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From the Office of the Dean

As this is the last issue of the Bark
before Christmas, Dr. Gipson wishes
to extend to the entire faculty and stu-
dent body her best wishes for a very
hhappy vacation,

Daughters of Rotarians

The Rotary Club entertained the
Lindenwood girls whose fathers are
Rotarians Thursday, December 5 with
a luncheon at the St. Charles hotel.
The girlsg were called for by members
of the club and driven to the hotel,

The Lindenwood sextette sang. It
is composed of Ellen Louise Eby, Vir-
ginia Jaezer, Margaret Winder, Alice
Neal, Pauline Art, and Margaret Bur-
ton.

Other girls who attended were:
Clara Weary, Betty Lohr, Mary Alice
Livinggton, Mary Chandler, Harriett
fspey, Virginia Niedner, Val Jean Al-
dred, Bettie Avlward, Martha Wolt-
mann, Mary Buesch, Dorothy Fuu/:,
Mary Stuhler, Adele Byers, Betty
White, Doris Lee Atteberry, Jane
Montgomery, Sara Willis, Conchita
Sutton, Mary Roberts, Jean Wryatt,
Rosemary Williams, Joella Berry,
Marguerite Raymer, Maxine Elsner,
Eleanor Payne, Ruth Jane Allen, and
Martha Emerson,

Contest in Dancing
Tau Sigma, the dance sorority, is
gponsoring a contest which must be of
congiderable attraction to many girls
on the campus, A prize of $5 will be
given for the best drawing of a dance,
the begt poem about dancing, or for
the most original dance of the year.
A econtestant may make as many en-
tries as she wishes, The contest cloges
on February 1, 1936. It is hoped that
many girls will try for the prize.

Miss Walker Delights
With Her Varied Program

Mige Pearl Walker, of the music
faculty gave a recital at 8 a'clock
Tuesday, Decembeer 3, in Roemer Au-
ditorium. Her program congisted of
two groups of German numbers, one
group of French and one group of
Emglish numbers, While the andience,
for the most part, could not under-
stand the French and German nuin-
bers very well, still. through the
thoughtfulness of Miss Walker they
could read the English equivalant from
the sheets which were passed out by
the ushers with each program. Thus
the program was twice as interesting.

Miss Walker was as charming as al-
waysd, dressed in black satin with a
corsage of gardenias. Her lovely stage
personality and her exquisitely fine
voice charmed the” entire audience.
It was an evening well spent.

Miss Walker was accompanied by
Mr. Paul Friess.

Read the Linden Bark.

Christmas Play
Highly Amusing

Fortunate One Looks in on Practice
for Next Friday Night.

From the 'haggard looks on the
faces of ten young ladies about the
campug it would seem as if Linden-
wood were about to enter upon or fin-
ish up an endurance contest. How-
ever, it's merely the ordeal of play
_;n‘actlcu going on that causes these
weary glances.

All in all, it's really not a bit bad,
{when it's all over) and a lot of funny
thingd acerue which help to pass
away the time. For instance, the
other night, Evelyn Brown was sit-
ting at her desk, taking the character

of “Dr. Haggett” very beautifully,
until she forgot her lines, From the
back of the auditorium came the

voice of the director saying, “give the
cue again,” “But, Miss Gordon”, yell-
ed “Brownie”, “I'm sitting on it!"”

“Abby", Ellen Ann Schachner, (just
“gtupid” to you) is really a scream.
she zets so worked up that she prac-
tically has epilepsy right there on
the stage. Incidentally one sees she
has taken up Art in a big way. She
says she hag plenty of time and quiet
to practice, with the play going on.
The writer caught her behind the
scenes, drawing strange-looking cats
on the black board. Go right ahead,
Schachner, after all you'll get to
Chieago yet on your merit (one way
or another).

If any one has ever seen Betty
Brown serious I'd like to know when
it was, But she's funnier than ever
in the character of “Mrs. Haggett”,
One should see her serve soup. She's
certainly going to spill it all over the
stage and the characters, Besides
she can’'t help laughing at “Brownie”
and that makes it worse, and more of
it.

If there ever were two lovers made
for each other those two are Mary
Frances Campbell and Mprgaret DBar-
tholomew, in the characters of “Sus-
an Haggett” and “Warren Creamer”,
The writer will admit the first few
practices were awfully funny; when
you have to remember what foot to
put up-gtage every time you kissg any-
one, it “sorta cramps your style".

There are two villains. We'll leave
it up to the audience to determine
‘whether the parts are “naturals” or
not, "Rosen” ig one, (Edwina Peuter
in disguise) and “Tallant” the other,
in the form of Florence Wilson. It
is hoped there may be the very small-
est semblance of a moustache on the
viflains. It would be fun to stand
on one’s head in order to get the
upper lip shaved.

It was very appropriate that Babs
Lawton ghould have been chosen for
the part of “Maxwell Davenport” a
New York Art critic, since she has
guch g wide artistic interest.

Last and by no meang least i the
stage manager, Myrna Huddleston.
There's a woman with patience. By
the time the play is over, she will
know all the lines.

Close-Up of Celebrities

World-Famous Manager Speaks at
Lindenwood.

My, James B. Pond, of New York,
lectured in Roemer Auditorium, last
Thursday morning at 11 o'clock, on
hiz experiences while handling cele-
brities. Mr. Pond said that his father
once sald that his job was that of “a
dealer in other men's brains.” The
job of a mamager, he said, is to pre-
sent to the people the attractions that

they want and will enjoy. Famous
peeple develop queer habitg and
eccentricities.

The loss of a lecturer is sometimes
a grave thing, Irving Batcheller, the
author, was to go on tour and at the
last minute changed his hotel in New
York without telling Mr. Pond. When
the instructions for the tour were
sent they were sent to the wrong hotel
and of ecourse Mr. Batcheller lelt
without them. On the train he wired
Mr., Pond and said that he was on his
way to St. Louis and would stay at
the Hotel Jefferson. Since that was
the first stop, Mr. Pond didn't answer
and sent his instructions on to the
Jefferson hotel. The day that Mr.
Batcheller was to lecture, a call from
St. Louis said that he was not there
and that the audience would have to
be dismissed. Later Mr. Batcheller
wrote from Emporia, Kans, that he
had gone to St. Jogeph and as there
were no arrangements made he had
gone on to Kansas.

Rear Admiral Richard K. Byrd, has
an affliction that Mr. Pond has
christened “train trouble”. It seems
that the Admiral can't get on trains
on time and sometimesg can’t get off
on time. Mr. Pond also spoke of
some of the experiences he had had
with Sir Arthur Brown, Hugh Wal-
pole. John Mpsefield, Bernard Shaw,
George Russell, and John (ralsworthy.

Talk By Dr. Benson

At a meeting of Pi Gamma in the
¢iub room at b o'clock, November 25,
the members discussed the national
convention to be held in St Louis
during the Christmas holidays. Pi
Gamma Mu decided to send its presi-
dent, Lenore Schierding, as officinl
representative of the Lindenwood
chapter, to a breakfast at which Le-
ray Allyn, Naticnal president of Pi
Gamma Mu will speal.

A most inferesting leature of the
Meeting was a talk by Dr. Benson on
the women’s orgamizations in this
country., This is practically a virgin
field as far as reagearch is concerned,
but Dr. Benson has found some most
nteresting material, and succeeded
in highly entertaining her audience.

don the director (and also the spon-
sor of the freshman class, aside from
teaching all day) for 'her patience
with the nrattle-brained college stu-
dents. She too hasg an infinite amount
of what is called self-control, when
it comes to holding herself back from
cheerfully choking nine very sweet

A vote of thanks goes to Miss Gor- young ladies.

Major Sibley Honored
In American Biography

From the library comes the report
that two new volumes of the Diction-
ary of American Biography have just
arrived. This series consisting of 20
volumes is complied under tue
pices of the Ameracan Council of
Learned Societies. It ig edited by Du-
mas Malone.

als-

The last volume ig of special inter-
est to Lindenwood College because it
contains the biography of George C.
Sibley, who with his wife Mary Easton
Sibley founded Lindenwood College.
In a foot note after the biography
there is made mention of the fact that
all the Sibley papers are in the posses-
sion of Lindenwood College. It is
distinetly an honor to be thus clagsed
as one of America's outstading men.

