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FULL PRGGRAM PLANKED FORTRIRD WARTIME THANKSGIVING

SIX LINDENWOOD

STUDENTS

CHOSEN FOR 1944-45 WHO'S WHO

Girls Seléciad On
Basis of Gampus
Gitizenship, interests

Six Lindenwood students are
among those included in the 1944.
45 edition of “WHO'S WHO IN
AMERICAN COLLEGES AND
UNIVERSITIES.” The girls se-
lected are Jacqueline Schwab, Bet-
ty Schroer, Virginia Gilreath,
Carol Landberg, Barbara Wertz,
and Marjorie Allen.

These students are chosen con-
scientiously and impartially on a
basis of academic success, cam-
pug ecitizenship, and intelligent
and honest participation in stu-
dent organizations in wkich they
have heen elected officers. Colleg-
es are limited in their nomination
of candidates tor “WHO'S WHO",
and the selection is made on a
percentage bhasis.

The offices and honors held by
these girls are many and vatried.

Marj Allen who hails from
Pueblo, Colc., was a member of
the Freshman Council; Triangle
Club; secretary of Sigma Tau
Delta; president of Alpha Sigma
Tau; on the Sophomore Council;
vice-president of Beta Pi ‘Theta;
Beta Chi; International Relations
Club; secretary of the League
of Women Voters:; Senior Assist-
ant of the Linden Leaves; Press
Club; president of Pi Gamma Mu;
on the Advisory Council of Reli-
gion; Popularity Court 1943-44;
received a Home Nursing Certifi-
cate in the Red Cross; Student
Counselor; A. A, Certificate; Lin-
den Bark “Hall of Fame” and on
the Dean's list, 1943-44.

Betty Schroer of St. Charles is
a member of Pi  Alpha Delta;
Home Economics Club; Athletic
Assnciation: president of Alpha
Sigma Tau: Publicity Chairman
for the Red Cross; Literary Edi-
tor of the Linden Leaves; Student
Counselor; on the Y.W.C.A, Cab-
inet; secretary-treasurer of the
Day Students, and on the Dean's

Sixth War Loan Drive
Opened November 20;
To Hold Gampus Rally .

“Lindenwood opened its Sixth
wWar Loan drive on November 20"
according to “Uncle Guy"” Motley.
Last year the college raised $92,-
000 and bought the Mustang
Flyer which carries our schools
name.

In this drive our nation is ask-
ing for $14,000,000,000 and we all
want Lindenwood’s share to make
a dent into this huge sum. An
all-campus rally is being planned
te show our enthusiasm.

Any bonds bought at home by
our parents can be allocated to
the college. This doesn't neces-
sitate sending the bond or any
money, only word from your
parents that the ecredit has been
given to Lindenwood.

Did you know a jeep only cost
900,007 Our $92,000 of last year
would buy over 100 jeeps.

You can be beggéd, but this
Wayr Loan drive is VOLUNTARY!

Dr. George Works
Named Divector of

National Roster

Dr. George A. Works, of the
University of Chicago, who is
Lindenwood's educational counsel,
will succeed Dr. Leonard Carmi-
chael as director of the National
Roster of Scientific and Special-
ized Personnel. Dr. Works who
was president of the University of
Connecticut, is now dean of stu-
dents and a university examiner
at the University of Chicago.

The roster has been responsi-
ble for placing more than 50,000
professionally trained men and
women in the Army and Navy
weir research and industey,

Furman university has been
cranted 85,000 per year for new
books for a period of three years
and $10,000 for the same period
of time to be used for re-cata-
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(Continued on page 8)

Christian Assoctation S,_um-' ors
Annual Christmas Doll Contest

Hurry! Hurry! Turn in your
dolls for the Annual Doll Contest
that the Christian Association is
sponsoring. Prizes will be given
for the most beautiful, the most
original, and the best dressed
dolls. There will also be a prize
for the hall with the greatest
number of dolls,

On December 6 there will be a
“Sing and Sew" in the Library
Club rooms after dinner. A pro-
gram of Christmas music will be
presented.

The dolls are to be turned in
between December 8 and 12. They
will be on display in Roemer Hall
the week before we leave for the
holidays.

Markham Memorial, which is
situated in one of the poorest dis-
triets in St. Louis, will receive
the dolls. Every doll will then go
to a child who would otherwise
not have a Christmas. Many have
never owned a doll. Onee a moth-
er used the handmade clothes of
o Iaree doll for her own baby.

Buy yvour dolls now. The stores
have good selections now but they
won't last very long. The dolls
reed not be original and their
clothes need not be handmade, so
if you aren’t too good with a need-
le and thread, then buy a doll.

Make vourself happy, by mak-
ing the children of Markam
happy.

ON COLLEGE BOARD

Phyllis Maxwell Is
Chosen to Reprasent
Mademoiselle al L. G,

Phyllis Maxwell, a sophomore

from Mt. Vernon, Illinois, has
been chosen by  Mademoiselle
magazine to represent Linden-

wood on the college board this
yeaw.

Mademoiselle has organized the
College Board on practically
every campus in the country.
Phyllis's duties will be to cover
the campus from head to toe, in-
side and outside the classroom
and dormitory, and to report on
wal activities, new courses, char-
ities, volunteer work, fads, fash-
ions, in fact, everything 'that's
new. She will receive four as-
signments a year.

All the work completed and
submitted counts toward her ap-
plication for Guest Editorship.
When stock-taking time arrives
late on April-—end of the College
vear —the brainest fourtfeen mems-
bhers are whisked to New York
for the month of June (o slide in
with Mademoiselle's own editors
to be Guest Editors and go every-
where and see everything with
the regular staff.

We all wish Phyllis a 1ot of luck
and congratulations.

Phyelis’ poem, “Art,” was puo
lished by the National Poetry As-
sociation in the Annual Anthology
of College Poetry. The Anthology
is a compilation of the finest
poetry written by the college men
and women in the county. Phyl-
lis's:  poem. was chosen from
thousands of peems submitted.

Lieut. H. A, Hart.wig
Now In Paris

With The Army

Lieut. H, A, Hartwig, formerly
an instructor at Lindenwood s
row in Paris with the 13th, Traf-
fic Regulation Group.. Dr. Mary
Terhune of the Modern Language
Department received a card from
him, dated October 10th, in which
he says, “Paris is still beautiful
and the French welcomed us with
onen arms, Evervthing is fine
save for the lack of coal; no place
to warm up."

EDGAR C. TAYLOR T0 DELIVER
THANKSGIVING DAY ADDRESS

Di:nce Club Formed
On the Campus With
Genee Head President

Ecnad Club, the new dance club
on campus, held its first meeting
(October 31. The club has been or-
ganized ag a junior dance club.
Everyone who is interested in
dancing, is invited to join the
club.

At the first meeting the offi-
cers for the year were elected.
They are: Genee Head, presi-
dent; Pary Kirkbride vice-presi-
dent; and Bonnie Mohme, secre-
tary-treasurer. Other members
are Marian Clark, Jo Hulson, June
Gordon, Jacki Morell, Elaine
Graq, Barbara Heller, Alice Hir-
shman, Billie Jean Norwood,
Helen Mathems, Anne Feldman,
Sue Higgins, Dee Fisher, Joanne
Reagan, Henrietta Kolocotrouis,
Phyllis: Zoellner, Marybeth Botth,

In the future the club is plan-
ning to practice all types of
dancing in order to improve its
technique. The meetings will be
held every other Tuesday, at 5.

Eileen Murphy Wins
Praise For Dress

Design For Nelly Don

Miss Eileen Murphy, Junior of
Mount Vernon, Ill, has received
word from “Nelly Don” that they
are using her dress design in
their spring line production. This
is the dress design with which
Eileen won first prize last spring
in which Mrs. James A. Reed,
“Nelly Don", of the Donnelly Gar-
ment Company in Kansas City,
Mo., sponsored on the campus.

The dress is a grey two-piece
crepe with a rose pebhle crepe

Turkey and All the
Trimmings on
Holiday Menu

Again this year, Lindenwood
girls will spend Thanksgiving at
school, Due to transportation dif-
deulties, only a one day vacation
has been set aside.

Thanksgiving Day on campus
will be a busy one. At 9 o'clock,
the annual hockey game—Frosh-
men vs. Upperclassmen—will be
played on the hockey field.

At 11:30 A. M., Edgar C. Tay-
lor, President of the Taylor
School in St. Louis, will speaik
to us in Roemer auditorium.

The Thanksgiving dinner in
Ayres Dining Room will be a
traditonal one—complete in every
detail, The menu includes:

Fruit Cocktail
Celery Olives
Roast Turkey Cranberry Sauce
Oyster Dressing
Mashed Potatoes Giblet Gravy
Buttered Peas
Head Lettuce Salad
1000 Island Dressing
Hot Rolls
Pumpkin Pie

Butter
Coffee Milk
Salted Nuts.

Open house will be held in the
Library Club Rooms from &:30
to 10:30 p, m. All students and
their guests are invited to attend.
Sandwiches and punch will be
served.

This is Lindenwood's third war-
time Thanksgiving—may it be the

last! et

dicky. Mrs. Reed is sending Eileen
one of the dresses and a £25.00
check for the use of her sketch.

Bork Reporter Finds Out .'."i"',?..()‘sm

Thankful for What and Why

By Barbara Park
Thanksgiving is coming, and
once again  Lindenwood girls

think about all the things they
have to be thankful for. First of
all, they are thankful that they
live in the good old U. S, A., but
when asked what else they are
tharkful for, they inevitably raise
an eyebrow and say, “Why, men,
of course!” Oceasionally, however
someone is found whose opinion
differs, and here are the results:

Betty Kirk—is thankful that
they are still making cashew
nuts.

Genee Head
telephone calls.

Polly Woolsey—is thankful that
she is an American citizen.

Babs Wexner—is thankful for
those two postcards that she re-
ceived from Herb in that German
prison camp.

Bonnie Mohme
Don.

Libby Knizht

~ is thankful for

is thankful for

is thankful for a

fourtn at bridge,

Betty Gilpin—would be thank-
ful if there were 48 hours in a
day so she could sleep longer.

Jean Sterner—is thankful that
her three roommates wear size 11.

Marie Szilagyi-— is thankful for
iriends,

Mary Lou Sneyd-—is
thankful for Texas,

Thbie Franke —is
Lambert is going
again,

Marilyn Vineyard -is thankful
that we can still have plenty to
eat on Thanksgiving,

Jo Anne Hulson—will be thank-
fu! for an B in Biology.

Dot Heimvrod-—is thankfunl for
so many things that she cant
think of any one thing in parti-
cular.

Mr, Clavtan—will be thankfud
witen the Thanksgiving issue gocs
10 Dress, :

Phyllis Maxwell — is thankful
for goldfish and green apples,

VERY

thankful that
to  be open

.
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Tmth Is A Weapon For Peace

Before, during, and after the first world war, powerful German,

French, and English news agencies controlled and censored all news’

reports to and from a great portion of the world. They distorted news
sent to them from the independent American agencies and in return
sent to America only the news that they wished us to print. During
World War I the French, German, and English governments ac-
tually controlled these agencies, using them to spread propaganda.

At the present time in Germany and all the lands still under
German rule, news is printed in the words of Goebbels. At official
press conferences he tells chosen German correspondents what to
write, when to write, and how to write the news. For long years the
Japanese people have read only what their government has desired.
They have even printed a speeial children’s newspaper teaching them
the basic tenets of totalitarian government.

The French and kEnglish agencies have gtayed close to their gov-
ernment’s skirts for political and financial favors. !

After this war is won, as a part, a very important part of world
peace, we must have international freedom of information. It is
agreed that the task is not a simple one, but it can and must be done
to prevent further world conflicts. In order to bring about this free-
dom we must have no censorship of news in time of peace, no aborta-
five telephone or telegraph rates for correspondents, and no govern-
mental control of news sources or agencies.

IT independent allied news agencies can be sef up in the prin-
cipal countries of the world we need not fear so much for our future
security

This editorial was adapted from Mr. Kent Cooper's article “Free-
dom of Information”, which appears in Life Magazine. Mr. Cooper,
who is at the head of the Associated Press, has been crusading for
freedom of information since the Jast war. “Freedom of Information”
is an article that every civiemnded college girl should read.

(g8l L e
Thanksgiving Time

Now is the time for Thanksgiving. Thanksgiving for little things,
for the smell of burning leaves, maple trees in autumn dress, russet
apples, slow-falling rain, pumpkin pie, roast turkey, the glow of an
open fire, and the whistle of the north wind.

Thanksgiving for big things, for the fundamentals upon which
our democratic life is built, the fundamentals for which our fore-
fathers shed their tears and their blood, for freedom of press, re-
ligion, speech, and enterprise.

For these things, for little things that make life beautiful, and for
the hig things which malke life good we give Thee thanks O Lord.

