. A little hush fell over the group and
the sweet voice said, simply, “Girls, you
are leaving me now and going home; your
school days are over; try to remember
Lindenwood’s standards of pure and con-
secrated womanhood, and remember that
her spirit is always with you.” Tears
stood in the eves of the girls as they kissed
her and clung to each other for the last
time. Then the stagecoach came, and
they drove away.

The white veil fell over the peaceful
scene, and when it was drawn back,
instead of the cabin stood a new brick
building. The lindens seemed to lift their
heads more proudly than ever as they
nodded to each other, and cast their
swaying shadows on the frésh™ spring
grass. It was June again, and once more
did Eleanor see Mrs. Sibley tell her girls
good-bye. This time there were many
more, but the same love and loyalty shone
in their faces as they listened to her
parting words.

The spirit sighed as it dropped the veil
this time, and when it was lifted again it
seemed as though a cloud of gloom had
spread over the whole earth. The lindens
drooped sadly, the birds hopped mourn-
fully from branch to branch, and the
windows of Sibley Hall stood out like sad
unseeing eyes. Here and there girls
hurried about with red eyves and trembling
lips. One face was missing now, and in a
darkened room in a long black box lay
that dear dreamer, who had passed on.
Mrs. Sibley was dead. Would the work she
had started cease now or would it go on?

Fleanor was glad when the veil
descended like a mist on the lindens and
the spirit said, softly, “You have seen the
Lindenwood of yesterday; now, behold
the Lindenwood of today.” With these
words, Niccolls, Butler, Jubilee, Margaret
Hall and Butler Way seemed to form
themselves out of the chaos, and on the
steps of Jubilee stood two familiar figures.

“Dr. and Mrs. Roemer,” murmured
the spirit, “have taken up the unfinished
work, and under their influence Linden-
wood is surpassing its founders’ most
golden dreams.”

As Eleanor looked she saw around her
other faces which she knew and yet which
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seemed subtly, intangibly different. She
turned to the spirit, “Who are they? They
look like my friends and yet they are so
changed.” “They are your friends as you
would see them next June could you look
into their souls. During this year, my best
friend, True Womanhood, and [ have
entered into their hearts. Would vou
like to see True Womanhood?”

She nodded her head, and instantly
there appeared a creature in robes of
dazzling white. The new spirit’s eyes
were bright as stars, and in her hand she
carried seven perfect white roses.

The spirit of Lindenwood spoke:
“These roses each represent one of True
Womanhood’s seven virtues; one is Love,
one is Truth, one is Purity, one is Self-
Sacrifice, one is Knowledge, one is Courage
and one is Loyalty. If you would wear
these sacred flowers vou must uphold my
standards and live up to my ideals.”

As Eleanor held out her hands for the
roses, something buzzed in her car, the
odor of the flowers became sickeningly
sweet, the two spirits instantly faded
away, and she was sitting up in bed,
rubbing her eyes. The room was full of
winter sunshine, the radiator was steam-
ing away, and in the corner was a puddle
where the snowdrift had been.

“For goodness sake, Eleanor, don’t sit
there staring. Warning rang ages ago.
I never will get up all this rose perfume I
spilled. Oh, dear, where is my shoe?”

Fleanor looked up and saw Margaret’s
black curls disappearing under the bed in
search of the missing shoe, and realizing
that the last bell wouldn’t wait while she
thought about spirits, she jumped up and
began a mad scramble for spats, hair pins,
slippers and a tie.

For the moment the spirit of Linden-
wood was forgotten, but that night
Eleanor slipped out and stood at the head
of Butler Way, looking down the avenue.
The lean lindens had assumed an air of
haughty grandeur with their load of
glistening ice and snow, and as she looked
up at the stars she thought of True
Womanhood’s eyes.

“I will win the white roses,” Eleanor
murmured as she passed on, her heart full
of determination. One more girl had felt
the call of the true spirit of Lindenwood.

FreEpERICKA PRIESMEYER.
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MRS, JOHN L. ROEMER
Denn of Student
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LUCINDA DE LEFTWICH TEMPLIN, A. B., B..S., A. M.
Dean of the College

IHISTORY AND POLITICAL SCIENCE



THE REV. DR. R. §. CALDER ALICE ANNA LINNEMAN, B. L.
A. B., A. M., Ph, D, D, D,

BIBLE

ART

ORA MAUD PORTERFIELD
i .\L_ B., A. M. SARAH M. FINDLEY

ANCIENT LANGUAGES LIBRARIAN
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FRANCES H. HAIRE GRACE GODFREY, B. S.