Archaeology Or What?

For many weeks they have been
digging, digging, between Ayres and
Butler, tossing up dirt, putting it
back again, tossing it oul again, until
all Lindenwood is dizzy and just a bit
worried. Has someone gone complete-
ly insane on the subject of ditchdig-
ging, or oh horrorg of horrors, maybe
they are preparing to get rid of some
of us! Perhaps we are to be buried
deep into the earth, never to see the
sunlight again. (Huh, that wouldn't
be much punishment, we haven't gseen
it for about three weeks anyway) Or,
perhaps someone has suddenly dis-
covered some old Sibley relics down
there. I see Dr. Gregg looking on
with a glint in her eyes, ready to nab
anything that might have belonged tv
the Founders?

Sometimes it seems they can't find
any other place to meet and talk over
the news of the day, so they just take
that place. At times they get a Dhit
noisy, The Stumbergs seem to be
quite in prominence over there also;
should someone write to Miss Stum-
berg and warn her that her family
are planning her sudden death? Well,
well, well, if there had been a soph-
omore day, one might think it was a
trap for freshmen who did not appre-
ciate the nice sophomores., But alas,
one doubts if we ever find out, so just
be carveful and don’t fall in.

P, 8. It has been rumored about,
that there is something wrong with
the piping, but we don't bhelieve it.

Students Enjoy
Kirsten Flagstadt

A considerable number of Linden-
wood's faculty and student body at-
tended the concert of Kirsten i*‘lag*—
gtadt on the evening of November 18.
All were deeply impressed by the
beauty and purity of Madam Flag-
stadt's art. Her simple, determined
manner and the gracious gweetness of
her personality first attracted her aud-
ience, but it was the power and beauty
of her voice which demanded the deep-

(Continued on page 2)
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The Linden Bark:
“God bless us,
God Bless us every one said Tiny Tim."”
Dickens” Christmas Carol

Is It Really Christmas?

Jingle Bells Jingle Bells! Only two more weeks 'till Christmas holi-
‘days. Some of the girls seem au little confused. Cicero was singing| Christmas
carols about a month ago, and Weary thinks the holidafs are over.

We can hardly wait for the tree on the “quad"; here's hoping the snow
lends its hand in the decorations again this year. ¥vervone begins to feel s
“Christmasgsy” at school that by the time we get home it feels as though it's
all over.

Thinking about the scurry, excitement, and all the buses on campus gives
us cold thrills. But three weeks is an “awiul” long time to stay away tfromw
dear old Lindenwood then again the fresh air may revive some of us.
Eh what?

Looking Forward to the Holidays

The first day of December and the air is filled with the elated cries of the
students, “Only twenty days until vacation!” No other month arouses so much
excitement, goodwill and cheer as this, the twelfth and last month of the year.

The spirit of Christmas is' in the air; the 31 days of December are being
tfilled with the hustle and bustle of shopping and important plans, Everybody'
seems to be spurred on to study harder. Maybe they have heard that time
passes more quickly if one ig busy.

The Iast month of the year—that phrase sounds so final, and et it is
merely a time to stop and think, has the last year been satisfactory? It iY A
time to take “gtock’ of one's self.

Most people forget the real meaning of Christmas and it becomes merely a
time to to give presents, go to parties, and have a good time. While this is
true, in a sense, one should stop and think of the first Christmas.

After what seem long and endless months of waiting, the day suddenly
dawns and vacation is here. Perhaps the a¥r is [illed with the promise of a
"white Christmiag”, and the departing students are filled with good-will to-
ward fellowmen,

‘“‘Not Stern Duenna, But As Fitly Wise”’

“Sponsors” (spell it right!) are a happy thought in clasg life of students
almoest eguivalent to “mother” in earlier days at home. Activities at Linden-
wood this fall are abundantly proving the statement, In freshman class, Miss
Gordon, just back from her sabbatical leave, was immediately seized upon For
the important position of class sponsor, and she has certainly helped to nrake
the freshman clags a svccess. It is quite m job to keep over 200 givls working
together in harmony, as they were while making the decorations and arrange-
ments for the dinner-dance of a few weeks ago which wasg such a grand suc-
Cess. -

Miss Anderson, the sponsor of the sophomore class, who has been com-
mandeered right on from the freshman class of last year, helped the sophop
mores greatly with the plans and decorations for the date dance last Saturday
night. %

Al the beginning of any school year the new students may perhaps fail to
realize the importance of the sponsor, but as the year progresses they, begin
to see how necessary she ig to the well being of the class. Full of ideas for
parties and dances, she is always relady and willing to help out in any way.
We are sure all the students will “take their hats off” to their rpspective
APONSOLS. mmmf

New Year’s Resolutions, Including Mrs. Sibley’s

The very mention of the date, “January first”, brings to realization the
fact that another year has ended and we are ready to face the unknown events
of the new year. We often at this time recount our problems of the past and
consider ways of meeting them in the new days to come. Many have made
great progress in several respects and plan to continue benefitting themselves
tand others. Whatever may have been our tribulations or our attributes in the
past, the single phrase, “the new yepr”, gives us an inner feeling that we have
an opportunity to start parts ol our liveg anew, and live them in a way that|
will best help us

One of the ancient customs of welcoming a new year is the making of New
Year's resolutions. Some people make and keep resolutions by which they:
are improving themselves, while others display that diminutive sense of selt-
appreciation which finds expression in concocting soe childish resolution which
they do not intend to keep and which in itself would not seriously affect any-
thing. Now that all of us are old enough to be more or less on our own, it is
time we realize that a little serious thinking may prove a good beginning' for

(Continued from page 1,

est admiration, The intenge stillness
in the room, and the refined enthusi-
asm of the audience, responses which
came only from sheer artistic enjoy-
ment and intense feeling, were fitting
ovidenges of the singer’s genius. The
members of the musie faculty felt that
in its artistic perfection the concert
of Madam Flagstadt was the finest
they had yet heard. They also ex-
bressed a wish that more girls could
have had the opportunity of enjoying
it with them.

COLLEGE DIARY

By L. M,

December 3, —Miss Walker's recital
was tonight. She has the loveliest
voice. She has a charm of which we
would never tire.

‘December 4.—Well, today has cer-
tainly had its toll of six weeks test
victims. Thank heaven they are over
now until the final exams. Oh dear.

December 5.—When do we study?
Today has been just chock ftull of
things to do. Firts there was a lec
ture on celebrities, Then the Rotary
luncheon for the daughters of Rotar-
1ans. (And did they have good food?)
The evening was climaxed with a lec
ture-dance recital. There must hbe
something to this psycholegy of
rhythm after watching Louise Bliss
dance.

December 6.—Everyone is working
hard at riding. The show is tomorrow
and all the girls want to ride Teatray,
The sophomores ‘have been ruffling
paper for tneir dance all week and
lots of blistered handg show the re-
sult of their labors. The French class-
as attended gy lecture in the clubrooms
tonight.

December 7.—Good crowd at the
horse show this afternoon. And more
good riders than I knew werg in the
school,  Aflter the show was oaver
everyone had a grand rush to get back
to the ‘hall to dress for the dance,
Wasn't the gym. pardon me, the ball
rooni, beautiful?

December §,—Same dates in vespers
every week, Wish we could see gome
new beaux once in a while.

December 10.—Commercial Club hag
a formal tea in the clubrooms today.
The food is to be elegant, 1 hear,

Thanksgiving Vespers

Rev. Lewis MecColgan of the First
Presbyterian Church, 8t. Charles,
spoke at the Thanksgiving wvesper
gervice, November 24, His address
was concerned with notable failures
in life and the causes of them,
Sighting the seriptural reference of
First Chronicles 10, he said: “Why
wag it that these men who appeared
on the surface to be brave men were
not deemed as heroeg?”

Then Mr. MeColgan stated his rea-
gons why he thought most people
failed to attain success. These wern
lack of stamina to endure the difficul-
ties of everyday life; some uncovereg
sin: also & lack of concentration,
These points he very interestingly
elaborated, finally concluding that
after these things the ultimate aim is
God. Only through Him can we
achieve, and with Him achievement is
more sure. "“Though the world give
not great honorg, if we have Him the
riches of the world do not compare
with the joy that will be ours.”