It Is Your Red Cross

“Your Red Cross is at his side” was the slogan of a recent Red
Cross drive. Do you know just what it means? Yes, you gave a
dellar or so—but how muchdid you really give? In the sheltered
life we live here at L. C. we can scarcely realize how little our
dollar was as compared with the contributions our men are giving,

Our men are out in the thick of things, out where they have to
think fast, and not think of the sacrifices they are making. To them
the Red Cross isn’t a matter of dollars and cents, It's more a matter
of what the Rted Cross can do for them. To illustrate, when @ soldier
has been working all day, the coffee and doughnuts the Red Cross
can give him are really appreciated. Then if he is wounded, he is
given blood plasma from the Red Cross Blood Bank as soon as pos-
sible. If he is troubled with problems at home the Red Cross ia there
to help him. If, by chance, he is captured by the enemy, he gets
letters, books, and packages through the Red Cross.

Our fighting men are glad we have a Red Cross. Isn’t it the
least you can do to contribute to it as much as possible while they
are away? The Lindenwood Chapter has provided us with numerous
ways of contributing. So come on gals, let's show our men that we're
really in there fighting with them, so that they can come home soon,

Back The Teams

Lindenwood come out with your teams! Qur athletic teams
spend many of theil' free hours practicing sports so we ean uphold
our name among the other colleges in athletic events, Tt is our duty
as students to back them up and show our spirit by giving them
our support from the side lines.

When the intra-murals begin again, get up a good team for
your hall and don’t default to anyone at the last minute. If you
dor’t end up winning, at least you can say you participated and did
your part.

The Verdict of the People

Now that the straw-voting is over, the fourth term is on, and
your radio tube has burned out—we should, all, whether Republicans
or Democrats get behind President Roosevelt, and give him our
whole-hearted support. For now, more than ever before, cooperation
is needed on the home-front, not only from the voter of today, but
you, Lindy Lindenwood, the voter of tomorrow. We are, all, on the
same highway, but this time we must not detour— but go straight
forward to our ultimate goal—world wide peace,
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BARK BAROMETER OF
CAMPUS OPINION

Are you in favor of universal
military training? If not, you are
in the minority of the girls on
Lindenwood campus. This ques-
tion is one of the vital current
problems of our country. General
George C. Marshall has made the
proposal of military training as
the only alternate to a large
standing Army and Navy after
the war.

President Roosevelt has sugges-
ted women might be included in
the training program.

The educators of the country
are urging a satisfactory method
whereby college education and
military tr: g can be com-
bined. Whai co you think? Mili-
tary training for men might in:
crease the length of time young
people must wait for marriage.

The Bark has conducted a
cross-section poll on these gues-
lions:

1. Are you in favor of univer-
sal military training after the
war?

2. Should it be applied to men
and women en an equal basis?
Do you think provision
should be made for college stu-
dents 1o continue their education
while in training?

This is the first poll the Bark
has conducted. The Staff is plan-
ning to have a poll in each issue.
The questions will deal with cur-
rent problems of the world, To
get regional differences of opin-
ion, the viewpoints of girls from
the North and South have been
separated.

In general the results indicate
that approximately 55 per cent of
the girls questioned are in favor
of universal training; 99 per cent
are against men and women being
trained on an equal hasis; 65 per
cent are in favor of training dur-
ine college,

The opinions of the North and
South on a percentage basis arve:
Question one—North, 51 per cent
for the training; South, 75 per
cent against it. Question two—
North, 99 per cent against; South,
100 per cent against. Question
three—5 ner cent of both North
and South girls are in favor of
the training during college.

Thi;(?j(%'. M ore.
Weeks "Till

"ravel Time

You can start marking ofl the
(iays on your calendar, and calcu-
lating the number of hours be-
tween now and 10 a. m., Thurs:
day, December 14, for than Lind-
enwood will adjourn for a three
week  wvaeation. Mr. Motley re-
ports that most girls have al-
ready made their reservations for
transpoitation home.

Classes will be resumed 11 a.
m. Monday, Jan. 8. Because of the
extended vacation, three days of
work will be made up by Safur-
day classes. On Jan. 13, Wednes-
day classes will be held; Jan. 20,
Thursday elasses; and Jan., 27,
Friday classes. The inevitable
finale are scheduled to begin Jan.
29 -but maybke you'd rather not
think about that vet.

Shirley Riedel and Helen Gray-
bill, natives of Montana, think
that they should get a little head
start on their vacation. They have
to travel two days and two nights
hefore they can  unpack their
bags and help decorate the family
Christmas tree. Genee Head re-
grets that she must spend forty-
three hours enroute to her home
in New Mexico. She believes that
Lindenwood should grant travel-
ing time.
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The girls in Sibley Hall gather
in the Tea House or in the dorm
and, say, the plans they are mak-
ing for their Christmas party will
make this the best since last
Christmas.

AR v Barx.

AND NO

by Jane

Turkey time is here again, and
praise besto President Roosevelt,
it could not be more opportune.
Typical Elsie, that usually happy,
carefree soul, is looking quite
peorly lately — deep purple eve
shadow isn't quite her color—and
sleeping in classes isn'i guite her
teachers’ ideas of attentiveness.
Thursday will be her day to shine,
however. Sleep till convoe, eat a
huge dinner, then sleep till Friday
classes,

The going to a grand
exndus Wednesday afternoon.
Seems like half the campus will

b

re's

be moving out —okay, though, for
it will give the other half a
chanee fo relax.

Donalee Wehrle is taking a

gand io Eureka about six
tenths of Senior Hall and one-

eightieth of Sibley. Lots of others

are going home too, as returning
prodigals, others as puests of
those prodigals, Andre Kostel-

anetz will be in St, Louis Thanks-
giving evening—there will be a
large representation of Linden-
wood there.

Well, the first play of the year
is history. The “Fighting Littles”

it certainly was & success, and
a great rvelief from the strain
everyone is under, I'm still trying
to convince Typical Elsie that
Patsy Geary doesn’t always go
around eating eucalina and
threwing baseball bats around the
living room, and that Julie Paul
really isn't in the habit of spin-
ning and shrieking in sirange cos-
tumes.

Guess everyone is having trou-
ble with wasps flying around the
confines of their rooms. It's al-
ways quite a puzzle as to how
they get in—when the windows
are shut up as tight as can be,

ITE=

MeLean

they still buzz madly about. I
hear that when wgsps do try to
get inside, the weather is about
to change—that snow is on the
way. Who knows, perhaps we'll
have a White Thanksgiving,
After Thanksgiving, talk will
center around who's going where
and going to do what during that
long-awaited Christmas vacation.
Of course, first of all, every Sat-
urday will see great numbers of
girls in St, Louis—in every store

in the city—hunting for those
hard-to-find presents fer those
hard-to-please iriends, Christmas

present time is just 23 great a
strain on the poor cab drivers as
it is on clerks and customers.
They open the door, heip the oc-
cupant out the cab, then fol-
low her into the dorm picking up
stray packages that keep dropp-

ol

ing here and there alohg the
wallk,
L. C. Givls had a grand time

at Maryville las
went in to the

week. One group
hockey game and
after it was over, chased away
their blues by going out to Ann
Roede's house and having a big
time—raiding the icebox, and just
generally raising the roof. Tootie
and Jacquie staved on their diets
though. You know, they're get-
ting so slim hmm that the only
wayv to be sure they're around
is to look for little thin shadows.

The Red Cross is still ecalling,
gals. Don't forget, there's a great
demand for blood donors imme-
diately. Any of you who want to
and who are able to give blood
for those wounded, stop in at the
blood donod center on Olive street
in St. Louis, They'll give you an
appointment, and you'll be doing
a great part in bringing your men
and all the others, home sooner.

‘nuff said

If you feel like climbing on
yvour soap box and daoing a little
serean:ing, the Bark Staff will be
yvour audience. We'll print your
cemplaint, with or without your
name. Everyone has peeves
they’'d like to blow off about.
The Bark is offering you an op-
portunity to tell Lindenwood
what you don't like and why.
Turn your letters into the Bark
office or a staff member.

Dear Safety Valve:

I just would like to know how
yvou feel about political machines
on our ecampus? In America we
have a democracy and we do not
approve of political machines.
Here, at Lindenwood, we feel that
our demoeratic way of life should
be encouraged and appreciated.
Still, we find some of our upper
classmen hold secret meetings to
get organized for our electicns.
In the first place, these girls are
violating the rules of fair-nlay
and ir the second place, they are
not upholding the standavds that
upper classmen should upho.d,

Dor’t you think that these girls
should feel rather guilty?

ONE WHO KNOWS.

SIXTH WAR LOAN DRIVE IS
NOW ON. BUY BONDS!

————

FROM THE OFFICE
OF THE DEAM

As anothor Thanksgiving Day
arproaches iet ug be thankful or
thice among many other bless-
irurs which we enjoy:

Let us be thankful that we live
ir & country which still gives us
the right to express our political
opinions, as was done in the cam-
paign and election just concluded
tast week- one of the few coun-
tries in the whole world enjoying
that privilege.

Let us be thankful that we have
guaranteed to us and in effect
the inestimable benefits given us
by our Bill of Rights—one of the
Tew countrieg in the world having
those rights,

Let us be thankful that in a
world torn by anguish and inse-
curity we are living in the midst
of beauty and security.

Let us be thankful for the op-
portunity to study and learn and
through these to gain in intellec-
tual and aesthetic appreciation.

Let us be thankful for the op-
rortunity given here at college to
make lasting and worth - while
friendships.

Lot us be thankful that we live
at the doorway of a great city
where in an infinite number of
ways we may become conscious
of the achievements of mankind
in aesthetie, industrial and social
directions, and may learn from
these, if we will,

For these and many other bless-
ings let us be deeply thankful,
but in a spirit of humility, for
Wwe possess them not hecause of
our just desserts but because of
our good fortune,

Let us then strive to be wor-
thy of these things.

ALICE E. GIPSON.

The Garden Club of Alabama
has decided to establish a garden
in memory of the veterans of
World War II.
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THE LINDEN BARK LITERARY SUPPLEMENT

— - - e e— i —————

In this issue of the Literary Supplement are printed the
successful entries in the Poetry Society contest, including the
prize winning peoem, “Fall Leaves”, by Jane Blood.

The prose selections consist of a short story, two informative
character sketches, an informal essay, and a

essays, three
critical essay.
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DONALD CULROSE
PEATTIE

By Virginia Wood Blattner

No writer in Amervica has made
a place for himself more distinetly
his own than has Donald Culross
Pea’tie. While he has successfully
written novels, biography and po-
etry, first and foremost he is a
nature writer. It would be difficult
to confuse Peattie with any other
author, for whether he is writing
an historical or bhiographiecal novel,
his own autobjography, pure phil-
osophy or a scientific treatise, the
whole is definitely Peattie through-
cut, a happy combination of the
many min of the man—seientist,
poel and philosopher,

Librarians often have diffienlty
in elassifying his books, but all
agree that they can't go far wrong
if they catalog anything and every-
thing he writes “natural history.”
For Donald Culross Peattie's mis-
sion in life is to make his readers
aware of the world of naturé
around them. Over and over again
he makes it clear that his interest
in nature is first in his life. In his
antobiography, The Road of a Nat-
uralist, he says: “I have talked in
poor parables, if T have not heen
plain about the fact that Nature in
its most timeless sense is my re-
ligion." Again he says: “If ever a
man had riches, I have and know it,
and the last of these with which T
would ever part is the one that
nothing in heaven or on earth could
ever take away from me. Call it
my faith—my belief in the Nature
of things."”

That Peattie should be a writer
was to be expected. His father was
a journalist; his mother a novelist,
essayist and literary critiec for The
Chicago Tribune for twenty years;
and he married a novelist. He grew
up to the tune of the typewriter's
click and books were the center of

things. The entire family read
books, talked books and wrote
books. Kven as a child, it came

eazy for Donald to write poetry
and plays as well,

But why Peattie became a nat-
vralist is another matter. In his
childhood there seemed to be no
special approach to nature except
through his “love of beauty, pleas-
ure in wonder and interest in the
curious.” However, there must have
heen something in that background
conducive to science because one of
his brothers became a geologist and
the other an engineer.

One would not expect a natural-
ist to come out of a great metro-
politan city like Chicago. Never-
theless (using the very words he
himself used in his biography of

Linnaeus) here “was born nature’s
tender lover who would awaken all
the world to intense enthusiasm for
his beloved.,” The summers of his
youth were spent in the Blue Ridge
Mountains where his mother took
the children for vacations and to
vecuperate after serious illnesses.
In these monntaing Donald found
himself happiest as he explored the
out-of-doors and it was here when
he was twenty that it came to him
“with the exaltation of a ¢onver-
ston” that he wanted to be a natur-
alist.