PHYSICAL EDUCATION HOME ECONOMICS

MARY E. LEAR, A, B, B. 5. LENA A. BARBER, B. 5., A, B, M. S,

CHEMISTRY — MATHEMATICS BIOLOGICAL SCIENCE— MATHEMATICS



JOSEPHINE MacLATCHY
A By, A M

ANNA PUGH, A. B., A, M.

ENGLISH

EDUCATION

CONSTANCE MARGUERITE
McGOWAN, B. J., A, B.

JOURNALISM — ENGLISH

EDNA L. SCHMITT ELIZABETH BROOK, A. B., A ML

EXPRESSION HISTORY
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HOME ECONOMICS

WILLIE

OVERTON MINOR

EXPRESSION

LOUISE PALMER

ZETA ANDERSON, A. B.

FRENCH — GERMAN

PAULINE E. JONES, A. B., B. §. FELEANOR MOEHLENKAMP

FRENCH — SPANISH STUDENT ASSISTANT IN ENGLISH
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LEO C. MILLER

Director of Music
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ARIEL F. GROSS, M. Mus,

PIANO — HARMONY — SIGHT SINGING

FRANCES E. OLDFIELD GEORGE A, CIBULKA, A, B.

VOICE PIANDO — PIPE ORGAN
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DOROTHY BIEDERWOLF, Mus. b

VIOLIN

KATHERINE A. GAINES MAY PERO

FIAND — HARMONY VOICE
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MISS ROSE M. SWEENEY MRS, EFFIE LINK ROBERTS
Dean of Niceolls Hall Dean of Jubilee and Butler Halls

ALICE MARIE LeFEBER NELLIE CUSTIS CHILDS
Domestic Director Head of Hospital, Graduate Nurs
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OLIVE A. RAUCH FETHEL B, COOK

Registrar Bookkeeper

AGNES CAVANAGH DORRITT STUMBERG, A B

H[l‘nnm.lphg-r Hl'\'l’l."l.l!l" 1o the Dean
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MISS EDNA SCHMITT
SPONSOR

Mortro: “Over the Top”
Frower: Pink Killarney Rose
Corors: Coral and White

TRUE, CHEER ILLINOIS

There’s a song in the air,
It’s a cheer, it's a cheer,
And vou hear it all the time;
It's for girls that are true
To the coral and white,
Singing with all their might.
[t’s class work and pep,
We're willing to bet,

That will lead us to victory;
And our hearts throb with glee
As forever we'd be

A Senior at Old L. C.

Then cheer that good old Senior Class;
Spurn it on to victory;

Let's give them our best,

Best all the time—

We will show our loyalty.

Then S—E—N—I1—0—R—5§

Keep the coral and white waving high;
All you girls of L. C.

Cheer all the time;

Cheer 1918,

32



HELEN BAYSINGER
Rolla, Missouri
President

Associate in Arts
Stare Certificate to Teach
Revellers Club, 1o16-17
Misszouri Club. 1g16-17
Charal Club, 1916—17
cethall, 1o16-17
. 1916—17

5 1916—-17
51 s, 1GT7-18
Presid L 1g17—18
Student Board, 151718
HTT

[ CAVLE 9]

FLORENCE SCHAPER
Washington, Missouri
Vice-Presiden

souri Club, rgr6-17
10—17

1916-17

IQIO—17, 1IQ17-1&
tef Aunual, 1916-17, 1to17-18
Semior Class, rgry—18
Student Government Board 1gr7—18

19r7—18

K

MARTHA WAITE
Kansas City, Missouri
Secretary

Certificate in Home Feonomics
Teacher's Certificate
secretary French Club, rg16-17
Revellers, 1916-17
Missouri Club, 1916-17, 1917-18
Secretary Senior Class, 1917-18
Vice-President Student Government Board,

1917-18 =1 x hTE
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MADGE MOORE
Benton, Illinois
Treasurer
\ssociate in Arts
ers, [9ré—-17
Club, 1916—17, 1917-18
- Ay 1916-17, 1917—18
Board, 1917-18
Treasurer Senior Class, tg17-18%




ALICE WEBB AMIS
Fordyvee, Arkansas

MAY BECEKMAN

Webb City, Missouri
Certificate in Home Feonomics
State Certificate to Teach
Y. W. C. A, 191617
Revellers, 1916—17
Hit ub, 1916-17
Missauri Club, 1916-17, 1917-18

HAZEL BETTS
St. Louis, Missouri
Certificate in Expression

Vice-President of Spe
Dramatic Art Club
Missouri Club, 1917-18
Y. W. C. A, 1917-18

| Class, 1916~37
17-18

MAE BRIANT

Hope, Arkansas
Associate in Arts
State Certificate to Teach
Treasurerof Student Government Board 1516-17
Revellers Club, 1916-17
Arkansas Club, 191617
\thletic Association
Vice-President of Junior Class, 1916-17
President of Student Government Board,1g17-18
President of Arkansas Club, 1917-18