TRIXIE BAREFACTS

Dear Miss Fairfacts:

I'm so distressed that I would like
to write and receive your advice on
my problem.

I have been going with a young man
and on the oné available night he
does not call me for a date. Knowing
he cannot gee me again for sometime.
| sobbed lonesomely in my room and
finally in my despair went 'to the pic-
ture show alone. Now Miss Fairfacts
I am told that I'm awfully gullible
and I am very innocent and inexpe;
enced with men but do you really
think thot he was with his cousin
who had a broken leg?

Jugt a lonely girl,

C. W.
Dear little girl:

I don’t want to break your heart but
regardless of my deep admiration for
the complete originality and unique-
ness of this story, I think the young
man was a little careless with the
truth, but never fear my dear, | will
personally send you a bubble-pipe to
help pass away your lonely hours,

Trixie
Dear Miss Fairfacts:

The problem is really causing me a
great deal of worry, also my friends,
in faet I am being bothered, and also
Ken is a trifle worried. Everytime
I'm with Ken lately I faint. Now isn’t
that just too careless of me? I can't
understand it because I'm really only
used to him. Could you please diag-
nose my cage?

Sincerely,
Kay.
My Dear Kay:

So you think you are only “used to
him.” Kay, you'd better wake up to
the real thing when it comes along.
To be perfectly frank you'd better just
settle down and take stock. Be care-
ful of Skeeter and look after those
rumors in Cheyenne.

Truly yours,
Trix.

“From Grave to Gay
From Lively to Severe’’

At the 11 o'clock assembly on No-
vember 14, the oratory department
had charge of the program. Six stu-
dents took part and provided an' ex-
cellent hour of entertainment.

The first number, “China Blue
wyes™, by Alma Prudence Foss, was
given by Virginia Rice. Her clever
interpretation of this humorous skit
wag very well received.

Following this, Mary Lou Pollock
splendidly presented “The Forgotien
Man", by Allen Orlands.

Betty Brown, appearing for her sec-
ond vear in these recitals, wasg next
on the program with her version ¢
“A Real Laly”. Betty's rendition of
this amusing piece was outstanding.

Dorothy Gunter gave a more ser-
fous sketch of “Connor”, a poor Irish-
man, and this a‘forded a good oppor-
tunity for Dorothy to show her
finesse in this type of work.

Martha Malcolmson gave an amus-
ing version of a typical visit to "A
Century of Progress”, a play writ-
ten by Klizabeth Guion Hess,

Edgar Allan Poe's famous "“The
Murderer's Confession” gave Babs
Lanwton further cause to display her
versatility, and her excellent drama-
tic ability was exceptional in her pre-
sentation of this weirq and difficult
piece.

a worthwhile life. Resolve to do some of it

the birthday of Mary Easton Sibley. Mrs. Sibley, the founder of Lindenwood,
A fact of great local interest regarding New Year's Day is that it marks

the birthday of ary Haston Sibley. Mrs. Sibley, the founder of Tindenwood.

was born on this day in 1800. Surely her character has proved an incentive to

all or us, and her unselfishness and pride in doing for others denote daily wreso-

lutions that made her life greater.
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CHRISTMAS PRIZE STORY

‘‘ONE POLISH HEART”’

By Wilma G. Hoen

It was long after ten. It must
almost be eleven and Lucie had not
yet come home from the Settlement
party. It surely had been hours ago
that the radio announcer had broken
the tinpamny twang of the endless
carolling of Christmas songs to give
the time, and to wish everyone a
Merry Christmas, Mrs. Nekov sat
dully in the creaky, leather rocking-
chair. The Merry Christmases boom-
ed forth every few minutes and then
stopped only to blend with the full
tones of Holy Night, Silent Night.
Mary Nekov's stolid, tired face
changed not at all The vibrant
Christmas songs brought her no feel-
ing of the wvorld's rightness nor ot
her rightness in being a part of it.
She was not particularly unhappy.
She had lived through too many such
Christmases to mind too much, to
care enough even to try rebelling., It
was much worse to be passive about
it all, to not mind Lucie's not having
any Christmas except that which she
nad had at the pacty tonight, which
meant g small box of candy, a cup of
net chocolate milk, some cookies, and
a sight of a huge, gayly decorated
Christmas tree: to not mind Joe’s be-
ing away all night—perhaps even all
Christmas day, and even then return-
ing drunk; to not mind little Joe’s
being so ill, so ill he had forgotten it
wag time for the Christ Child to
come,

The leather rocker creaked on. She
was not worried. BShe had met and
taken too many problems to be that,
but she did wish Lurie would get
nome soon. Mrs. Nekov sighed, but
moved more quickly than she had all
evening. The bulb was burned out
and it was the last in the house.
Lucie was not in yet and there must
pe some light. She remembered an
old white candle that lay on the top
shelf of the cupboard. With the aid
of the tiny light from the radio she
got it. Then some part of her, some
innerself that remembered Christmas
long ago in Poland, lit the candle and
placed it in the window.

It was not a tapering, white
candle; it was squatty, yellow, and
dusty. But as she watched it, she
saw the flame burn just as brightly
as if it had belonged to the other
candles she remembered. There was
a broad, bright circle of light now
against the {frosted window. She
heard Lucie’'s steps on the stairs
then, Half defiantly she turned to-
ward the door. But Lucie ran rad-
iantiv: she was so very happy. The
party had been such fun—and more
important fhan all Jim Walker had
prought her home. Mary said noth-
ing to Lucie. Any other time thawn
that moment she would probably
have raged, for Jim was the son of
the corner tavern keeper and much
older than thirteen-year-old Lucie.
Mary knew it was not right for a
child so young—and yet it was Christ-
mas Bve. She knew it now. She
had not really known it before she
placed the candle in the window. But
Lucie did not know the thing that
was happening to her mother; the
thing was still too tiny a thing, too
deeply hidden for her to see. Her
mother did not help her as she pre-
pared for bed, only answered grulfly
her questions about her brother. She
thought little Joe was hetter for he
had been sleeping all evening. She
did not have to say anything about
wueie's father, for Lucie did not ask

about him—only quietly was glad he
was mnot there. He would have
beaten her hiad he seen her with Jim.

Even before Lucie was still ana
asleep Mary had forgotten her. She
sat watching the candle. The heat
of the flame had slowly made a spot
0L ciearness on the window, The
flame, then, was mirrored in t.ie pane
and in an icicle hanging outside. The
three [lames moved in unison,
Breathlessly she watched them, They
were daneing. Her quick-teeling,
Polish heart could see them move,
could almost trace the song to which
they danced. Her ears had forgotten
the radio, so thick was her conceu-
tration, but now she heard. Whether
she heard, or saw in the dance oi
the candle she did not know, but she
telt every note oi Ave Maria. The
flames whirled slowly and stretched
higher, and higher still. And as they
stretched up and up with the soft,
strong notes, she felt her whole inner-
self stretch up and up, until it moved
in unison with the song, and with the
greater power of the “Maria”. Then
as the notes clearlq, slowly taded
away the flames grew shorter, danc-
mg slower and still more slowly; her
mnerself felll back exhausted yeu
filled with the same light, the same
joy that fed the flame to make it
burn straight and high again. The
song began again but now more soft-
1y,

The flames moved with the musie
and in them Mary saw herself kneel-
ing before the Mother Mary in the
Cathedral in Warsaw. In her hand
she held a tall, white candle. As she
knelt there thanking the Mother of
Jesus for Christmas, for her just be.
Jng there, young and happy, the choir
nigh above lLer, sang Ave Mara,

Slowly Mary Nekov got up from
the chair and knelt before the candls,
She clasped her hands tightly to-
gether and eilently prayed. Ag she
prayed the chimes struck twelve
o'clock, one by one bringing Christ-

mas to a fearfilled world, and
Christmas to Mary’'s world-filled
heart. The last chime struck and

left the room in silence, left the
candle burning bright and straight,
left Miary, her head on her hands
still tightly clasped together, crying.

CHRISTMAS SHOPPING

By Betty Jean Lohr

Until a few years ago, I had never
been one of the “shop-earlyifor-
{Christmas” advocates, but as someone
once said, “Experience is the best
teacher.,” 1 had done my shopping
by the remote control gystem up un-
til this time. Mother buying Dad’s
present for me, and vice versa. It
wag very convenient, and I never
stopped to think what might hap-
pen when I grew up and had my own
troubles of that sort.