He had tried work in a publish-
ing house in New York and after
two weeks had fired himself for
“willful incompetence.” He found
himself at twenty a “restless men-
mugwump” with a8 desire to
write and nothing to write about.
His dislike for his jobh and the city
of New York led him to botanieal
gardens and natural history muse-
ums, which seemed to offer comfort
and satisfaetion. One day at the
Ironx Botanieal Garden, the scien-
tist in charge was impressed with
Peattie's interest and asked him to
sign his name in the book of visit-
ing botanists. Peattie says: “I did
not feel like a forger, 1 knew I had
begun to identify my weedy gelf.”
Al that moment a naturalist was
Lborn for he himself tells us that a
man becomes a seientist the mo-
ment he wishes to be one.

A naturalist must have “a long
view and the quick sight.! No
doubt Peattie had the latter and the
former hegan to be acquired at
Harvard, where he now went to
study entomology under Wheeler,
the great ant man, botany at the
Herbarium and philosophy under
Perry and Bruhl. After his gradu-
ation 'cum laude his first position
with the Office of Foreign Seed and
Plant Introduction in the Depart-
ment of Agricultureé gave him first
hand knowledge of plants from all
over the world and brought him in
contact with many outstanding
plant men,

" After his marriage to the novel-
ist, Louise Redfield Peattie, with
whom he has collaborated in nov-
els, he edited a nature column for
a Washington, D. C., newspaper
and his colorful writing career be-
gan, though it was not until after
he had returned from five years in
I'rance that he began to write his
books about America and Ameri-
cans 'that many critics brand as
classies.

His Almanaec for Moderns pub-
lished in 1935, described as an es-
say in biology in three hundred
sixty-five parts, consists of short
vividly written reflections on and
interpretations of the various man-
ifestations of nature. In prepara-

tion for this book Peattie says in
hiz autobiography: “I began to re-
member and listen and write down
what I wanted to find out about the
cycle of the year and the time of
man.” Mark Van Doren says of
the book: “Not merely is it the best
book of its kind that I have read in
yvears; it is one of the best books
I have ever read, I suspect it of
being a classie.,”” Singing In The
Wilderness, which the author calls
“a salute Lo John James Audubon”
appeared the same year. It is an
idyllic biography and love story of
Audubon against a beautifully
painted background of American
nature.

Peattie's greatest appeal is to the
lay reader. It has been said that
he has done for the plant world
what Dr. Alexis Carrel has done
for the medical world, For instance,
his Flowering Earth, perhaps his
most scientific book, is not bur-
dened with chemical formulae nor
has it a formal botanical glossary,
He believes that a nature writer is
+ “popularizer” of science and his
business is not so much to instruct
as to kindle enthusiasm. He ecalls
himself more reporter than seien-
tist beeause he takes his readers
into living nature.

Peattie is not content merely to
point out the beauty of nature. He
15 coneerned also with its meaning.
He never fails to stress the one-
niess of nature as he has seen it and
felt it. In Flowering Earth, he pic-
tures the web of life, with its inter-
dependence of all the different
forms of life-—birds, insects, plants
and animals, including people. He
proves that the fates of every liv-
ing thing are bound together, “For
all only one life, but all life is
one.” The Supreme Command is
Nature itself, Order rules the uni-
verse and that order cannot be out-
raged, Both An Almanae for Mod-

it was in the beginning but we can
come to what's left of our heritage
with a patriot's reverence.

No term better describes Peattie
the writer than “poet in prose” for
his prose style is distinguished by
a lyric touch that gives a continu-
ous sense of beauty. It isn't diffi-
cult to understand why he won the
Witter Bynner poetry prize in his
senior year at Harvard for every
nevel, every biography, every book
of natural history he has written
has the poet's clear beauty of style.
As he loves the world of nature, so
he loves the world of words., These
words sing and his sentences and
paragraphs have rhythm.

Few books today or of any age
can approach the pure ccstasy that
is to be found in Singing in the
Wilderness, Green Laurels or The
Itoad of a Naturalist. “The sky was
the color of a junco's wing.”—"*The
morning air was quite glittering
with bird gsong."—"“To he free, to be
true, to follow a bird in the woods,
or an impulse with his pencil, to
Audubon, these were riches when
all else was destitution.,”—"Sweden,
an icicle hanging from the eaves of
the North Pole,'—Every para-
eraph, every page sparkles with
beautiful thoughts fenderly ex-
pressed, There arve erities who ae-
cnse him of over-sentimentality, of
romanticism. In the proisaie world
of realism that exists today, his
refreshing beauty is like a drink of

pure spring water to a thirsty
traveler,
In everything Peattie writes,

there is great atlention to detail
ond o complete knowledge of his
subject, obtained from years of
study of source material and first-
hand knowledge of loealities gath-
eved as he and his wife and sons
leisarely roam over America. For
ever since he beecame a free-lance
writer, America’s out-of-doors has

It wag as

| Smooth,

Shy,

"neath
Little bushes
Tall,

Leaves

Prize-Winning Poem
FALL LEAVES

By Jane

though the
Caused the leaves
Crisp, colored oak leaves hint of
ageless socerets:
languid pine trees en-
guge in conversation;
weeping willows invite us
their
ask gquestions,
majeatic
with stern dignity,
fall like nsed words
A pattern of beauty.

Blood,

breeze
to speak.

branches,

giants  respond

erns and A Book of Hours are con-
cerned with the rhythm of the uni-
verse and the eyvele of man.

believes that science should
be made available to all for he
spys: “Knowing Life hetter, & man
will worship life more. Americans
count on Science. Thinking people
will not aceept even a God they
cannot scrutinize.”

He ingists that every age should
have its own attitude toward na-
ture, Romanticism sufficed for the
Victorians, but in each age, new
attitudes meet new truths and new
hungers, Today there are no new
species to be discovered. Now in-
stead Science must learn about the
scasonal and diurnal thythm of liv-
ing creature; life histories; rela-
tion of organisms; environmental
factors, ete.

Most of all Peattie would have
Americans reverence Ameriea's liv-
ing world. He doesn't put up signs
urging congervation of her natural
resources but he shows again and
again how prodigal Americans have
been of their country’s wealth; how
since pioneer days man has de-
stroyed the wilderness, He says we
cannot make America over again as

Feckoned him from every
In Forward The Nation, an inspi-
rational tale of adventure dealing
with the Lewis and Clark expedi-
tion, every accurate detail is evi-
dence of his step by step journey
over the old trail. And the source
muterial that he lists at the close
of his books is most impressive.
Yoars of preparation precede the
writing of everything he produces.
He tells us that he spent twenty
vears getting ready and two vears
writing Flowering Farth,

And yet there is nothing formal,
tiresome or conventional in his
method of presentation. Again he
cshows the poet’s touch, Often he
presents both novels and biography
in the form of flash-backs, with su-
perb interludes of impressionistic
writing. Even his autobiography is
in no sense, the conventional biog-
raphy. Never a date, no formal or-
der of time, a flash-back to years
past, a bit of philosophy there, a
pause to feach some heautiful na-
ture truth and yet all adding up to
s perfect, completed thing. In
Green Laurels, his most compre-
hensive book, embracing the lives
of the great naturalists he wrote of

section,

the ones who pleased him wmost,
and the facts that intevested him
abont them, caring nothing for
complete life stories or proper se-
quences. As he once said, “Every-
thing thorough and dull I have
tried to leave out.,” But when the
Look is finished the reader feels he
knows those naturalists intimately.

Peattie’s characterizations are
oxcellent, Critiecs have said he is
over-heroic. True, there is never =

villain and even the faults of his
Lieroes are dealt with sympatheti-
cally. It is as though Peattie wounld
have no dealings with any charac-
ter he did not love and that he has
a tolerance for and an appreciatior
of all mankind.

On first thought there would
seem to he little conneection be-
tween Science and Poetry, bui

Peattie tells us that poetry anc
seientific writing do go hand ir
hand for “the winged word, whick
is the poetic word, gets there fast-
est.” So Peattie, like Thoreau anc
Maeterlinek, has been able to give
to accurate scientific reporting the
iuminosity of poetry.

In addition to being both secien-
tigt and poet, Donald Culross Pent-
tie i a |1h|10.-np‘hn. Perhaps the
“long view and the quick sight®
that the seientist must have as he
carefully and painstakingly exam-
ines the natural world, develop the
philosopher’s insight. Peattie carx
no more help being & philosopher
than he can a poet or a naturalist.
FEvery book that he has written re-
veals the philosopher's views of 1ifi
to some degree. Even in the more

technical volumes like Flowering
Farth, thére are to be found on
cvery page great general truths

that the author has arrived at. Awn
Almanac For Moderns and espeei-
ally A Beok of Hours, which con-
cerns itseli with man's destiny ane
follows the natural eycle of twen-
ty-four hours from sun o =sui.
most nearly approach pure philoso
Phy.

Ilis philosophy of life embrace:
# firm belief in God and humanity:
n keen appreciation of the beauty
and blessings of the universe;
an optimistie faith in a happier
tnre for mankind, even in the
of present adversity. “The fufus
i my favorite tense. I hope b sbal
not be afraid to live in il until the
end,” Peafttie expresses his heliefs
on every adventure in living from
hirth to immortality,

His own ideal marriage has lu |
responsible  for many of
thoughts on that subject. “That
life is doubly fortunate in which a
mun finds himself single in his two
main convictions, love and relig-
ion." “There will he but one mate
and when she comes he will know
ner—and to life he is grateful for
her, because he cannot fell her
from life itself. She is its fower
hig need, its earth.” “He who trav-
elz alone travels fastest but not =o

dl

fu-

tar.” “Our children are our vers
selves, miraculously evtended inte
the time stream, where our ow:

mortality cannot touch them.”

Peattie’s great joy in his work
has called forth some of his mast
Leautiful philosophy, He tells 1
that & man who loves his work is
paid twice over; that “of all thine
under the sun a man may love, the
living world he loves most purely
In nature, nothing is insignificant,
nothing ignoble, nothing sinful.
nothing repetitions, All the music
is great musie, all the lines hawve
meaning,"

In his autobiography, written i
1941 when Ameriea was facing the
faet that a great world conflict wis
Leing forced upon her, Peattie was
doing much thinking on the =ub-
jeet of war and peace. What place
could a nature writer find for him-
self in a world given over to tofat
warfare? “I have not much vie-
lenee in my blood. T have faith in
science, T believe in the realitv o1
ethics, I have beheld heauty. To-
telligence is five hundred million
vears behind instinet in its utilitv:
the termites settled their soctal i
ganization ages ago and now wnec
war only against ants, never amo o
themselves.” “Individuality is the
very essence of living things. Dio-
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tzbors require surrender of self. It
tokes more effort to be one’s self
than it does to be part of a tramp-
ing regiment.” In closing his auto-
biography he expresses the hope
that he may be a water-carrier for
=ociety, a sort of Gunga Din, bring-
ime refreshment and comfort to the
tyroops of the battle-field of life.
Death for Peattie holds no ter-
ror. “It is even good to die since
gieath is a natural part of life.” “It
was a little moment that of dving,
and after came a long immortal-
#v.” “So man who comes out of
darkness goes not into it—he goes
foward the open, the great free
steppes—a  spirit mounted upon
atallion body, a tireless rider who
swings from steed to steed.”
Penttie has no fear for the future
omf America. “Man ean hear the
Jong trumpeters; he lifts his head
ée Jisten. He beholds a few who
surnd out far ahead. The best of
tihe west follows stumbling by their
Ezrht™
And finally in judeging Peattie,
thee maturalist, the poet, the philos-
wpher who says: “I am part of life,
] stand in judgment before those
wxeditors, my ancestors, my decen-
stants and my neighbors,”—let him
e answered by hig own words: “To
paint a man or a bird or a tree
=imply as it is, to live your life
with a great love for life, to leave
sons behind you, to leave something
done as well as you could do it, to
have loved a woman with honor
and fire, these would suffice a man.”
Donald Culross Peattie is much
more than a “water-carrvier” for
society. He brings them all that
m=kes life worth while and the
struggele worth the cost. He, too, is
= “Singer in the Wilderness,”

POEM

By Keltah Long
Did wou see the woodland vose
Nudding in the breeze?
i2id you see the tiny thorns,
The Lknotted stem, the

leaves ?

*DMd you hear far up above
The song the cardinal sang to all?
Exl you hear the clear, clean notes
The mate veturned the call?
Did you smell the new-cut hay
Phatocovered the wide field over ?
Pid weu smell the fragrant flower
0F the grass and clover?
iid you taste the running water
That flowed from underneath?
I¥id you taste the earthy flavor
That it carried from the deep?

veined

MY MOTHER'S EYES
By Keltah Long

Like the sky after an  April
shower;

“That’s the color of my mother's
eyes.

Like the calm of a storm-heaved
sea;

That’s the peace in my mother’s
eves.

f.ike the rose climbing an ivy
bower;

That’s the beauty of my mother's
eyes.

Like the dencing leaves on  a

wind-blown tree;
“That’s the twinkle in my mother's
eves.

STUDYING A LA POE
(A Parody)
By Esther M. Parker, '48

{¥nee upon a midnight dreary

When my eyves were weak and
bleary

From such heavy study o'er my
books,

While I thought and concentrated

Suddenly was consummated

That 1 somehow over-rated

Ali this learning got from books.