Y. W.(
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MARTHA L, CASTLES
St. Louis, Missouri

Diploma in Expression

Certificate in Playground

Normal Certificate in Physical Education

Hikers Club, 1916; President, 1917-18

Missouri Club, 1916-17; President, 1917-18

Caprain Basketball, 1916-17

Athletic Association. 10 6—17, 1917-18

Hockey, 1916-17

Pyramid Team

Hikers Numeral, 191%

Butiness Manager Dramatic Art Club, 1o17-18

FRANCES CONKLIN
Hutchinson, Kansas

Associate in Arts

Treasurer Kansas Club, 1917-18
Dramatic Club. 1g17-1%

Hikers Club, 1917-15

Y

M

A, 1916-17, 1917-18

ARY

DUNWOC

CROWL

PAULI
Webh City, Missouri
Art
L 191617
W A. 1grb—17, 1917-1
Tub; 1916=17, 1017-18
b. 1916~1%, 1917
panish Club, 1917=1%

DY

Joplin, Missouri

Missouri Club, 1916-17, 1917-
President Bpanish Club, 1917
Hikers Club, 191718
French Club, 1917-18
Student Board. 1g17-1%
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THE PHARMACY

with a reputation gained by many years of close application

to business, backed by

STOC K (Largest)
QUALITY ighest)
SERVICE @Best)

RESPECTIFULLY

CHARLES E. MEY ER, rexart pruc store

Special Assortments of Unusual
Interest to Students
in the Seminary

Women’s Shoes

and Hosiery

A complete knowledge of and a particu-
lar catering to the needs of the seminary
attendant enables us to supply you with
by far the most satisfactory shoes and
hosiery that can be found in this section,

Particular atiention is given
to all Seminary patrons

St. Charles Shoe
Company

>
4 N
Edwin Denker
FLORIST
Flowers for all Occasions
217 South Fourth St.

o B
- N
PATRONIZE
OUR
ADVERTISERS
o 7




- St. Charles
' -~ Taxicab
| Company

The car with the
Yellow Stripe




PEOPLE WHO PUT OUR GOOD GOODS
ON THEIR TABLES CAN HAVE
A PRIVATE CABARET
IN THEIR HOMES &
o

i i FO_P THEY'Il DANCE =
4 WITH DELIGHT }\A
1 AT EVERY BITE L >
... SOLE AGENTS FOR ...
Monarch Canned Fruits and Vegetables
Weisel & Company’s Delicatessens
Homels Dairy Brands Hams and Bacon
SQUALITY AND SERVICE OUR Morroe

Phones: Bell 283—Kinloch 85

Progress Mercantile Co., 302 North Main St.

o
q e

Austin S. Fox

HEATING and PLUMBING

Steam, Hot Water and Vacuum Heating

ST. CHARLES, MO.

Water Works and Electric Lighting for Country Homes

Bell Phone 99




' Mike’s Drug Store

‘, and Confectionery

AND

227 North Main Street

402 North Second Street

h At end of State Highway Bridge

COMPLETE LINE OF
Drugs, Confections, Eastman Kodaks,
Spalding Sporting Goods, Home-Made

Candy and Ice Cream.
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| 11} il i Sectional Bookcases
|
ePhEEIEERLE Combine
Utility-Beauty
t‘taw:;':gi_’"f:
TRV EET A BOOKCASE 1IN

A HOME IS AN
INDICATION OF
REAL CULTURE.

The GlobeWernicke Co,

BROADWAY NEAR LOCUST
ST. LOUIS, MO.

MILLIONS
Ry TO

CHUERE

This advertisement
id for by The St

Charles Banner—News.

, IN War Countries MILLIONS of little children are with-

out one mouthful of food—hundreds of thousands are
in rags, and naked.

Many live in holes in the ground, like wild beasts;
children gnaw at the carcasses of dead animals to live; and
in the fields by the roadside little ones, separated from
parents, lie starving, dying—ALONE.

MILLIONS of children have starved to death. Weak-
ened, exhausted, by three years of underfeeding and exposure,
MILLIONS MORE will die if we do not help them.
10c will give a starving child one day’s life.

3 dollars, one month’s life.
36 dollars, one year’s life.

Won't YOU give at least one day’s life to a little child?

In God's name, HELP NOW—No matter how little—
THEY ARE DYING!

Make out remittances to Children of America’s Fund and mail to the
CENTRAIL NATIONAIL BANK OF ST, LOUIS, ST. LOUIS, MO.




The High-Grade Portraits
reproduced 1n this book
were made at the

Murillo Studin

Saint Louis

Special rates to students and faculty