Four years ago 1 suddenly decided
that 1 wanted to surprise my parents
by being individualistic and buying
their Christmas gifts all by myself. It
wag this decision that brought on my
initiation into the art of Christmas
shopping, or better called, mobbing,
The gum total of my finances was two
dollars and sixty cents, but I felt like
a millionaire. So—I went Christmas
shopping.

My first stop on this tour of In-
gpection for the gifts was a large de-
partment store in the city where I
lived. As I was idly wandering
around on the mezzanine floor with-
out a thought in my mind ag¢ to what
1 would buy, I suddenly saw below me
on the main floor a table of novelties
which caught my fancy. [ got into
the elevator, went down, and started

toward it not noticing at first the
crowd of women which surrounded it.
Shen, before I knew what was happen-
ing, I was caught. I was pushed this
way and pulled that. I was punched,
yanked, elbowed, squeezed, pinched,
and stepped on, all in the course of a
few minutes, It was worse than a
maelstrom, it was a “femalestrom?”.
It was at this time that I thought of
all the poor men who try to do their
Christmas shopping, There they are,
timid and frightened when they see
the femining horde, Think of them,
the poor defenseless men with only
a year or two of college football to
protect them from that dreadnaught
of women shoppers. It's a horrible
situation, really.

I finally emerged, my two dollars
and sixty cents safe in one pocket,
but ecarrying all the marks of the
battle on my person. It really is a sin,
the amount of weapons women have,
—murderous hat and hair pins, pocket-
books with metal appendages on them,
and buttons. Yes, buttons! They
have been the blame of my existence
since that day. Round hard buttons,
sharp oblong ones, square pointed
ones, and a dozen other kinds, They
are positively a menace to society,
and if I ever have enough money, I
think I shall sue the companies that
make the fancy brands.

Well, I got my presents, but since
then I've done my Christmag shopping
in June.

A SONNET

By Blanche Edna Hestwood

If 1 could hear the message of the
trees,

And understand their murmured lay

As through the night they're sighing
in the breeze

Their story of some long forgotten
day;

If T could know who taught the birds

to sing

The same song that will last eternal-
ly,

And gave to them a note of joy to
bring

To everyone on earth who would be
free;

If I eould see who paints the morning
sky

Ag cold gray dawn comes breaking in-
to view,

Revealing glistening dewdrops as they
lie

And showing to all men day born
anew;

I would know that God with all His
mystery,

Mver enriching life He made for me.

FIRE ESCAPES

By Ruth Jane Allen

Fire escapes can serve more than
one purpose. The logical definition
of a fire escape is any device tor
escaping from a burning puilding.
Certainly the main purpose and the
only legal purpose is for escape from
fire, but I can think of more pleas-
ing circumstances gurrounding the
uses of a fire escape than those
causing Sscreaming persons 1o jump
from windows and blazing walls to
all into hopeless debris. It is even
in its subordinate purposes, I think,
rightfully called an escape, but one
¢An Bscape more thap fire by it.

Many examples could be cited, buu
one will be sufficient to prove my
point. I select a familiar setting, the
getiing of a girl’s dormitory.

It is a cold, clear night in Novem-
ber, but ene cannot tell this inside.
To the tired, restless, slightly un-
happy girls occupying the rooms in
the hall, it might as well be raining.
Thanksgiving is just near enough fto
cause a great amount of speculation
ag To what the days of the vaeation

will hold; yet it is far enough away
to cause some worry to the person
who considers the amount of work to
be done between that night and the
twenty-sixth,

In one room in particular, it is
extremely diffcult for the girls to
study, Concentration is impossible.
The mind of the girl looking intently
at her Civilization book wanders
from the last summer to the coming
summer. Her roomate is sprawled
on the floor and is staring blankly at
the ceiling.

One cannot tell how or why the
human mind leaps from one subject
to another, but it is true that it does.
Suddenly the girl looking at her
Civilization book thinks of the fire
escape. “It's awfully hot in here”,
she suggests to her companion.

Listlessly, the roommate agrees
and continues fo look at the ceiling.

“It would Dbe cool on the fire
excape”, the first girl continues,

A Tfew minutes pass, and nothing
happens. Then, abruptly, the room-
mate gets up; simultaneously they
snatch their top coats and start for
tiie end of the Thall.

Sitting on the top rung of the scaf-
folding which is, to all appearances,
a device for escape from burning
buildings, they look out through stiff
bare limbs of trees and over dark
rolling fields. The wind blows sharp-
Iy and snaps their tweed coats tighv
ly around their legs. Outside life
seems different., The stuffy room
had killed all ambitions and had
made them feel only a part of an in-
stitution. Out in the air again, they
look down on a beautiful campus and
realize that their school is only a part
of a lovely world, Again life seems
to be moving forward and not stand-
ing still. They have escaped for a
time the monotony of a set routine
of living,

“RED” McGONIGLE

By Arlene Herwig

Twilight or dawn, late or early, one
may see the lone figure of a red-hair-
ed man who is tramping the streets
of Kansas City in a fruitless effort to
find peace and happiness. This tall,
gaunt, redhead has had misfortune
fteal into his life as quickly and quiet-
ly as a shadow, leaving sorrow and
heart-break in its wake. Hjd is a
tragic story.

In 1920 *“Red” McGonigle was a
happily married man, and making a
good living by operating a barber
shop. One day he returned home to
find that his wife had eloped with his
best  friend. Bewildered, heart-
jbroken, angry, he swore to avenge
this betrayal, and until the day they
returned begging hig forgiveness, he
would neither shave nor cut his hair,

Fifteene years have passed, and he
has kept his word. Today he goes his
way, alone and friendless his long
beard and hair flowing behind him as
he walks, “Red’s” face, weather-
beaten and rough, is expressionless;
yet the keen, piercing, black eyes peer
guspiciously at everyone from under
overhanging brows. In its ill-fitting,
half torn rags, his muscular figure
spems lost.

Offten as he travelg the streets, he
ig laughed at by thoughtless boys and
girls. He always welcomes work of
any sort; however one usually sees
him pushing a wheelbarrow heavily
down the sidewalk, At other times
he paces slowly up and down in front
of stores, announcing te the world
that “Joe’s gandwiches are the best."”
Always he walks straight ahead look-
ing neither to right nor to left; speak-
ing neither to man nor to woman.

No money, no friends, no happiness;
loneliness and silence are the prices
he is paying for someone else’s folly.
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A PRAYER FOR MAN

By Mary Louise Mills

The darkness softly creeps about the
earth,

While stars shine brightly in the sky
above,

The breezes seem to whisper of the
mirth

And joy that lies within a song of
love,

As clouds float slowly by so far o'er-
head,

In some dark land my troubles have
retired

And I am happy now while cares are
dead.

1 sit and think of things I have desir-
ed,

And all the while I wonder how inane

My wishes are; and after all I lead

A happy life and have a lot to gain

In doing now and then some simple
deed;

I pray the thought that grasps - me
only could

Keep peace of mind in men and make
them good.

THE HUMORS OF BRIDGE

By Martha Ann Woltman

Bridge-playing is a disease. It may
calmly sneak upon one and seize one
suddenly by the throat. Everyone
has heard of the person who shot his
partner because the aforesaid partner
trumped his ace. Amiable married
couples and devoted friends often
glare at each other with the hostile
iooks of utter stramgers. There are
those players with whom one sits,
trembling for fear one will make a
wrong play and be casually scalped,
phvsically, mentally, or socially
There are algo those players who de-
velop irregular, spasmodic fits of
bridge-playing. From experience, 1
have found myself in the latter class.