Ah, distinetly T remember

I got by that last December

When [ bluffed the young professor
with my charm;

In my hands he was just putty,

it was then I learned that study

Made the skin so much less ruddy

Tnat T dropped intensive reading in
alarm.

T buwrmed the candle at both ends,

And then I tried to make amends

tie

To get back where 1 thought I
ought to be.

But now I've lost my looks

So 1 gotta take up hooks

Cause the teachers—the crooks

Are gonna fail me!

ABOUT A SWEATER

By Alice Hirshman, 47
The crisp tiszue paper crinkled
as Cathy jerked the top of the box

off and delved into its contents.
There it lay—a blue sweater—
her sweater, folded in store-like

precigion, As she looked at it she
recalled so vividly:

They had been walking home
trom school together, she and Bill,
ard laughing at those moron jokes
that were The thing to laugh at
now. Bill had stopped for a mo-
ment and happened to glance in
Phieffer's window. “Look, Cathy,
that sweater in the window—it's as
blue as the sky—the sky I'll be
fighting and killing in soon.” Just
a flicker of seriousness had Bill
shown her then. For he was Bill,
crazy and wonderful, but serious—
never.  And she was Cathy, the
girl he always took for granted. Of
course, he did take her to dances
ard Friday night movies and he
always had a special signal for her
when he was going in a football
game, But it was for granted that
he took her most of the time.

They were gone—those words
that Bill had said. But Cathy knew
she would remember. And remem-
ber she did—even as they cut
scross the grass a few minutes
leter and ran up the porch steps so
Cathy wouldn't be late for supper.
“See vou around,” he ealled aftev
her. She had panted a breathless,
“Right,” slammed the screen door
and dashed into the house.

Yes, she remembered them—
“The sky I'll be fighting and killing
in? (And be killed?)-—as she
pulled the sweater out of its box
and over her head., Five more min-
utes and he would be here! Here
for her to go to their last high
school “juke-box™ dance. They were
the  elorious  Seniors—Class  of
dd—graduating into what (A mess
as they cheerfully put it!) This
was one of the last times they
would all be together. Of course,
their whole erowd would be there
~Chuck yelling for hotter records,
Dopey wanting smooth stuff. Eileen
asking for anything, *“Just any-
thing,” by Sammy Kaye. Cathy
groaned cheertully inside for she
loved IT all, and groaned not too
cheerfully outside because she
couldn’t find her lipstick. Only
three more minutes and Bill would
be here—she couldn't find her lip-
stick! “How horrvible, how grue-
seme—DMother, where can it bhe?”

“Cathy, dear, it’s where you al-
ways put it—in your right hand
coat pocket.”

“Got it—thank you.”

Cathy remembered, too (And be
killed ?), when she and Bill were in
Mike’s, There were two cokes in
front of them—one with the straw
lying beside it, Bills; the other with
the straw slightly chewed at the
tip, Cathy'’s. Yes, everything was
same, Same battered nickle-
lodian — maybe different songs,
same gossip—maybe different peo-
ple. Still it was unchanged as it
had been all their high school
years., For how long—a week, may-
be a month? All this flashed
through Cathy's mind. The same-
ness, changing. Bill sensed it, too,

“Hey you, in the blue sweater,
come out of it! Can’t act this way
when the end is supposed to be gay
~only a day left, Cathy.”

Yes, a day now. A year, a weelk,
only a day of Bill now. Then Bill
would be Army, no, not Army
Adr Corps, (a very distinet difter-
ence, he had gaily told her!) Was
it to be the end? Of course, it was
the end of these times together.
But she could still be gay, couldn’t
she?  That's why she wore the
sweater now that Bill had liked
when she first wore it and they had
eone to their last dance together!
First and last—strange, isn't it!
Tast, ves. This was one of their
izst times together for a while, The

list of drinking cokes with Bill—
the last with Bill.
he would twist his neck in an Army
collar—Ilike a lion in a cage—if
they were starched too much. She
wondered if he would shove his
eyvebrow up at something an officer
might say to which he wouldn't
agree—as he did when Misg Cook
had sputtered in Civ class about
the Capitalists—as he did when
Cathy wasn't quite on time., Any-
way, she was going to be gay—the
same gay Cathy who was always
arvpund. . . . “C'mon, Bill, we have
time to get to that movie this eve-
Ling!"

Cathy still remembered (And be
Lilled?). They talked casily and
freely with each other as they al-
ways had. But they talked about
a different subjeet this time—not
about their parents, nor music, nor
Roosevelt’s fourth term-—but them-
sulves,

“Cathy, I love you.”

“Billy, I've always loved you.”

She was happy now. Completely,
Tully, unbelievably happy. No one,
1o one could be this happy—such
a wonderful choked up feeling. See
yourself, Cathy, just an ordinary
¢irl in an ordinary blue sweater—
and he loves me. Bill loves me.

“Bill, look, you will write as
often as vou can, won't you?”

“Cathy, vou know I will, every
day, but you'd better keep my ol’
morale up, too.”

“T will, Bill. T will.,”

Yes, Cathy remembered—*“the
sky I'll be fighting and killing in
soon”  (And be killed?). There
were the letters. They did come
every day, well, almost, Sometimes,
{wo every other day—with free

serawled in one corner and Aviation

Cadet William Richards in the
cther. They came from Texas.
“Cathy, it’s a great life! The

planes are gorgeous creatures.”

They came from Missouri with
discouragement for he was afraid
of “washing out.”

“Cathy, it's a grind. This (lying
lusiness izn’t as romantic as it
sounds. But I know I can make
it.” From California with hope for
he only had a month left.

“Cathy, not very long now. I'll
be a pilot in all that the word is—
hard work, strugele, achievement.
Proud? Of course I am.”

Then IT came—the telegram.
“Will be home Thursday for a
week's leave, See you. Love. Bill”
Cathy tore home deliriously from
Red Cross. Wednesday, and Bill
would be here Thursday!

“Mother, oh, Mother, isn’t it
wonderful—I'll actually be able to
see him! Mother, is my sweater
back from the cleaners—you know,
the blue one I've always liked 7"

Cathy remembered then (And be
Lkilled?). She was with Bill—but a
new Bill. A Bill to mateh the
bright lieutenant’s bars, the im-
maculate uniform, the tiny wrin-
kles around his eyes, and the clear,
definite movement he had. Yes, he
was  sure of himself—and why
shouldn’t he be? He could fly! Fly
those beautiful and dangerous air-
planes. :

“Cathy, you're looking specially
saper in that blue sweater tonight.
You know I'll be going across.
Cathy, you're something I'll be
holding onto—holding onto in my
mind.”

Cathy remembered all of the
words—*‘the sky I’ll be fighting and
Filling in.”" And be killed? Yes.
Be killed—killed. Dead. One of the
dead who has been killed. She took
the blue sweater—her sweater—her
Bill—folded it, laid it slowly, care-
fully in the box. Into the box. The
tissue paper fell limply.

JUST A MEMORY
By Annette Hoffman

A look, a laugh, a crazy grin,
Brown curly hair, a dimpled chin.

An autograph book, a game of
bridge,

Skeet-shooting  out on  Walton’s
Ridge.

A folded letter, a burning tear,

The last short day that he was
here,

Just a memory.

She wondered if

AN ORCHID FOR YOU
By Lois Hachtmeyer, '47

Raising yvour own orchids is fun,
Tt sounds impossible because we
think of an orchid only in the flor-
ist’'s window and not in our own
homes, Bult why not turn the cor-
ner of your room inte a miniature
ereenhouse ?

For a dollar and a half you can
buy one orchid plant from any re-
linble dealer. Buy at least two to
give a wider range of color to your
display. The best time to start is
in the spring when the plant is
just beginning to grow,

Before the plant arvives, build
the greenhouse, It takes but a few
dollars and a little knowledge of
construction. With a can of paint
and a brush you can make it ar-
tistic enough to put in any room in
ithe house.

The skeleton of the hox is five,
thirty-inch square panes of win-
dow sash. Four are used for the
¢ides, the hack, and the front. The
other pane is hinged on to the top
to act ag a lid. Tiny holes are in
the bottom for the circulation of
aiv. In the box is a galvanized tin
tray that is filled with crushed rock.
On the top of this tray is a wooden
platform of tiny slats where the
ovehid plants will stand.

As you must have a heating sys-
tem in your home, vou must also
have a heating system in your
greenhouse. A seventy-five-watt
bulb =zuspended in the box will give
criough heat and will also light up
vour show case. The temperature
must never be below fifty degrees
and never above seventy-five,

Put the case in a place where it
will get enough sunshine in the
winter. Since the plant cannot
stand too much sunlight in the
summer, shade the box and raise
the lid about three inches.

The orchid needs little care ex-
cept to be watered and eleaned.
Once a week saturate the plant in
a bucket of water. Kvery evening
water it with a small spray. Rain
water should be used because the
city water contains chlorine and
alkaline which will destroy the food
in the roots. Whenever you see
that the leaves are dirty, wash
them with soap and water to keep
the pores open.

Your orchid is just as delicate as
any house plant, It will give you
definite signs when you are not
giving it the right kind of care. If
the leaves become soft, the plant
has too much or too little water.
If the leaves are wrinkled, the
pores are clogged with dirt, If the
leaves are hlack-speckled, the hu-
midity is too high and the tempera-
tare too low. A nutrient solution
tsed once a month to replace the
watering will eure all of these ail-
ments.

Your first bloom will be envied
by everyone. The graceful leaves
and the drooping flower remind you
of a ballet dancer. The leaves are
the prettiest of any flower, They
stand directly from the stem. The
broad surface is very stiff and dif-
ferently colored by the network of
veins that make artistic designs.

There are many different species,
but the one you will probably get
when wyou start your collection is
the Lady Slipper, This purplish-
pmk flower is most frequently used
in corsages and decorations. The
only difference between the com-
mon variety and the lesser known
ones is the coloration. Every or-
chid has three petals and three
sepals. Two of the petals are in a
set while the third is in the form
of a lip or a sac. In all varieties
this lip is a different color from
the rest of the flower,

The orchid shows have many
beautitul and colorful flowers. They
range from a purplish-pink to a
greenish and brick color. A very
striking coloration is a yellow
mixed with a purple and white, To
paint a picture of an orchid re-
quives an expert for the blending
of colors.

6th. War Loan Drive Is On!
BUY BONLDS ! !

TRANSPORTATION OF
TOMORROW
By Lois Hachtmeyer, 47

Today the production lines of
airplane factories are producing the
machine of tomorrow, This is the
helicopter which is now used only
in the armed forces, Customers
have been trying to buy a helicop-
ter for civilian use but these pre-
mature buyers have met with no
SUCCess,

Newspapers, magazines, and fac-
tory bulleting, however, have been
advertising this “flying windmill”
to encourage civiliang to buy it
after the war., It will be an easy
assignment for the factories to
make a four-seated helicopter with
the cost to the public at $1,500. It
will have a one-hundred horsepower
engine with an average speed of
eighty miles per hour. Mr. Sikor-
¢ky, who is a pioneer in the field
of aviation, prediets that it will
cost as much to run a helicopter as
it does to run a middle priced car.
You ean fly nine air miles on a gal-
lon of gasoline, which iz equivalent
to twelve road miles. Little wear
on the tires will be an additional
zaving,

I have always wondered if the
controls of the helicopter were dif-
fieult to master. But the public has
Leen assured that the mechanism
is simple. There is a lever to the
right of the driver, a control stick
between his knees, and two pedals
cn the floor, The righthand lever
lifts the plane up into the air. The
control stick increases or decreases
speed and makes the plane go back-
ward. The stick is also used in
turns, using the right or left pedal
according to the direction of the
turn.

It takes three hours of practice
flight before a solo ftrip can be
made. An average intelligent per-
son can master the controls in a
few hours but one must algo learn
the sense of flight as far as divec-
tion is concerned,

The American home, business
fife, and social atmosphere will nee-
cusarily be changed. The lawns of
many homes will be made into a
miniature airport for the use of the
helicopter. A search light also will
be needed for night landings, This
in itzelf will be an added expense
for all families, The business sec-
tions will need airports to accom-
modate their customers and em-
ployees. Many can use the flat
roofs as an adequate substitute.
Stores are now planning for their
pof. war field with blue prints in
process or completed. The space
needed for parking is ten feet.

More people will be able to live
in the suburbs or the country and
vet work in the large cities. A
helicopter will enable a man to go
sixty miles in less than an hour.
The service stations will install an
airfield for their new customers,
The helicopter can use the regular
automobile gasoline,

At first these planes will look
queer. Your first ride will be any-
thing but enjoyable for it takes
time to accustom yourself to the
flight. The plane never seems to
be going in any one direction. It
appears to run side foremost. It
always tilts slightly in the direetion
that it is going, especially as you
gain speed. This tilt is quite no-
ticeable to the occupants. Also it
is possible to ascend into the air
in a straight line perpendicular to
the earth for one mile.

The helicopter will not only pro-
mote better traveling conditions,
but it will also provide work for
post war America, Planes will be
built, and business sections will be
improved for this new marvel. Soon
the Saturday night theme will be,
“Dad, may I have the helicopter
tonight?”
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Interesting Prose and Verse By Lindenwood Authors

THE MOST INTERESTING
CHARACTER ON THE
HIGH SCHOOL FACULTY

By Helen Zeidner, "48

Misz Newman had originally
come from Cuba, where she had
heen, she said, connected with the
Diplomatic Service there. Just how
che was connected, she never re-
vealed. However, gshe came to For-
est Park High several vears ago,
and was the only Spanish teacher
in that school. But as far as we
were concerned, she was The Au-
thority on Foreign Affairs and
World Events. Spanish was secon-
dury to her philosophy and ideas
of correel living, We did not mind
this, however, as her ideas in-
trigued and amused us. Usually,
half of the seventh period was
spent listening to Miss Newman's
violent anti-fascist, anti-British,
anti-Russian, anti-thiz and that, ar-
guments, Decause it was the last
period of the day, we were usually
too bored and tired to disagree very
seriously with her, bul oceasionally
cone of the students, who had no
definite ideas on anything, would
bait her by perverscly saying the
wrong thing. I don’t think she real-
ized he was laughing at her, as
were we all, and that made her all
the more earnest. She hated to be
contradicted, and he knew it. When
she got to the point where her pa-
tience was sorely strained, she
would shake her shoulders with
disgust and declare we were all
stupid parasites and she didn't see
much of a future for America with
gfolts like ourselves to govern it.
Any further argument on our part
met deaf ears. She was a most
dogmatie person,

But where, finully, Spanizsh was
cancerned, she was anything but
dogmeatic. Here, she was flexible,
ambiguous, almost vague, Any
student could make her see the
sense of his translation of a page
of Spanish, if he only argued long
enough, She would tell us precise-
ly what we would have on a test,
and then, with no conscious desire
Lo trick us, she would present some-
thing entirely diffevent. It was use-
fess to tell her. We eredited it to
absent-mindedness when we were
not too furious. But we¢ managed to
struggle through the vezr with a
minimum of knowledge of Shanish
and a maximum of confusion.

Of all the teachers on the fae-
ulty, Miss Newman stood out, I
think she missed her voeation. She
would have made an excellent revo-
lutionist, or even u politician,
though definitely a leftist. But I
am grateful to her for adding to
my senior year a touch of imagi-
nation and humor.

TWO GOLDEN DAYS
Hy Joanna Swanson, "18

There are two days of the week
upon which and about which I never
worry—two carefree days kept sa-
credly free from fear and appre-
hension.

One of these days is yesterday.
YVesterday with all its carves and
frets, all its faults and blunders
has passed forever beyond the
reach' of my recall. T cannot undo
an act that I wrought. I cannot
unsay a word that 1 said on yes-
terday. All that those past twen-
ty-four hours hold of my life, of
wrongs, regrets, and sorrow, is in
the hands of the Mighty Love that
can bring out honey from the rock
and sweet waters [rom the bitterest
desert—the Love that can make the
wrong things right.

Save for the beautiful memories
that linger like the perfumes of
roses in the heart of the day that
is gone, I have nothing to do with
vesterday. It was mine, it is now
God's.

And the other day 1 do not worry
about iz tomorrow. Tomorrow,
with all its possible adversities, its
burdens, its perils, is as far beyond
the reach of my mastery as is its
dead sister, vesterday. Tomorrow
the sun will rise in splendor, or
Behind a mask of weeping clouds;
but it will rise. Until then, the
same Love and Patience that held

vesterday and  holds  tomorrow
shines with tender promise into the
heart of today. T have no posses-
sion of that unborn day of grace.
Tomorrow—it is God's day; it will
be mine.

There ig left for myself, then,
but one day of the week—today.
Any man can fight the battles of
today. Any woman can carry the
burdens of just one day. It isn't
the experience of today that drives
men mad; it is the remorse for
something that happened yester-
day, the dread of what tomorrow
may disclose, And so I journey but
one day at a time.

Therefore, life is our day—God’s
and mine. And while faithfully and
dutifully I run my course, and
work my appointed tasks, on that
day of ours, God the Almighty and
All-loving takes cave of yesterday,
the prelude to life; and tomorrow,
the launching into eternity. These
are God’s days; leave them with
Him.

STREETCAR
By Maridee Hill, 47
Jerk, jerk!
Grin, smirk.
Negro, white
Day or night,
Sit, stand.
Dirty hand
Over mine;
“Dirty swine,
Go away!"”
That I say
To myself.

Smell, noise;
Small boys,
Baby, mother,
Small brother
__There together.
Oh, I'd rather
Be anywhere
Except here,
“Dirty swine,
Go away!"
This 1 say
To myself,

Eyes smart;
Frightened heart.
Negro tall

Down fall

By my side
Where 1 hide.
Can’t bear more;
There's the door,
Opens fast;

I speed past.
“Dirty swine,

Go away!"”
That I say
To myself.

But aloud

I say,

“Excuse me"
Politely,

Make my way
Along the floor
To the door
And safety.

TOMORROW
By Annette Hoffman

Tomorrow is another day,
And skies will be as blue.
The sun will have as bright a ray,
The birds a song as true.
Tomorrow is another day;
Thy sadness will have gone.
Temorrow is another day;
My heart can carry on.
TO A SNOWFLAKE
By Polly Gannsle, "48

Oh little flakes in winter air

That fall so slowly,

Don't you care
If restless children cannot play
Outside this eold and stormy day?

They're peeking out o'er frosty
ledge
With mournful glances;
Wind and hedge
Seem mocking them and mutely
suy,
“Your best-laid plans have gone
astray.”

The children had a picnie planned
Upon the pasture—
Now it's banned.
You softly falling crystal stars
Are in effect but prison bars.

UNCLE JAKE
By Winifred Williams, '48

Uncle Jake, as he was known
throughout the ecountryside, was
indeed a chavacter. If he had ever
been endowed with another name,
it had long since faded into obliv-
ion. Probably, had anyone been so
rash as to question him, he would
have pulled thoughtfully at his rag-
god white mustache and drawled,
“Well, voung fellow, Uncle Jake's
done rizght well for quite a spell,
and T guess it'll still do for the
likes of you."”

It was generaliy agreed among
the townspeople that he was a
Sworthless  old  so-and-s0”  who
would probably come to no good
end. Yet, there was a sort of mag-
retism in his tart comments which
compelled people’s attention, if only
to hear where he would direct his
sarcasm next. His chief delight
lay in upsetting the poise of any
young man so impudent ag to dis-
pute his supreme authority. Any-
one thus inclined became the
prompt recipient of a stinging blow
to his self-importance. This grati-
fied the onlookers no end, and
greatly enhanced Uncle Jake's rep-
utation for eaustic wit,

Unecle Jake's indolent nature was
allergic to work., When dire neces-
sity threatened, he roused himself
to a4 minimum of eTort in a de-
crepit old sawmill, of which he was
the sole operator. During these
spasmodic bursts of activity, the
loeal inhabitants rushed their wood
to the mill to be sawed. Doubtless
they were afraid (and justifiably)
that Uncle Jake might not again
be seized by the impulse to work
for quite some time. He carried on
a little desultory farming which
apparently furnished sufficient food
for himself, his wife, and his
twelve children, all boys, Presum-
ably, all twelve of his offapring in-
herited his own large appetite.

Alter his wife died at the age of
forty, he and ten of his sons led a
haphazard existence in their ram-
shackle old farmhouse. Sprawling
squarely in the midst of a cluster
of shaggy trees, the aforemen-
tioned dwelling had every qualifi-
cation for the perfect haunted
house. At any rate, it certainly en-
joyed that reputation. The doors
were invariably  half  off  their
hinges, and the rickety stairs were
a trap for the unsuspecting visitor.
Indeed, hearing the old building
creak and groan in the winter wind
made one wonder whether the skel-
ctons in the closets had decided to
appropriate the place for their own
use,

Uncle Jake and his sons had
formed a string orckestra of which
they were inordinately proud. They
jumped at every opportunity to
show off; in the absence of such
an opportunity, they took it upen
themselves to create one. Every
dance, party, or other gathering
supplied an excuse for them to
burst into musie. The patience of
the long-suffering public was amaz-
ing, considering the frequency with
which it was forced to endure these
trials,

Perhaps the only reason that
Unele Jake's eccentric habits were
tolerated at all was the feeling of
sympathy that he evoked. Despite
his faults, there was something
likeable and rather touching about
the old man. Erratic, undepend-
able, and sarcastic though he was,
‘Unele Jake probably could elaim a
warm place in the heart of nearly
cveryone in the county.

MIST
I wandered in the gray-green grass
at dawn
And crunched the blades beneath
my feet;
I stood until the mist had cleared
and gone
And left the earth with bright-
ness sweet,
I sat upon a rotted maple stump
at dusk
And felt the mist upon my hair;
I stayved until the sun had faded
into rust
And left the earth of brightness
bare.

OF BRATS AND BARBERS
By Ahhie Sarah Kirtley, '18

The first day | met Floyd Bart-
lett, I knew that there would never
be any love wasted between us, He
was a man in hig late forties, and
I was about thirteen at the time.
He was short, with an inner-tube
waistline, and a mania for lond
chirts. Hig hair looked like streaks
of grease on a piece of repulsively
dead-white paper. He wore thick-
lensed glasses which made his eyes
look like black water-bugs swim-
ming in dirty water. When my
mother introduced us, I took his
proffered hand gingerly, hoping
that he didn't rub off. He smiled,
displaying a =et of teeth that re-
minded me of a wvellowed piano-
keyboard, dabbed here and there
with gold paint.

“My, what a fine daughter you
Lave!” he smirked. (He thought
my mother very nice, she being a
widow, and rather attractive. This
probably explains his sickeningly
sweet attitude).

“Yes, but don’t you think she'd
look better with shorter hair?” my
mother inquired, (At the time my
hair was long and stringy and
straight, but for some reason I was
proud of it and refused to have it
cut. Mother kept thinking that if
she got people to agree with her,
maybe she could convinee me, but,
poor thing, she never seemed to
realize that this only made me all
the more stubborn).

“Well, now, maybe T could help
vou,” Floyd returned. “I used to be
a barber in my vounger days!" 1
knew it! I knew it! I realized now
why I hadn’t liked him. “Barber”
was one of the most dreaded words
in my vocabulary.

“I"d be glad to cut it for you,” he
was telling Mother. “She could
stand quite a lot taken off.” He
turned around to leer at me. |
could picture him mentally rubbing
his hands together and chortling
gleefully.

“We-ell, | don’t know. She
doesn’t seem to care much for bar-
here,” Mother said doubtfully.

“Oh, we'd get along just fine,
wouldn't we?"” He squeezed my
arm playfully. T looked up at him
with the most withering glance 1
kiew how to assume, and if T had
been a spitting child, I'm quite sure
something drastic might have hap-
pened. However, Mother, who is
very sensitive to my moods, real-
ized that all was nol going well,
and with some sort of an excuse,
dragged me away.

That night | dreamed he was
chasing me with a pair of shears
about the size of a saw, with a
brilliant red turkish towel tied
around his head. I have seen Mr.
Bartlett many times since, for he
has an office near my mother’s. He
never fails to tug playfully on a
lock of my hair and make some
asinine remark about how long it
is. Although | am completely over
my fear of barbers, to this day
whenever 1 see him 1 feel that 1
am going to be ill. T am sure that
ho feels much the same towards
me, because when my mother is not
cround, he gets that murderous
gleam in his eye that I would cer-
tainly not like to see in a dark
alley.

I can’t understand why he doesn't
like me, though, unless it could be
because of the time I stepped on
his sore corn, (accidentally, of
course), when he was trying to talk
to mother. Oh, yes, and the time
he offered to take me to the circus
end I brought along six friends,
However, that surely couldn’t have
wande him dislike me. I can't under-
stand it! We must have funny
chemical reactions or something!
HE SPEAKS

By Jane Blood, 48
His words were the blue of Egypt-
ian skies;

No shadow or cloud-form to hide
from my eyves

richness and
depth
Of his words,

The fullness  and

AFTERMATH
By Patsy Geary, "7

A love is lost,

So quietly, so softly fled,

Seeking other hearts, new dreams,
fresh hopes,

And yet it lingers;

No pounding passion this,

Raining tempest heart
brain,

put wraith-like, it haunts eternally

The trackless cavern of my soul.

Chill winds whisper from
forgotten past,

Strumming into melody the broken
twisted

Strings of my love's lute;

So so0n, 80 s00m,

A love must die g0 soon,

o'er and

long-

Winds that
shores,

Have you in your wandering

Teuched her while she slept,

Whispering to her heart the melo-
dies you sing to me—

Plaintive, minor melodies

That seep into my heart and dwell,

Repeating without culmination,

“8o soon, so soon,

A love mwst die o soon?"”