There 'was a definite group ot the
younger set, who lolleu through the
hot summer days together at a cer-
tain country c¢iub in my home town.
The eclub had an attractive golf

‘course and a small lake, which sat-

isfieg us for several years, so that we
had only disparaging remarks for our
clders, who sat nour after hour glow-
cring at hands of cards. They played
very serious games, indeed, a matter
o. Lig and death, and many were the
local feuds that developed and pass-
ed away. This summer the disease
started and spread swiftly through
the vounger iolks. Of course we had
all played for several years, bu.
never be.ore with such ferocity.
Real evaluation of a person’s char-
acter was weighed in the balance
with his bridge-playing  ability.
Couples began going together be-
cause they had found mutual con-
centment in each other as bridge part-
ners. Bridge and swimming were
ireely interspersed. The chameleon-
lilie, ambitious aspirants for fame
would take quick dips in the lake.
then back with dripping suits and
hair to the cards again. Three
friends and I had a particularly fa-
vorite sport. We would swim out to
a thirty-five foot tower and on the
‘ery top landing have our game of
bridge. . Every sgo often one or more
cards” would sail off and float upon
the water, while there would be mad
seramblings above to dive or jump in
after them before they sank. Play-

ing with wet cards so enhanced the -

fun. Occasionally, if too many cards
disappeared beneath the surface, we
would nonchalantly toss the rest of
deck in and proceed to something
else.

During the latter part of the sum-
mer, I spent several weeks at a cabin
in the wilds of Wi'seonein, At niaht
we would gather aroung the table

and by the aid of several kerosene
lamps endeavor to see the spots on
our eards. Often as I sat there, I
thought, “This is man's cultural pro-
gress. 'This is civilization. Out here
in the woods, with no modern conven-
iences, do we git around and draw
weird pictures on the wall, as did
our primitive ancestors? No, we are
not so vulgar. We torture our minds
trying to remember Culberson’s math-
ematical rule for raising the partner's
bid.” I had graduated; I was playing
contract instead of auction. Why is it
that contract players always talk
about their game with such a super-
ior air? Having a good reputation at
auction and some little knowledge of
contract, 1 learned the finer points of
bidding from several aunts and
uncles, They never guessed how I sat
there, knees shaking, while I glanced
apprehensively from one to the other
and then timidly raised my voice, |
soon gained confidence, however, and
became a staunch contract defender,
if not an expert. Scientists do not
seem to have found any inoculation
or counteraction for bridge-play.
have to suffer, whether it be for
The victim and his associates merely
weeks or years.

THE ART OF INSULT

By Mary Margaret Chandler

I am not a good insulter. Pve had
the misfortune to be brought up in a
home where the old proverb of “Do
unto others as you would be done un-
to” is often emphasized. Consequent-
ly whepn the word-biting itch tickles
my tongue, the little whiterobed figure
of Virtue raises a warning hand, and
my sharp sally goes back from where
it came. 1 find this repeated discre-
tion of mine is most misleading to
others, who are obviously under the
impreéssion that I am either too dull
witted to realize that I have received
a verbal slap in the face, or that L
merely take such things lying down.
This galls me to the bone, for among
my acquaintances there are three per-
sons who are true artists in the mat-
ter of quick and cutting remarks. T
want to introduce these three, but not,
of course, as their names stand in the
city directory.

Number one is a red headeg female
who never allows her faultless hair to
be forgotten. Her romacks are gew
crally connected wita clothes or ap-
pearance; since thesg subjects are
never oul of mind, her opportunities
are abundant, I experience her ex-
treme displeasure in the matter of
shoes. My feet are cousidera.ly
smaller than hers, and so 1 am able
to sport the more novel footwear. This
matter hag never been forgiven me,
and | suffer for its existence in that
several well-chosen words are always
dropped in my hearing concerning
my deplorable taste in hosiery amd
hats. Let it be understood that I am
not the only vietim, for she has many
who would, at times, gladly invest in
a sure and guick poison. To answer
thi sgirl is futile, for she never fa-
vors one with her attention. lony
énough to hear what one would like
10 gay.

Cage number two § m’ the feminine
sex, algo, Her ability is in rebufing
unfortunate clerks am| waiters with
whom ghe comes in contact. Her at
titude with such people is one of con-
tempt for their slowness in producinz
what she desires. Most of my crowd
agree thta it is downright embar-
rasing to accompany her on shopping
trips. On these occasions, lnncheon,
which should be a pleasant event,
ig often ruined by the fuss she makes
in depositiong her purchases and her
pseudo fastidiousness . in giving her
order. The 'fact that the people
gerving her are ordinary humaans
with feeling and hearing seems quite

beyond her. 1 ought not to say that,
becauge she delights in saying just
the thing which will redden a clerk’s
ears, or cause a waitress to fumble
while serving something that will
spill. That the people with whom she
is so superior cannot strike back is
more than apparent to her, and an
opportunity is never allowed to slip
by.

The last of my examples is a young
man with a perverted sense of self-
importance, His most satisfactory
method of showing hig adeptness is
in humilating hisg fr'lendb, He dces
thig in numerous ways, but the mosu.
apparent is the manner in which he
conducts a double date. He is always
more than careful to choose a ritzy
place for refreshments after dancing,
and if there is any demurring from
the other fellow as to his choice, the
answer is invariably, “Oh, I'll foot
the hill, or lend vou the money, old
man.” When the couples are at last
inside a restaurant, his manner of re-
moving his companion's wrap, or
giving the order is an unmistakeable
elxh{l]ition of the “way it should b»
done”. The worst part of his insults
ig in that he always asks boys to join
him who do not have the spending
money he has, or the polish which
he has acquired through travel and iy
expengive academic insttutions.

Have my examples made any clear-
ar to yvou jnst what a craftsman in
insult must be able to do? He must
remember that subtle remarks are
generally the most biting; that inat-
tention to his vietim a’ter the blow
has been dealt, so that he has no
chamee of a return sally, is the most
provoking; that a careful cho'ce of
persons whe are unable to retaliate,
because of position or lack of money
ig the most satisfying,

suicioe
AR i S USRS ' )
By Han;iett Bruce
Unapprehending, . we opened
door and entered the. apartment_

Everything was: iyl order. | The desk
had been neatly cleaned; and oniit
lay a sheet covered with cocl imper-
turbable writing, ' 1 picked it up and
read:

“I am going blind. Someday 1 shall
seée no more. But that will be the
c¢limax, After all, the emotions and

sévents ‘preceding it are more bitter,

mopre disheartening. To have trag-
eay swoop down like a great bird is
hard to bear—it Is even worse to
wait and watch the horror, glimpsed
in the answer to a foolish guestion,
approaching from a great distance;
to see him coming nearer each day;
to note more ¢learly the details of his
garb; and then to turn away, only to
find that his presence has saturated
life, not to be forgotten while life con-
tinues.

“Do not gttempt to unde:sta.nd You,
who have good, eyes. who face light
and dark with equal unconcern, who
read and play with joy, who sleep
without the fear that if you close

Iyour eyes to a ray of light it will not

reqppear, who see the beauty of the
fine and intrigate, lines of natme,
you can never know.

“And yet 1 do not fear. I only
dread, 1 dread the days when the
grace of a flower, swaying in the
preeze, will be unseen; when the
beauty of a sunset will he lost, even
to memory; when the smile of a
friend—a hackneyed theme, yet still
so dear—will no- longer warm my
heart: when the brilliance of fire, and
the softness of fog will no longer be
to me; all these and a million other

pleasures will be gone forever.

“Do I exnggerate? Perhaps so; but
can the touch of a hand ever replace
the beauty of white skin and sculptur-
ed fingers? Can the scents of a gar-
den compensate losing the beauty of

riotous color? Can my love of life,
tiny flame ag it is, ever replace geeing
the marvels wrought in the mighty
flames of the lives of millions? Reply
not, you who can never know. An-
swer me, blind of the ages!”

Even as 1 recognized the dramg of
the gesture, pity and mercy welled up
in my heart. For instead of waiting,
my {riend had evaded the answer by
taking a one way ticket, third class.
Life was the fare, and strychnine the
passage.

FROM BEETHOVEN TO
BUNION CURE8

By Betriex Lee

The New York Philharmonic v
chestra under the direction of Arturo
Toscanini ig on the air. The tender
stains of the beautitul music float
through the rvom, casting a spell of
encaantment and lifting me to the
ckies, Was it mot Shakespeare who
said that 'music' “can cnange the na-
ture” ot a man? He did not exagger-
ate. ' There is a transtorming, a re
generating power in music that takes
une ‘away from all tnat is petty, an-
noying, and silly into a higher 1ang
of living.

I''am reminded of the Toscaninl
concert' that | 'attended in the Holly-
wood Bowl., As Toscanini stood on
the podium, leaning lorward, every
musiclan was alert, serious, and
eager. He raised his hand slowly and
the sublime music rese from' the or-
chestra, c¢asting over the entire aud-
jence that same spell ol enchantment
I feel now. I wonder if his face is
¢loge to his musicians with that loow
of quiet expectancy and pleasure. As
the  Beethoven composition ends, I
‘see Nim bowing anmd smiling in his
gentle, skeptical manneér,

Ag he beging another harmony
with hisg magic wand, I remember
that the director has in his mind all
of Beethoven's symphonies,  He is
standing now, with no score before
him, producing the almost divine
music. Think what dthat means!
Every phrase in his own heart and
mind to recall at any moment he
desires,

When the last sweet strains .of
Beethoven's Seventh Symphony die
away, 1 see the vast audience walk-
ing from the concert in a trance, re-
freshed and spiritually uplifted. As I
git fascinated before the radio, a
voice comes to me [rom the distance.
It grows nearer and more distinct—
“The recordings you have just heard
by the New York tnilharmonic O
chestra under the direction of Tos-
canini were brought to you by the
courtesy oOf the Buxley Sure-cure
Bunion Corporation. If you have
corns, or bunions, try the Buxley
method. We offer a money-back
guarantee, To remove the corns ove.
bunions, simply, simply......"”

THOUGHTS OF LONELINESS

By Edwina Peuter

At times, on quiet peaceful nights like
this :

When sgkies above are clear; the moon
ia full,

My dearest friends from far away I
misgs.

My life apart is often very dull,

And when I'm in this dark and pen-
sive mood

Its dreary drabness only multiplies,

Until the joy of life and all its good

[s wholly wasted on my blinded eyes.

Enchanting memories of other days,

Those days when everything was
play and fun

Come rushing in my dreamy mind,
to blaze

The trail for finer, deeper thought to
run

Until before 1 fully realize

Life takes for me a aweeter, gayer
guige.
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SPORTS

The best news [rom the Phys, Bd.
office is that basketball is starting.
There have been lots or girls asking
about it so now let's see a lot of en-
thusiasm,

Hope everyone had a good time at
the Herse Show. The girls certainly
are to be congratulated on their m-
provement. Lulu Vee certainly ean
ride. Derp It, but 1 heard someone
being sorry for the pony.

The anunual sister class hockey
Zame was December 2. Kind ol soon
aiter vacation for a very large crowd,
most  everyone was getting some
much needed shut eye, however it
was & grand game and anyone who
didn’t see it realy missed something.

Didn”t they, Miss Reichert?
Soph-Sr. (1) Frosh-Jr. (0)
FE . s R. W. ..Montgorsery
Spearing ,...... el ssivemans Bishep
IBHA: e O e o Butley
LIDRMELIER: e E Ly (esinis Stevenscn
Matiopmiehs (o di We cviaide Neal
Ranolph ....... 235 o R Bishop
Wilner oauis it § IRt et Reinemer
BOPOEEINL o T oo NBook
Thomas ....... BB e ey Lok
BRYEOR . LB Denton
Fouter: .. w3 Raadall

Score: Sr.Soph, 3, J.-Frosh 0,
Goals—Randolph 1: Winter 2.

ell-Dressed Girls

Silks and Satins in Lindenwood
Creations.

Echoes [rom the sewing room indi-
cate that the girls in that braneh of
the home economics department are
doing Dbig things in preparation for
their style show. A deseription of all
the dresses would be practically an
impossibility, but the Linden Bark
Tepresentative did notice a few which
caught the eye immediately.

For instance, the satin dinner dress
that Catherine Siemer is making is
iovely. The skirt is black, made on
princess lines, and the long-sleeved
blouse is of pink satin, A striking ef-
fect, too.

Rhumba crepe, (at least that's what
thay tell us), seems Lo be a popular
material. Hstelle Spencer, Harriett
Pipkin, and Virginia Staley are all
“ereating” from this, Estelle’'s is a
brown sport dress set off by a green
neckkerchief, Hxrriett's is sport, too,
only green. and Virginia’s is black
with a bright red scarf; a little more
dressy,

Gertie Rose Lambert's purple crink-
ed crepe afternoon dress is lovely,
and the gold metal belt is just the
right finish, Margaret Wepfer is
making a green sport dress of “top
hat" crepe with a wide round collar,
and small buttons down the back.

A knockout combination of blues is

Mary Margaret Gann's crepe dress.
The body of the dress is navy, and
the collars and cuffs are of sky blue,
Another crepe frock in the making is
Imogene Hinsch's. Her's is a good-
looking maroon sport dress. Connie
Cockburn ig making a similar dress
in green, and Elizabeth Waldrep is
doing a grand job on a dark red crepe
dress, informal.
Marguerite Raymer is finishing a pure
gilk sport dress in dark green, while
Martha Jeanne Waldner is slaving
gver a cute brown wool crepe with
plenty of tucks.

A stop-off in the sewing room ghows
diligent labor, and anyone would be
envious of the attractive things they
turn ont. We're expecting big things
from them when they award all the
prizes, and we hope to get a look-in
on the style show next week.

=

Seniors Come By Eights

Cosmopoliian Class Preparing for June

The seniors number thirty-eight
cals year. It is the iargest class tor
some time, and they're quite an im-
pressive group. this class of '86. These
high and mighty young ladies have
distributed themselves among the var.
ious dormitories almost evenly, there
being eight cach in Ayres, Irwin, and
Butler; Sibley brings up the rear with
only six. There are also eight day
students,

Twenty-eight of these girls have
been here all four years and only one
ig a newcomer this year. Awfully nice
to have you, though for such a short

time, Dorothy.

The girls hail all the way from
Wyoming to Persia. What a leaway
that gives us. Missouri, of course, has
the most with seventeen, Illinoig runs
a not very cloge gecond with nine, In-
diana has five, lowa claims three, and
there is one each from Nebraska,
Wyoming, California, and Persia.

Picture Taking

Sometimes one finds an individual
who just loves to look at her own race.
Personally its’ never been such a
great pleasure but then possibly we of
vwress (who let that in?) aren’t so gift-
od with the feminine charm called
“it”. But to get back to the subject,
We've heard that there has been a
general ganging of third floor, to see
“my proofs’. Would it be too per-
gonal to ask what the great rush 1s?
1 suppose that “James” or “Harry” or
“Jauck” or possibly "Babe” qr “Latz”
just have to have those pictures for
a reminder of what you look like over
the holidays, or possibly the O. AL O,
needs it for a Christmas present.
Waell it's too late now to gel them de-
veloped so why doesn’t the student
give the poor annual editor a break
and just come to get the pictures
when she announces that they are
walting! Somebody i8 going to “burn”
for this and we're not at all ure it
won’t be the writer, Bvt here’s hop-
ing no feelings are hurt and a little
congideration is instilled in the minds
of the motely crowd.

Why We Are Misunderstood

Rev. Mr, Ernest Jones, of the Meth
odist Church of St. Chatles, wag the
apenker at the vesper service, Sun-
day night, November 17. The choir
sang the anthem, “How Beautiful Up-
on the Mountain” with Alice Jones as
soloist. A duet was sung by Alice
Jones and Ruth Pinnell,

Tn reading the scriptures, Dr. Roe-
mer laid emphasis on the 27th verse
of Psalm 36, which read: “For with
thee is the fountain of lifer in thv
light shall we sep light.”” This was
the topic for the evening’s sermon.

The rteason Mr. Jones said. that
people are misunderstood is because
other people don’t take the trouble to

know them. “Understanding is a
matter of fellowship and com-
munion,” he said. “The trouble is

that people do not see things clearly
—they do not see people as they are,
Prejudices are a cause of misunder-
standing and people must discard
them.”

It is a crowning beauty of characy-
er, he said, to be able to see life as
Glod sees It. It is essential thar
everybody have fellowship with God.
God, as the father of Jesus Christ, re-
vealed himself in Jesus. “See the
glory of God in fellowship with
Chiist”, safq Mr. Jones,

In concluding, he said that the
greatest sufferers in life are young
men and women, See life in God's
light and learn how to bear the dis-
appointments in life.