Love flees and leaves a vestige of
her going,

4 sigh that ’'scaped from naive,
guileless lips,

A sigh that knows mo pause, no
end, no change.

My mind sighs, too,

It cannot be, it eannot be,

Pounding, pounding, like beating
ocean upon guiet sand.

But always, ever-present, never-

pausing,

old familiny words

through my heart;

So soon, so soon,

A love must die so soon.

blow from sandy

The sound

BLACK
By Annette Hoffman, "47

Black hands holdin’s to the street
car rail,

Black eyes starin’ at the morning
mail.

Black fect pattin® to the musie's
throb,

Elack mouth yellin' at the crazy
mob,

Black backs bendin' to the heavy
crates,

Black hearts pinin' for the long-
lost mates.

Dilack minds thinkin' in the morn-
ing light,

Black bodies sleepin’ in the black
of night.

DARKY'S WINTER

How Ah hates de dismal winter

When de win’ am blowin’ high!

Ah ’spies dat win' aroun’ me

Dat make me groan 'n' sigh.

Dat snow keep fallin’ on me

To chill a body through.

Dat win' it nip de nose 'n’ toes,

'N' turn de fingahs blue,

Blazin' fires 'n' heavy clothes

Will keep yo' nice n warm,

But—clothes am few 'n’ wood am
scarce

Whar Ah libs on de fa’'m.

Mah wife am sad, mah chillum
sick,

Dis wintah cause’ it all.

De days am grey 'n’ awful long.

Seems yeahs since way las' fall!

De good Lawd make de wintah,

So Ah guest Ah can't complain,

But Ah knows when dis am ovah,

ARh'll welcome springtime rain!

Barbara Parks.

' HAVE Your Fall '~
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Flash! Mysterious Monster
Terrifies Timid Sibleyites

Terror reigned over third floor
Sibley last Friday night. The
reason? A furry monster invaded
the domain of Room 053! (Edi-
tor's note: Only those with a stal-
wart heart should continue.)

It happened at precisely 7:00
o’clock (Central War Time, of
course.) on a windswept, rain-
swept, upswept, downswept night
—just fit for a murder! (Scared,
kiddies?) Oty Iles, comp]etely un-
aware of the evil that lurked be-
hind those closed doors, sailed
gayly into her room after a de-
lightful (?) dinner in the dining
room. An then—AND THEN, a
blood-curling shriek pierced the
silence, and Sibley Hall literally
raised from its foundations. (You
would, too, if you ever heard Oty
seream!) When the dumbfoundad
cellmates retrieved their footage,
they came tearing to the rescue!

Before their very eyes sat the
monster! He was a dull, drab
brown furry beast, with jagged
teeth, gleaming like spears, his
eyes darting fire and clammy
claws making footprints on Oty's
desk. Complete panic and con-
fusjon seized the mass of would-
be supporters. The pleading cries
of “Help! Save us! To the rescue!
SOS! A moi.” (Editor's note: We
know our French!) echoed
through the stately halls, Bonnie
Mohme, Jeanne Sterner, and Ma-
joree Cashman, the gallant souls,
flung open the door, feeling like
Joans of Arc. But at the sight
of the hideous creature calmly
sharpening his claws on the top
of the desk, sent Jeanne scnrry-
ing to safety on a chair, Bonnie
to the radiator top, and Maj hov-
ering in a corner! Their frantic
voices brought others to the res-

cue, but they, too, sought the
safety of an elevated place. (Hud-
dled left to right on the bed
were: Mary Lou Wood, Dee Hill,
Leone Flanigan, Ann Rode, Sally
Matthews, Joe Hulson, and Nan-
cy Owen.) Ah, but their caution
was all in vain, for the monster
bared his fangs and, with a snort,
lunged at the terrified females!
More screams and futile cries!
((My, isn’t this horrible)

Minnie Anderson arrived on the
scene with a shoe box. (Fashion
note: Her armor consisted of
bright red mittens and a yellow
scarf wrapped around her neck.)
But the monster, being a very
smart monster, was elusive and
still continue his mad charges
around the room.

Jacquie Rock and Jane McLean
announced the arrival of our he-
reoine! (Sound effects, please. Ta-
da-da-ta-da._ta! Thank you). Betz
Kirk !!!"), a refugee from Dr.
Dawson’s laboratory, looking very
knightly in her array of an over-
seas helmet, white knee length
galoshes, a marine fatigue uni-
form, and a pair of boxing gloves
advanced fearlessly toward the
intruder. Every one held her
breath. This was it! With one
brave trust, she clutched him!
(Ain't this exciting?) The brave-
hearted Betty Gilpin, another
refugee, with a sweeping gesture,
opened the door for the victor.
Down the stairs she bore the
struggling victim! Amid cheers of
triumnh from the terrorized mald-
ens, she flung th nasty usurper
-a baby flying-squirrel—out into
the dark and rainy night.

Apologetically yours,
Park and Clark.

“Lindenwood Girls Are Tidier In
A ppearance ” -Madame Lyolen e

“Lindenwood girls are tidier in
appearance this year,” Mme,
Helen Lyolene, noted French de-
signer, who is a guest of Linden-
wood College this month, believes
“sloppiness” is a habit. If we are
sloppy in our dress, then it will
overtake our mentality, and even-
fually our entire outlook is not
neat. It is essential that we look

cletan”, she explains,
Mme. Lyolene Ig conducting
{ashion classes for the home econ-

omic and art design students. In
addition to this schedule, she
gives weekly lectures and holds
innumerable  personal confer-
ferences with college students. I'
is her desire to help young giris
with theiv clothing problems,

Though generally known as a
dress designer, Mme, Lyolene has
had teaching experience. She has
been a member of the faculty of
the Cooper Union School in New
York, There she conducted day
and night classes.

She has lectured at Milwaukee
for the Gimbel Brothers, to the
women of that city. From ber
experience and

own  personal
knowledge, she showed these
women how to use commercial

patterns, so they will fit all types
and kinds of body builds, “The
average daily attendance was 750
women,” she remarker.

In Madame’s fall collection, she
introduced to the fasiion world
a lovely bridal party creation, in
jacket and skirt mofif. The
bride’s gown was in the tradition-
al white, while the maid of honor
was attired in a light violet. Light
pink and light blue made up the
bridesmaid’s gowns, This work
was done in a specialty French
shop in New York.

Previous to Mme Lyolene’s ar-
rival, she was in Kansas City.
Me., at the Nelly Don factory,
working on wholesale blouses
and lounging pajamas.

Twenty-two years of designing
have made Mme. Lyolene one of
the designers of international
fame in the fashion world. She
is eager that young girls of col-

lege age take an interest in theii
personal appearance, so they will
possess the neatness, elegance,
and well-groomed tastes in their
tress,

Having arrived in the United
States in 1939, Mme. Lyolene will
hecome an American citizen in
April, “I'm so grateful, however,
I de not expect to break my ties
with Paris after this war in won
and travel is permitted.” she
stated. “It is my intention to di-
vide my time between France
and this country in future years.”

She guggested the casual, non-
chalant mode of dress is the gen-
eral dress tendency of the college
student. We can achieve this corm-
fortable air and still be well-
groomed. The girl should never
overdress. For instance, the full,
yvouthful skirt is more appropri-
ate than the tight, drape dinner
skirt, with possibly a slit effect
for evening. For daytime wear,
a straight, “not tight,” skirt for
off-campus tends to be the cur-
rent favorite,

“Girls should steer themselves
away from the purples and the
greys. You can wear those colors
when you're much older. Use the
bright colors now, and remem-
ber,” she added, “black is always
zood.”

Mme. Lyolene will return to
New York to design her spring
collecteion for the specialty shop.
She concluded by saying, “I'm
very happy to be here, as it is
my best time, when I work with
voung people. I am looking for-
ward to my next visit to Linden-
wood in the spring.”

Dr. Terhund Elected
Head Spanish

Teachers

Dy, Mary Terhune, professor
of Spanish, has been elected
President of the Missouri Chapter
of the American Association of
Teachers of Spanish, at a meet-
ing held in November.

Lindenwood
Symphonic Band
First Concert

Lindenwood Symphonic Band
gave its first concert this year
on Tuesday, Nov. 21, featuring
soloists to introduce the differ-
ent tone quality of various solo
instruments. This is the first
band in Lindenwood’s history,
and after the concert the audience
acclaimed its success.

The program included:

The Star Spangled Banner.
Invercargill ...............Lithgow
Cradle Song oo Hanser
Keltah Long, soloist.
Light Cavalry Overture......
o Y OIS UDDE
Helen Joan Stahl, soloist
American Folk Songs.......
s e e rephen
Marie Isbell, soloist
Reverie

Loverta Langenbacher, soloist
CIOIIEE o5 e sreves s ey s DAL,

Betty Lee Stephens, soloist
Pizzicato Polka ...........Strauss
Anitra’s Dance ................Grieg
Sextette for flute, oboe, clarinet,

French horn and bassoon.
Grandfather's Clock ... Work
Audrey REomann, soloist

”I:'oster

Pierrot and Pierrette ... Buchtel
Jan Beard and Bobby Marshall,
duet.

Marttang .ounmnnigg Wallace

Princees of India..... . H. L. King

The girls who participated in
the band concert were: Flute and
piccolo: Marybeth Booth, Jane
Blood, Kathryn Stokes. Dorothy
Trenchard, and Jean Davidson;
clarinets: Kathleen De Croes
{solo), Jane Beard, Jean Ann
Roberts, Suzanne Dixon; (sec-
ond) Bobbye Marshall (solo),
Shirley Riedel; (third) June
Schatzmann (solo), Wilma White,
Betty Bartin: obeoes: Keitah Long
(zolo) Marthella Mayhall; bas-
seons: Audrey Romann, Pat Col-
glazier; saxaphcones: Jean Mil-
roy, tenor. Kathleen De Cross,
(double), Jessie Wilson (soprano)
cornets: Betty  Lee. Stephens
(selo). Lucille Formsey. Betty
Swisher; tromb:res: Em 8 s
'y, Barbara Wright: horns: Love-
tra Tangenbacher (solo), Doro-
thy Schaeffer; euphonium: Ann
Treadwny: string RBetty
Meredith, Colleen Johnson, Kath-
leon Fink: sousanhene: Doris
Jnnes {elnahle): nercussion:
Marie Isbell, Helen Joan Stahl,
Minnie Anderson, Winnie Rey-
nolds: riano: Betty Blassingame;
¢ellor Marrvl Ryan (solo), Har-
riet Blair, Joan Bhrer, Betty Pa-
catte; viclins, Doris Jfaman (salo)
Margot Coombs, Helen Gene
Graybill, Marie Isbell (double),
Carol Combs, Norma Blanken-
baker, Mary Swiller, and Miss
Werndie,

hasgs:

New Concert and
Dance Orchestra
Makes Appearance

The instrumental music de-
partment has been doing a credit
able piece of work this vear in
building up new musical ensem-
bles. The concert orchestra, dir-
ected by Mr. F.G, McMurry, made
its first public appearance on
Founder's Day when it furnished
the music for the processional.

The dance orchestra, a fourteen
piece group also directed by Mr.
McMurray, played for two hours
of dancing at the Hallowe'en
party. The soloists for the band
were Bettvy Hunter and Peggy
Brazel. Helen Joan Stahl was
featured in a marimba solo.

CHRISTMAS CARDS
Printed With Your Name
MTST BE ORDERED NOW

50 for $1.00
25 for 1.00

AHMANN’S
NEWS STAND

The Uncensored Diary of A

Lindenwood F'reshman

Dear Dairy,

I told you not to run off— that
I'd be back, so here 1 am.

Anderson, Bartlett, Boutin,
Clair, Daneman, De Haven, De
Croes, oops, pardon me, I keep
forgetting that I've finished A. A.
initiation. No more climbing up
strairs blind folded, wondering
where on earth I was; no more
cleaning actives rooms after their
parties; no more balcony scenes;
no more tongue-twisting list of
names At last I'm a full-feldged
member.

The Birthday Dinner for those
who celebrated their birthdays in
August, September, October, and
November, was lovely, With the
lights out and the candles glow-
ing on the little cakes, the dining
room was filled with impressive
awe,

Ordered my annual the other

day. Wanted to be sure that T
got one,
Still have an unlucky name.

For the last dance the Freshmen
whose last names started with M
through Z got to go, so I was left
out again. Oh well, my time will

come—that is if the
doesn’t run out.

The fall play, “The Fighting
Littles” was a huge success. Hope
we have more of those this year,

Skip Day, Stop Day, that's all
we hear nowadays, wish one
would materialize, but I suppose
they think we'll forget those in
time as we are supposed to for-
get a few other things, but how
can we when the upperclassmen
keep talking about the “good old
dﬂy-‘i."

Twenty-three days until vaca-
tion! then we go down to the
station—how dear that song is to
my heart these days.

Thanksgiving sounds promising
—turkey and all the trimmings.
But let's not forget all the people
who aren’t fortunate enough to
have turkey on Thanksgiving and
who may not have enough to eat
that day. Sounds like a speech,
but I haven't forgotten all those
people and I hope that no Lin-
denwood girl does.

Bye now. Got to go to the tea
room before it closes. Be seeing

manpower

Encore Club Is Host
To Student Body
At Armistice Tea

Members of the Encore Club
were host to the student body
and faculty at a tea on Sunday,
November 12,

Red, white and blue decorations
carried out a patriotic theme in
honor of Armistice Day. The
menu consisted of cake, ice eream,
coffee and nuts. Each plate was
decorated with a small flag. There
was not a program but music was
played informally throughout the
afternoon,

The Encore Club stands for Lin-
denwood traditions and anyone
who has a member of her family
attend school here is eligible for
membership. The club respeets
the idea of the “Schoel of Our
Mothers” through which over
eighty girls and possibly more
have a right to belong,

Graduate Sociology
Courses Offered

To Faculty

Advanced courses in Sociology
are being offered to several mem-
besr of the faculty who have ex-
pressed an interest in doing grad-
uate work in Sotial Sciences. Dr.
L. L. Bernard has, with the ap.
proval of Washington University,
offerec to conduet on this cam-
pus courses for those who are in-
terested.

6th., War Loan Drive Is
BUY BONDS ! ! !

On.

STRAND

St. Charles, Mo.

I'ri-=at, Nov. 2425 i
2 FEATURES 2
Roy Rogers in
SONG OF NEVADA |
& |
Jimmy Lydon in
Henry Aldrich
BOY SCOUT

Sun.-Mon. Nov. 2627
Continuous Sunday from 2
Kagar Bergan |
Charlie McCarthy in |
SONG of the OPEN ROAD
with Bonita Granville
Tues.-Wed. Nov., 2829
Robert Taylor in
SONG OF RUSSIA
with Susan Peters
Thurs.-Fri. Nov. 30-Dee, 1|
Kleanor Powell in
SENSATIONS OF 1945 '
with W. C. FIELDS

|.‘-,-'au=:.,_ Mon,, Tues. Dec. 3--‘1-5]
Gary Cooper in
CASANOVA BROWN
‘ with Teressa Wright
Wed., Thurs. Dec. 6~7|

Charles Boyer in I

GASLIGHT
with Ingrid Bergman
| Fri.-Sat. Dec. 89

| Deanna Durbin in
CHRISTMAS HOLIDAY
with Gene Kelly

PATRONIZE
OUR ADVERTISERS

When you do your Christmas Shopping,
mention that you read their advertise-
ment in the Linden Bark.

Our advertisers help us give you
a better newspaper.
THE LINDEN BARK
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THE LINDEN TREES
ARE WHISPERING

By Genee Head

Butch cuts are in style again.
Take notice of Barbara de Puy’s
the next time you see her,

Donna's Clark finally arrived,
and then she beamed more than
ever.

Niccolls Hall is still the same.
For the information of the peo-
ple who answer phones and get
the screwy names for answers.
Here's a list of monikers with
sufficient explanations for them.
“Bups"—Beltty Ann Rouse.
“Freshie”—Mary Ruth Platt.
“Buzzy"—Barbara Wertz.
“Phid"-—Phyllis De Haven.
“Tootie"—Helen Bartlett.
“Thbie"—Elizabeth Franke.
Niccolls Hall is sti]l the same.

Coke bottle barricades, short-

sheeted beds, door slamming
sessions, continuous ringing of

alarm clocks and switched dresser
drawers.

It was nice lo see Ginny Fly
and Barbara Waye on campus

again, Both graduated in June of
i this year. Come back to see us
again, gals!

Seen on campus together lately
have been Jo Crawlord and Sgl.
Bill Gage. Bill is visiting his par-
ents, President and Mrs. Gage.

' Jeanne Clark got a surprise
phone call the other day, and
what a surprise! Jim was in St.
Louis and on his way to Chanute
Field to become an instructor.

Speaking of ramontic happen-
ings. How about this one. Virginia
Mitchell and Ted met on the cam-
pus of the University of Arkan-
sas last week under a tree where
‘ they had previously started go-

ing steady, became pinned. This
time they became engagel. But I
hear from some very reliable re-
ports that the wedding is not go-
ing to be under the tree.

In the line of “wings”” Bar-
bara Park got a pair from the
Navy the other day.

-

Swooning the other night after
seeing Van Johnson at the Jocal
movie, were Celeste Salvo and
Pattie Hobart.

Second Semester Plans
Promise Wide Variety

Interesting Programs

Looking ahead to the second
semester, Dr. Alice Gipson, acad-
emic Dean, has planned for us
a varied program including both
speakers and musicians. Visitors
on campus after Christmas vaca-
tion will be:

January 25 — Ida Krehm, pian-
ist.

February 5 Harry Farbman,
violinist.

February 18 —-William Lydgate,
lecturer.

February 23-24- Katherine Ba-
con, pianist,

March 1-—Earle Spicer, singer
and lecturer.

March 8—Jercme Davis, lectur-
or.

March 26-28 Edwin Peterson,
lecturer.

April 12 Louis Abler, lecturer.

April 19— Edmund Giesbert, lec-
turer.

April 29—Jean Browning, so-
prano.

Entertain Dr. and
Mrs. Works

Dr. and Mrs. Harry M. Gage
held open house in honor of Dr.
and Mrs. George A. Works of the
University of Chicago Wednes-
day afternoon.

6th, War Loan Drive Is On.
BUY BONDS ! !'!

T

HALLOWEEN QUEEN AND HER MAIDS

%

Alice Christiansen was crowned Halloween Queen at the party held in Butler gymnasium on Oct.
27th. Miss Christiansen is pictured in the center and tc her left is Joanne Patton, first maid of honor;
to her right is Mary Ann Wood,, second maid of henor.

Personal Shopping
Bureau Set Up For
Lindenwood Students

A personal shopping bureau
exclusively for Lindenwood girls!
Three attractive young women,
Miss Herma Wilder, Miss Julia
Jarvis, and Miss Helen Draude,
have been chosen by Stix, Baer
and Fuller in St. Louis to help
Lindenwood students with any
shopping problems that they
might have.

Any time you wish their ser-
vices, just call at the Personal
Shopping Bureau on the Mezzan-
ine floor of Stix, Baer and Fuller
and they will be very glad to
help you.

The service is brought to us
through the courtesy of the Per-
gonal Appraisal Committee,

Students Asked 'i'o

See Counselors Soon

All students should arrange to
see their counselors as soon as
possible for their second semes-
ter plans, urges Mr, R. C. Colson,
Repistrar. TRegistration is not
complete until the girls have met
with their counselors and have de-
cided definitely on their course
for the next semescter.

Patronize the merchants who
advertise in the Bark.

Jou;naiiégﬁlass
Visits Globe-Democrat;
Dines at Castilla

TARCOMBED EBOIG Now
stand on your head, turn yourself
inside out, and try and figure it
out! This is the situation in
which the members of the Jour-
nalism class found themselves
when they visited  the Globe-
Democrat in St. Louis on Novem-
ber 6. Twelve L. C. girls tripped
through the spacious newspaper
offices, under the guidance of
Charles Clayton, faculty member
of Lindenwood's Journalism De-
partment,

Down in the press room, we
found the old saying, “Hot off
the press,” quile true. It was hot
alright and the press was moving
so fast, we couldn’t even tel! if
Dick Tracy had caught Shaky
yvet. The funnies were being run
for Sunday's newspaper. And
trying to decipher the front pace
from its upside-down and back-
ward form, is quite a task.

The Globe-Democrat is oue of
the most modern newspaper
plants in the country. Tt consists
of six floors, plus the basement
and sub-basement, all of which
we investigated, The various of-
fices of business, circulation, dis-
play advertising, and want ads
were closed at the time of our
tour. However, the editorial, tele-
type, composing, and press ronms

400 CLAY

WELCOME BACK . . . . |

BUSE’S FLOWER SHOP

CORSAGES—POTERY—GIFT FLOWERS |
PLANTS

. We Telegraph Flowers

PHONE 148 |

were huzzing with full activity.
The  photography  department
amazed us with their skill and
proved to be of particular inter-
est when they developed a pie-
ture especially for us.

The organization of a news
paper plant is very well planned.
Efficiency and convenience are
the prime factorg in the output
of the daily paper. All the de-
partments are built to the advant-
age of the workers. Speed is the
cesential element that contributes
to the up-to-the-minute coverage
of news by the Globe-Democrat
staff,

The class members enjoyed a
dinner at the Castilla preceding
the four. At the conclusion of the
“walk,” we were thankful we had
ealen heartily, in order to build
up our energy. Just ask any
member of the Journalism class,
and I'm sure they'll agree that
putting out a daily newspaper is
ne small undertaking, neither is
taking a tour through one,

THE MUSIC
BOX

By Dorothy E. Schaeffer

Miss Gertrude Isidor, wviolinist,
gave a recital on October lS}h
for the Women's Club of Sedalia,
Mo.

Her first group consisted of
numbers from the Pre - Classic
period. “The Cuckoo” by Daquin
is early program music of this
school. It portrays the echo ef-
feet which was very popular at
that time. The dignified, stately,
“TLa Folia,” was transcribed for
violin from a Corelli theme and
variations, by Fritz Kreisler. The

last number in this group was
the “Andante” movement from
Mendeissohn's only concerto for

violin. it is in song form, charac-
terized by its beautiful, singing
melody.

For her second group, Mss Isi-
dor chose numbers from the mod
ern school. “The Mosquitos,” a
humorous sketch, in keeping with
the title, was wrilten by Fair-
child, 2 modern American com-
poger, “In A Garden” is a des-
eriptive number full of thrills, ea-
denzas, and fancy bowings, writ-
ten by the Italian, Tirindelli,
former teacher of Miss Isidor’s.
“Prelude” by Samuel Gardner is
a brilliant number in the modern
idliom; “Romance” by Sinding is @
romantic serious number; and
“Waves at Play" by Grasse, &
blind violinist-composer is im-
pressionistic in mood.

Miss Isidor concluded her pro-
gram with two movements from
the Concerte in D Minor by Wie-
niawski, a I9th-century composer.
The slow, melodic “Romance” is
contrasted by the fiery, gypsy-
like character of the “A La Zin-
gara.” This concerto is a product
of the Romantie school and comes
from the Standard Repertoire of
Violin Coneerti.

Dr- Gipson Attends
College Meeting

Dr, Alice E. Gipson, Academic
Dean, represented Lindenwood
College at a meeting of the
Church related colleges and assc-
ciations of American Colleges in
Omaha, Neb., on November 15.

i

BAND BOX
CLEANERS

CALL and DELIVERY
SERVICE at the

COLLEGE POST OFFICE
*Phone 701
316 No. Main Street

FHT

TRY
MR

SARDWICHES
. LYNDA'S

| CONFECTIONARY

Tt e

FLOWERS . ..
for All Occasions!
WE TELEGRAPH FLOWERS

PARKVIEW GARDENS

Thomne 214

Opposite Blanchetlte Parlk

® RECORDS *
o SHEET MUSIC
® GIFTS

at the

ST. CHARLES
MUSIC HOUSE

230 North Main

-

GOOD CLEANING!
GOOD PRICES!
GOOD SERVICE!
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- THE GLUB
GORNER

The gals from the Lone Star
State have started a new club on
the campus—the Texas Club. The
main project for the year will be
to send money and equipment to
McCloskey Hospital, a rehabili-
tation center, in Temple, Texas.
The 26 members of the club have

chosen for their officers: Presi-
dent, Babs Wexner; vice-presi-
dent, Doris Jones; secretary,

Sonja Chicotsky; and treasurer,
Mary Elizabeth Murphy. Spurs,
ten gallon hats, boots (and O'-
Daniels) promise big things from
the Texas Club this year,

Alpha Psi Omega, the national
Speech and Dramatics fraternity,
gave a tea November 16th in the
Litrary Cub Room.

Eighteen English students were
mighty proud November 2, after
helr initiation into Sigma Tau
delta, the honorary English fra-
‘evity. The new members are:
Jirginia Blattner, Alice Boutin,
Barbara Buckley, June Fields,
‘Patsy Geary, Betty Gilpin, Lois
Hachtmeyver, Maridee Hill, Alice
Hirschman, Helen Horvath, Love-
tra Langenbacher, Barbara Lev-
erenz, Betty Jean Loerke, Louise
MeCraw, Barbara Park, Celeste
Salve, Sarvita Sherman and Gail
Willbrand.

Beta Pi Theta, national honor-
ary French fraternity initiated
members at its first meeting of
the year on November 6th.

The new members are: Yvonne
Corlton, Jo Hulson, Margery
Kinkade, Betty Kirk, Betty Jane
La Barre, Jean Lohr, Marian
Pendarvis, Suzanne Prentice, Ma-
rie Szilagyi, Mary Tillman, Pa-
tricia Tuttle, Babs Wexner, Dor-
othy Wood, Earle Dean Bass.