Facts About Ethiopia

Dr. Andre LaVarre gave an inter-
esting illustrated lecture, Thursday
night, November 21, at eight o'clock,
on the topie, “Abyssinia Awakes”, Dr,
LaVarre drew a map of Ethiopia and
explained the generally accepted rea-
sons for the Italian invasion, There
are three: Italy needs an outlet for
the population; Italy must protect her
African colonies; and Italy needs nat-
ural rosources, Although these are
the reasons set forth by the Italians,
he showed whey they were not good.
The real reason that Ialy wants a
foothold in Ethiopia is that she wants
to become an empire again.

Dr. LaVarre showed pictures of the
coronation of the present king of
Ethiopia and of the native life in gen-
eral, In conclusion, the speaker said
that if all of the other countries were
to let Italy alone, it would still take
her five years Lo secure a foothold,
and forty years to subdue the Ethio-
pians.

Draws Lessons From
The Unknown Soldier

Sunday, November 110, the vespers
services were conducted by Dr. Case,
the speaker being Rev. John C. Inglis,
of the Jefferson Street Presbyterian
church.

Dr. Betts of the English depart-
ment sang a solo, entitled "Be Thou
Faithful Until Death”., The chon
sang om anthem,

Rev. Mr, Inglis used as his text
Jesus' words in the gospel of St
Luke, on his entry into Jerusalem,

“If thou hadst known in this day even
thou, those things that helong unto
thy peace, but now they are hid from
thine eyes".

“Wa want to forget war”, Mr. Ing-
lis said, “ang vet we feel that there
is a certain feeling of brotherhood
that has come out of it. And yet
when we think of those who sleep in
Flanders Field we wonder. They be
lieved they fought and died to bring
some reliel to the urden of humanity.

“We tought the last war as &
means to end all war. ‘To you from
failing hands we throw the torch.” We
cannot be unfaithful to that trust that
we pledged,

“We cannot place the blame of
wars on the politicians either, In the
world is to live in peace, we must rid
it of three illusions.”

The speaker named the illusion ot
fulse patriotism: the illusion of pre-
paredness; and the illusion of prop-
erty.

Rev, Mr, Inglig closed his talk by
reacdling a Parable of Peace which in-
volved the speeches of three unknown
soldiers, over the grave of the Las!
Unknown Soldier. They questionea
among themselve the futility of hav-
ing given their lives for a cause so
many years ago, when the worlg was
still fighting for the same thing., A
fourth figure appears, in the form of
Christ. He, too, had died that others
might live. Was it after all a vain
and fuifle attempt?

WHO’S WHO?

A member of the senior class and
although she is not very big she is
among the mighty—being a member
ol the student board. Her aectivities
are many and varied and she is al-
ways busy doing something around
the campus. Something, or somebody,
on the Washington Universtiy football
team seemed to attract her this tall
Just in ease you haven't guessed al-
ready, she's the house president in
Sibley.

Lynn Woad Dictates
By H. J.

Marie Jaughed at my hat but her red
one is even funnier. It turns up all
of the way around and sitg high on
the back of her head displaying a
“erop” of bangs. I'll have to admit
it is ecute, though.

Juanita Jones looks gorgeous in that
black crepe tea dress, The brilliunt
buckle at the neckline with material
extending out from it ig just too at-
tractive ifor words. It also has a
matching buckle on the belt. It is very
form-fitting down to the knees and
then flares out with yvards of material
at its disposal,

“Pinky” Stuhler looked very strik-

ing at the senior tea. The dress was
of black with a little jacket that fast-
ened over very snugly, In fact the
whole dress fit very snugly. It was
becoming, and Pinky can really wear
black.
-..Cicero appeared with all her dignity
in a blue crepe with sequins around
the neclk, It was fitted in at the walgtl
and tied in the back wih a slip knot.
The black and silver shoes were the
best-looking ones 1 have seen all year
—Or ANy year,

Lingdenwood Northerner
Down South

Thanksgiving weather was really
just ineidental in the lives of all of us
vacationists unless it had the auda-
city to inconvenience any of us. This
writer spent four glorious days in
southeast Missouri but the weather
didn't cramp her style at all, How-
ever, according to our charming host-
ess, Miss Judge, it was quite chilly
changing a tire at 4 a. m., Friday.
Then, too, it must be admitted that
Weary's and my hands did get a little
brittle out shooting eclay birds (clay
birds my dear Weary, are not in the
form of birds at all, merely figur-
atively language,) at the unthinkable
hour of 10 a. m.

Some girls spent a snowy Thanks-
giving, some rainy, and those sojourn-
ing in Chicago said the windy eity
lived up to its name, sho’ muff. They
say it even snowed a little here at col-
lege, but down in the swamps they
were  busy picking cotton, almost
everything was green, and this novih-
erner wonld have never dreamed that
it was Thanksgiving if it hadn’t been
for yummy turkey.

Enjoyable Lecture For Journalism Students

The girls of the journalism class
were again very fortunate in having,
as the second of a series, a lecture
given November 19, by Miss Josephine
Fahey, head of the Reference Depart-
ment of the Globe Demoerat. Before
taking over this department, Miss
Fahey visited leading newspapers in
the country, and from their offices
gathered valuable Information con
cerning filing systems in reference
departments. She said one of the
main requisites necessary for work of
this kind was to have a broad exper-

ience in finding newspaper needs.

Miss Fahey continued 2 detailed ex.
planation of the filing system, naming
as the three main divisions, the bi-
ographical, geographical, and general
news, and under each classification
are included hundreds of photographs
and clippings.

Miss Faney also has the distinetion
of being secretary to the managing
oditor of the Globe-Democrat, and
she related many humorous and inter-
esting  expeliences concerning  her
work in this capacity.
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COLLEGE CALENDAR

Monday, December 9:
5 p. m., Sports,
6:30 p. m.
Voters.

Tuesday, December 10:

5 p. m., Commercial Club Tea.

6:20 p. m., Beta Pi Theta.
Wednesday, December 11:

4:45 p. m., Faculty Tea.

5 p. m., Sports.

¢:30 p. m,, Y. W.. C. A.

Thursday, December 12:

11 &, m., Music Students’ Recital.
5 p. m, Delta Phi Delta.
6:40 p. m., Alnletic Association.

Friday, December 13:

8 p. m., Christmas Play. sponsored
by Y. W. C. A.
Monday, December 16:
5 p. m., Sports
Tuesday, December 17:
5 p. m., Music Students’ Recital.

League of Women

Sidelights of SocietyJ

Dr. Roemer and Mr. Motley were in
Fort Smith, Ark., last Saturday, guests
of honor at a luncheon of the It
Smith Lindenwood College Club.

Seniors Entertain Faculty,

The senior tea, oen of the main
social events of the season, was given

gk Tuesday, at 4 o'clock in the li-
rary club roomg. In the reception
line were the senior class officers,
Mary Blizabeth Null, Marie Ellis, Ca-
mile M¢Fadden, Florence Wilson, and
the class gponsor, Miss Eva Englehart,

Mrs. Roemer and Dr, Gipson served,
and"the faculty and seniors enjoyed
being together once more and talking
of freshman days.

A program, made up of Marjorie
Hickman's playing a selection on the
piano, readings by Ellen Anp
Schachner, and selections by the col-
lege sextet, afforded entertaipment
for the guests. Refreshments were
gorved whieh congisted of tuna fish
salad, hot buttered rolls, candy. cook-
jes, nuts, and coffee and tea,

Christmas Scenes
At Sophomore Party

One of the grandest parties of the
year wasg the Christmas dance given
Saturday night, December 7, in Butler
gymnasium. It was sponsored by the
sophomore class under the capable
guidance of Miss Anderson, The dec-
orations were most unusual, and gave
e striking appearance to the gym.
White and silver were the dominant
colors, and the lighting effects added
much to the brilliance of thig clever
SNOW Heene,

The ceiling was hung with white
ruffied panels and snowballs were sus-
pended from icicles hung in front of
*he curtains, In each corner of the
gymnasium were real Christmas trees
glazed with silver powder. The novel
Santa Clauses did much to promote
the jubilant Christmas spirit, and the
entire scheme of the decorations lent
much to the gaiety of the affair,

The receiving line consisted of Dr,
and Mrs. Roemer, Miss Anderson, and
the four class officers: Hllen Ann
Schachner, Helen Knell, Jean Stephen_
son,_and Joan Spangler, Acting as
chaperones were Dr. and Mre, Dewey,
and Dr. and Mrs. Case.