The officers of Beta Pi Theta
are: President, Betty Kilbury;
vice-president, Marjorie Allen;
secretary, Marie Szilagyi; treas-
urer, Dorothy Wood.

The fraternity is planning for
its program of the year, a study
of French customs.

Pi Alpha Delta, honorary class-
ical Iraternity, entertained all
students taking work in the class-
jeal department on Friday, Nov,
16, 1944,

Mhe conditions of membership
were explained and there were re-
freshments and music.

The officers for this year are:
President, Virginia Blattner; vice-
president, Mary -Swilley; and
treasurer, Mary Reeves,

The number of our flag on the
golf course was all too popular
the day of the Commercial Club’s
scavanger hunt. After dashing
madly from the golf course to the
gates and all around, the mem-

Bors finally calmed down long
enough to enjoy a picnic supper
in Butler gyvmnasium. Five

doughnuts were given to the five
winners of fths scavanger hunt.
They were: Dorothy Gnaegy,
Gwen  Macv, Helen Thompson,
Jane Griffith, and Genee Head.

The Baptist Sunday School
Class met Sunday, November 12,
in the Y. W. C. A. Parlors In
Sibley Hall. The officers of the
Baptist Student Union for 1944-
1945 are: President. Harriet Hud-
son: 1st vieepresident-. Marian
Clark (membershin): 2nd vice-
president, Jacaueline Whitford
{Sorcial): third vire - nresident,
Joan Settle (Devotional); Secre-
taryv, Joosnne Garvin:; and treas-
arer, Annme Hardin.

The Iiniversity association at
TLouisiana State University has
bepun a tutoring project to help
one another in their studies.

Dr. Nathan Marsh Pusey, form-
er professor of classics at Wes-
levan University, Conn., was re-
cently formally inaugurated as
11th president of Lawrence col-
lege.

Christian Association
Sponsors the Annual
Thanksgiving Offering

During November all of us
have been busy with wvaried
Thanksgiving plans in the mak-
ing. However, this has been no
time for us to forget the less
fortunate people, who have been
doing without, in order to meet
their meager existence.

When we think of that meal off
campus, full of extra rich calories
or those added cokes that put on
the added pounds; or those packs
of cigarettes that we consumed
too hurriedly — we realize that
those small sacrifices could have
been made, in order that a size-
able Thanksgiving offering could
have been given to the under-
privileged children of the Mark-
ham Memorial Settlement House
in St. Louis.

This institution is located in
the midst of the most unpleasant
living areas in St. Louis. Not
only do the under privileged chil-
dren benefit by this offering, but
the children of other nations also.

This vear the emphasis has
been placed on the student body
to do without its waste, so that
others might gain. From thi8
small personal privation, it may
enable some child to have a new
sweater, tasty food, or an attrac-
tive toy for Christmas,

Final arrangements for the col-
lections were made by the Chris-
tian Association were announce
in the Student Meeting. The goal
has been set. Lets make sure
that Lindenwood rea-hos the pres.
cribed goal by giving all that we
possibly ecan. If's nsver too lute
o contribute, so that we might
smn a personal satisfaction from
the sharing at Thankegiving tine,

Toot! Dompah!-—The
Gierman Band Is Here

If you suddenly hear the strains
of “Auch du Lieber Augustine”
floating over the campus, you canr
be certain it is the German band
rehearsing for its first publiz ap-
pearance. Ths band has been or-
ganized for the first time at Lin-
denwood by Fletcher MaeMurray.
It will be used for speecial num-
bers between halves at games to
add pep to the ecrowd, for special
assemblies, at Kiwanis meetings,
el

En enthusiastic group of five
girls make up the band: June
Beard plays first clarinet: June
Schatzman, second elarinet: Au-
drey Romann, bassoon whiecn is
used for the base; Ann Treadway.
haritone; and Betty Stovens,
trumpet. They play Germsn folk
and dance tunes especially ar-
ranged for five instruments. Thei
distinetive tvpe of musie features
many tunes havng their orvigin in
Germany: “Vier Hier,” “Lore Lii"”
and othor similar onea winch have
a humorous turn. These originat-
el as German game tunes just as
nur “Tondon Bridege is TFalling
Down' in this country, Mr, Mac-
Muyrav ie honing to oet costumes
for the members to sugpest Goer-
man f~1k dresses,

It will be of interest to music
sfudents to know that participa-
tion in small ensembles as well
as all tvnes of public appearances
count noints towards a music
award which will be piven at the
end of the year.

Represents Linden-
wood At Home

Economics Meeting

Montelle Moore represented the
Lindenwood Home Kceonormles
Chiih a1 the National Convention
of the American Home Economics
Association held in Chicago in
June. Miss Moore was asked to
mode! a bridesmaid’s dress in tho
fashion show.

Montelle, President of the Ju-
nior Class, comes from Mexico,
Mo. She is a major in Home
Economics.

HALL OF FAME

This week's bid

Here she is.

for the Hall of Fame. She's
Omaha, Neb's. pride and joy
Dorothy Heimrvod. She's that

prominent figure on campus, who
has a host of friends whereever
she goes. Living in Senior Hall
thic vear, finds her making her
headquarters at the tea house, or
Dv. Dawson’s study. (She js the
assistant in that department.)
You might ask her about a steak
sometime, too.

The laugh Heimrod possesses is
worth a million dollars and possi-
bly can’t be egualled on campus.
She has that L. C. spiirt in fact,
so perfect, that many Iriends
themselves wanting to be as ac-
tive as she is among the college
life,

Last spring, Heimrod attended
the International Relations Club
Conference at Freemont, Neb,
She represented the Lindenwood
Club, of which she was the presi-
dent.

This fall you found her on duty
welcoming the new and old faces,
as the Y. W, C. A. “big sister”
chairman. Her cheery smile made
many a girl feel at home in the
new atmosphere.

Other activities have been the
Y. W. C. A, Council, Press Club,
Advertising manager of the Lin-
den Leaves, vice-president of the
Commercial Club, stage manager
of various plays, traesurer of the
Trinagle Club, and Spanish Club
member.

So, here's to Sister Heimrod,
she's a darn fine girl.

Read the Advertisements,

Your St. Charles
 DRUGGISTS
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CHIT CHAT
ON FASHIONS

By Babs Wexner

Here I am again giving you a
buzz (or am I) on ole Bell Bark.
With vour mink out of moth balls
and the moths in vour mink—it
seems all too wonderful that fall
has finally fell.

You'll die when you hear this—
Jo Settle, Jo Wetbler, Peggy Bra-
zo, Danny Priest, and other cam-
pus cuties have dyed already.
Yes, if vou were to ask them
where they got the new sparkle
to their hair, they'd probably
blame it on tha. sun — but my
doubts are cast.

I always thought elves and pink
elephants on the wall were only
an imagination of the mind, but
Ginny Gilreath has me all con-
funse’ and amuse’ with her soft-
soled, suede, elf-like shoes. See
what I mean? Confusin’ — but
comfty! Is that right, Ginny?

Phyllis Maxwell, P. A, Love, B.
J. Loerke, and Jo Emons have
been setting the vogue for cam-
pus attire by wearing their sweat-
ers tucked inside their skirs and
a sport belt at their waist. It looks
real neat, gals.

If your legs get cold these No-
vember days, take a look at Judy
Frinfrock and vour problem will
be solved. Judy looks might keen
and warm in her long socks which
alwavs seem to match her sweat-
ers. Oh, to be able to knit,

Our “Tom Sawyer's” on cam-
pus, Bugs Rouse, Pat Polling and
Eddie Peart have started a new
fad of wearing Little Boy Hats.
If you feel like turning mascu-
line get one—they look mighty
sharp on Bugs, Pat and Eddie!

To get on the serious side for
a minute—let’s all be thankful
for Thanksgiving this year, fou
the headlines, for the advanre-
ments on all fronts and vour navy
or army wings you wear so proud-
Iy, These are your assurance that
Bill, Herb, or Bob will be home
soon.

Lot's also be thankful for the
fact that Lindy Lindenwood stil)
considers her campus outfit very
imvortant and net fall down in
this as Wendy Wellesley did. By
now with fashions of thanks.

—BARS.

THEES—_T?M and COM

Jan Struther, author of ‘‘Muis.
Miniver,” really started something
when the Saturday Review of
Literature printed her parody on
Joyee Kilmer's poem about trees.
This is what she said:

“I'll never see, where'er I roam
A tree as lovely as a poem.

A tree is just a thing that growed
But only man can make an ode.”

Quite properly Betty Smith, au-
thor of “A Tree Grows in Brook-
lyn'", replied in kind:

“T'd rather say I hated fleas

Than be like youse what runs
down trees,

Where'd T be, I'd like to know

If o'er in Brooklyn no tree did
gD!!}

Also quite properly Phyllis
Maxwell, of Lindenwooa College,
author of replies in
kind:

Trees are nice and strong and tall
Lovely in spring, lovely in fall.
But my dear, here’s the rub,
What's the matter with
shrub?

the

Freshmen Girls
Host To Scott
Field Army Men

One hundred freshman girls en-
tertained at an informal dance in
Butler gym on November 4. Their
guests were men stationed at
Scott Field, Illinois. The dance
was also open to other students
with dates.

The music was furnished by
Dick Radford's band from 9 to
12 p. m. Punch was served in the
lounge during intermission.

Window at Coe College
Is Dedicated to
Lindenwoed’s President

A stained glass window was
dedicated to Dr. Harry Moore-
house Gage, at Coe College's
homecoming vespers November
12, in the Sinclair Memorial
Chapel on Coe College campus.
Dr. Gage was president of Coe
from 1930 to 1941. The window
was a gift of the class of ’39 in
appreciation of Dr. Gage’s many
vears of service to the college.
The president and Mrs, Gage
were present for the dedication
exercises,

D1, Gage left for Emporia, Kan.
November 19 to make a survey of
the College of Emporia with Dean
Roberts of Prineeton. He will re-
turn to the campus Thanksgiving
morning.

Dr. Gage is chairman of the
oxamining Committee for all col-
leges affiliated by the Presbyter-
ian Church to determine .the in-
stitutions with prospects of life
and growth., with which the
church should cooperate.

Sanioy Blass Plans
Christmas Nance

The Senior Class has invited
Scott Field men to their formal
dance and buffet supper to be
held in Butler gvmnasium, Satur.
dav. December 9. Dick Rayburn
will play for the dance from 8 to
11 P. M. and then they will go to
the Library Club rooms for the
buffet suoper.

Some Junior girls will serve at
the club rooms. The Seniors plan
to carry out one motive for both
events which will probably center
around the Christmas spirit.

WHO’S WHO
(Continued from page 1)
List 1943-44.

A produect of Kellogg, lowa,
Ginny Gilreath is an active mem-
ber ol the Athletic Association;
secretary of International Rela-
tions Club; Residence Couneil;
was Student Council Representa-
tive her Sophomore and Junior
vears; is president of Y.W.C.A.
and served on the YW.C.A, Coun-
cil; Future Teachers of America;

Linden Leaves Staff; Student
Counselor; Red Cross; and re-

celved a certificate in Elementary
Eduecation in 1943,

Barbara Wertz, better known
as Buzz, comes from Evansville,
Indiana and is a member of El
Circulo Espanol; Tau Sigma; Al-
pha Sigma Tau; treasurer of
Sigma Tau Delta; Triangle Club;
President of Indiana Club; En-
core Club; Press Club; Linden
Leaves; Student Counselor; Y, W.
C. A. Cabinet; Senior Class Presi-
dent; A. A. winner of the Sigma
Tota Chi Scholarship in 1944; and
on the Dean’s List 1943-44.

Jackie Schwab of Oklahoma
City, Okla. belongs to the Home
Eeonomies Club; Oklahoma Club;
International Relations Club; So-
ciology Club; Future Teachers of
America; Red Cross; was attend-
ant to the May Queen her Fresh-
man and Sophomore years; a
member of the Hallowe'en Court;
Maid of Honor in the Popularity
Court; Y.W.C.A. Cabinet; Student
Counselor; vice-president of the
Missouri Home Economics Asso-
ciation; received a certificate in
Home Economics in 1943; received
honorable mention for Elemen-
tary Costume Design in 1943; and
last, but by no means least, is
president of the student body.

Carol Landberg comes from Ft.

Knox, Ky. and is a member of Al-
pha Sigma Tau of which she was
secretary-treasurer; was presi
dent of the Army Brats; secre.
tary of YW.C.A.; secretary-treas.
urer of International Relations
Club: treasurer of the Athletie
Association; Editor-in-Chief of the
Linden Leaves; member of Sigma
Tau Delta; Major Terrapin; Press
Club; Der Deutsche Verein; Tri-
angle Club; Red Cross; Student
Counselor: “Hall of Fame"” in the
Linden Bark; and on the Dean's
List 1943-44.