Mrs, LeMaster has the sympathy
of all the college, in the bereavement
which has taken her from the college
for a few days.

Mary: Please come back. | just

stocked up on some gorgeous lingerie

from HUNINGS,—no more borrowing.
Josephine,

LINDEN BARK, Tuesday, December 10, 1935.

Lindenwood’s Own Art
Furnishes Christmas Cards

With the spirit of Chrigtmas filling
the air, the time has come again to
think about buying Christmas cards.
The art department is having its an-
nual Christmas card sale on the third
floor of Roemer, from now until
Christmas, sponsored by Kappa Pi,
assisted by all students in the art de-
partment.

The designg are original and are
done both in woodcut and in design
for zinc-cut-reproduction, Among the
designers ure: Doris Lee Atteberry.
Gracia Lou Arnold, Betty Bogen-
schutz, Betty Boles, Thelma Gaunt,
Dorothy Green, Mary Sue Kellams,
Helen Semprez, Marjorle Skinner,
and Mary Jane Wishropp,

In buying these cards the girls are
not only getting lovely cards, but
they are also helping the college.
The proceeds from this sale will go
to the Sibley scholarship fund.

A pleasing custom of the art stu-
dents, to be carried out this year as
always, is the decoraiion with sult-
able flowers and greens, of the
graves of Major and Mis. Sibley,
founders of Lindenwood. This is to
be done by students just be.ore vaca-
tion, inspired in large part by, the
head of the department, hersell an
alumna, Dr. Linnemann.

Nine groups of students in casework
under Miss Morris will be guests at
Markham Memorial Presbyterian
Church in St. Louig tonight, and will
see the Christmas tree, gifts for which
were largely provided by Linden-
wood’s $100 contribution. Dr. King
has sent a letter, thanking all the col-
lege for this remembrance,

Music Students
Display Fine Talents

Students of the music department
gave a recital Tuesday, November 19
at 5 o'clock, in Roemer auditorium.
Betty Gauss, a little girl from St
Charles, played her “Sopatina Op. 36
No. 1 (Spiritoso, Andante, Vivace),
{Cementi), with remarkable skill for
one so young. Alice Belding played
two selections, “Melodle in E”
(Rachmaninoff), and “moceata,” (Par-
adise). Her playing was clean-cut and

very expressive. “Gavotte A flat
minor” (Sagambati) was played by
Virginia McFarland. Her playing

was notable for its color and dynamic
quadity. Wilma Harris, who played
wphe Dancing Marionette,” (Henry)
playved the gelection with skill. Her
technique on the modern chords was
very effective.

Alice Jones sang two numhers.
“gongs My Mother Taught Me."”
(Dvorak) and “Break O'Day,” (Sand-
erson). Her notes were sweet and
clear and the control of tone Was very
good, Alice Neal sang “Sapphie
Ode,” (Brahms) very effectively.
Poise and tone control were fine.

Jean Brawner played “Prasludium
E Minor, Op. 10 No. 1" {MacDowell).
Her technique was good. Lena Mil-
ler played the difficult “Polonaise, OD.
25", (W, Stillman Kelley) with ease.
She played with precision and her
technique was wonderful. Durine
Riddle played “A Ground (Theme and

variations)” (Handel) very charm-
ingly.
Let’s All Help Dr. King

November 21, Dr. George Wales
King was the guest speaker in chapel
Dr. King Ig from the Markham Mem-
orial Church in St. Louis, and he
spoke of the marvelous work this
institution is doing among the less
fortunate.

Dr. King said, either

“Trouble

softens or hardens and breaks a
man’s heart.” Dr., King gave many
uxamp_t?s oi the things Markham
Churceh is dolng and of the great ap-
preciation which ig shown for the
most menial task or smallest favor.
Markham Memorial is used to being
asked for everything “from spiritual
help to Dblgod tran.usions or baby
carriages”, and it does it utmost to
supply the wants and needs of all
who come for help.

Like Mother Hubbard at the pres-
ent fime Markham's cupboard is
bare. They need old clothes, and
gifts for the children who will come
to the Christmms party. Let's all try
to help Dr., King by making as great
a success of the Christmas offering
as we did the Thanksgiving one.

Dr. King closed by quoting from
the Bible: ‘‘Greater love hath no
man than this, that he lay down his
life for his friend.”

Diets For Dictators

Peag! Carrots! Turnips!

Did you know there are two real live
vegetarians in school this year? Just
like Hitler and Mussolini. Of course
Miss Osgood and Migss Weary can't al-
ways stick to their diet around here
or their figures might he pretty flat.

Marjorie Jane Briggs and Marie
Bilis also report a liking for vege-
tables. Marie said that she has learn-
ed not to be “choicey”. SHE'S LEARN-
BD TO TAKE PRUNES AND LIKE
I'T. Marjorie Jane when asked about
hier vegetable diet said, “Well-l-1, I'm
a vegetarian at home”. While they
prefer vegetables their appetites get
the best of them and they eat any-
thing in sight.

The Waterville, Kans. girls don't
geem to go much for vegetables. |
guess wild ment ig the favorite dish
out there.

This is not being written in cahools
withi Mr, Heinz, but with the con-
stant uprising in meat prices, it i#
merely to create an interest in vege-
tables.

Nellie: You know the bracelet Aunt
Phoebe sent me from Paris? Well,
you can get shoes to match at HUN-
INGS. Grace. .

WHATEVER THE WEATHER

—_—————

By Evelyn Sears

Ever gince I studied Mark Twain's
deligntful essay on “New England
Weather” when I was in the eighth
grade, 1 have never ceased to tind
enjoyment in whatever weather the
day may bring forth. Whether 1 am
at home or visiting, going out or
reading in bed, traveling or not trav-
eling, | continue to delight in the
weather,

Although I am fond of rain the
yvear 'round, 1 think I like it best in
the summertime, when | am at camp
FFor there, even though it may soak
our beds through and sgpoil our morn-
ing swim, it always brings with it a
huge, crackling fire, endless games
and songs sung indoors, and a gen-
eral atmosphere of friendliness. On
@ rainy day | am at peace with the
world.

But how 1 love the sunshine! One
who has never seen, as I, the sun in
all its radiance rise from below the
norizon just as the last stars are
fading out, can love the sun as I do.
1 have never been able to decide
whether or not it is at evening or at
morning that 1 love the sun the best
Mo many sunsets have 1 “watched
the clouds light up before the sun
goes down.”

[ have seen very little snow in my
life. It is so unusual for me that I
st love to build snowmen and pitch
gnowballs when the snow does come.
But if it does not, [ never miss it.

To the glory of the sun's brign.
ness L precer the rain, and the peace
of the snow which, although {t is
greyer and duller, softens all sounds,
wll colors, all harsh lines, and which
does not display its own erystalline
beauty vauntingly, but adds beauty to
all it touches.

And all of this reminds me of a
song | once knew:

“We must weather the weather,

Whatever the weather,

Whether we lke it or not!"
Frances: O. K., dear, you win, Meet
me at HUNING'S this afternoon at
four, and I'll get you that darling pair
of bedroom slippers. Jim.

HAVE YOU FORGOT-
TEN ANYONE?

We would be delighted to as-
sist you in your selections . ... |
PURSES
GLOVES
HOSIERY

| LINGERIE

PAJAMAS
ROBES

Finest selection of
Xmas Cards

Brauftman’s

o —

See St. Charles’ Largest
Selection of

“XMAS GIFTS"”
Wolff's

Standard Drug

GIFTS BY . ...
YARDLY
HOUBIGANT
COTY-BOYER
MAX FACTOR
HUDNUT, etc.

Gift Candies
| Schraff’s, Pangbl:urn and others

—

LEATHER SETS FOR MEN
SHAVING SETS. ... 98c to $3.00

Array of Beautiful
New Style

Compacts

PERFUMES—COLOGNES
TOILET WATERS

Gorgeous

STATIONERY DELUXE
and many other Gifts that you
must see to "Appreciate”

Come in and look around, we'll
help you

Standard Drug Store

Wie pack and ship your Gift

# e e —

Yellow Cab
Co.

Phone 133

——

l”‘




