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News from the Dean’s Office

Dr. Gipson spent last week in
Atlantic City attending a national
meeating of the Deans of Women's
Colleges.

Miss Parker taught Dr. Gipson's
Shakespeare clags, and Miss Hamkins
took Dean Gipson’s place in  the
World Literature class.

First Vocational Lecture

Dr. Sehaped gave a lecture in the
club rooms Monday evening, Febru-
ary 11, at 6:30, on the subject of
Social Work., A very large group at-
tended this lecture and the girls
were very interested in it.

Dr, Schaper enumerated the differ-

ent tyres of social work which
include health, recreation, families
and adult individvals, the handi-

capped, public social welfare, mental
hygiene, erime and penal conditions,
and industry.

She also gave the minimum quali-

firation for a social worker. “The
rrofesgion of social work has estab-
lished certain qualifications and
atandards for persons who plan to
enter the field of social work.” The
following qualifications are recom-
mended:

1. Minimrm age of 21 vears.

2. Completion of at least two years'
work in an approved college.

3. Three additional years of gener-
al education, technical training, or
emplovment in a social ageney, This
refuirement may be satisfied by com-
pletion of two additional yvears' work
in an approved college and one year's
work in a school of social work
which incindes: 15 to 25 semester
hours in the social sciences (psychol-
ogy., sociology): 10 semester hours of
technical sociel work; and 300 hours
of supervised field work.

Through this lecture Dr. Schaper
created an Interest in the =social
acfences. This is the first of g series
of vocational lectures to be given this
semester.

Well-Known Reader
To Be Here Today

Alpha Psi Omega, honorary drama-
tic sorority, will present Miss Mar-
garet Keaney of St, Louis in a re-
view of “The Barrettg of Wimpole
Street” in the Club Rooms at 5
o'clock today.

Miss Keany is a graduate of the
Morse School of Expression and is a
very talented reader. She is giving
this program free of charge.

The Alpha W¥si Omega members
will be the hostesses and the guests
are the girls from the oratory depart-
ment and the college faculty. Mem-
bers of the club are Dorothy Bottani,
president; Bettie Hooks. secretary;
Virginia Spears, Evelyn Brown, Car-
olyn Courtney, Ruth Bewley, and
Nan Latham.

Thig will be a highly commendable
program and well worth attending,
Miss Kearney will make the review
interesting to everyone.

Japanese Fantasy
Nippon Program Presented at
Vespers.

The Sunday evening evesper service,
February 10, was presented by the
music department in conjunction
with the speech department, and was
devoted to "Japan"”, The stage was
decorated atractively with Japanese
lanterns and the girls were all dress-
od in Japanese costumes.

June Myers was master of cere-
monies, The first number was a com-
position by a Japanese song writer
by the double sextat.

Genovieve Chapel made a talk on
“Japan of the Ages”. She started
out by telling of the traditions of
Japan—that is, that Japan was too
beautiful for man to rule over so she
was ruled over by the gods. The
oldest tyvpe of religion in Japan fis
Shintoism, which ig a combination of
ancestor worship and nature worship.
In spite of their prograss, the Jap-
anese native dress has not changed,
“Today, Japan {a the leader of the
Fast. a great nation.”

YVirginia Jaeger sang a heantifol
niumber entitled, “Covnting on You'.

June Myers spoke on “Japan of To-
day.” She said that Japan is one of
the most interesting countries,
especially in art and religions. Cur-
fosities and mysteries of Janan are
found in no other country. The Jap-
anese life centers primarily about
the worship of their many gods. The
most awe-inspiring image is that of
Gauntama Buddha, This {mage has
theen there for over seven centuries.
There I8 great progress toward ond
great goal—Christianity.

The sextet sang “The Voice in the
Wilderness”., which was a beautiful
English number,

' “Japan Whither” was the subject
that Laura Fritz spoke on. She told
something of the family life of the
Tananege, There are two classes in
Japan, the noble and the ignorant.
The noble have a cln and a c¢lan
name. The ignorant have no c¢lans.
She also told of the marriage
customs. The parents arrange the
wedding for their sons and daugh-
ters, amd the boys and girls are
never permitted to see each other
before their wedding dav. She
stressed the amount of edncational
work produced by Christian missions
in Japan. “We must remember that
Japan needs our help and in the sight
of God we are all one great family."”

Triangle Initiation

The Triangle Club met Monday,
February 18, at § o’clock in the club
rooms, with Lillian Willson, presi-
dent, presiding. New members taken
in were Olga Owen, Virginia Rugh,

Ernestine Thro, Helen Stants, and
Constance Osgood.
Refreshments were served after

the buginess meeting, The club then
went to the chemistry laboratory
where they witnessed a moving ple-
ture on bird lore.

Mamma, See The Circus?

Little Mary Tells About All The Acts

A CIRCUS fis cominug to town. Can
vou remember when you thrilled at
those words? Well, a circus {8 com-
ing to Lindenwood, and it's going
to be twice as much fun as any
Barnum and Bailey ever put on. So
gol out your pennies and put on any
old dress, and come to see vour con-
temporaries perform.

I've heard a few hints as to the
nature of these booths and I'll pass
them on to you. Beta Pi Theta will
pregent a puppet show, . here may he
some cateh Lo this, I don't know, but
it's pretty sure to entertain you.
Then, Pi Alpha Delta (Latin, if you
didn't know) will offer a Latin play.
International Relationg club and the
League of Women Voters will each
have a booth. but they have not
allowed the t'niest hint to escape, but
I hear that one will deal with ele-
phants and donkeys The A. A. has
something up its sleeve and it's
hound to bhe good; Tau Sigma will
sponsgor a dance hall and will receive
a goodly number of my pennies. Pi
Gamma Mu hag reserved a hooth in
which to sell candy,

Several individuals will present
“one man shows”, Kathryn Board is
planning a most unigue entertain-
ment, and there are to he several
clowns. Then, too, there will be a
zoo which so far includes the ele-
phant and donkey mentioned above,
and Mickey and Minnie Mouse.

I have waited to mention the
faculty booth until now because 1
feel that 1t deserves a separate par-
agraph. Have you wondered how 'Dr,
fehaper looked as a baby and if Miss
Relchert was a bashful school girl?
Perhaps you'll learn at the facully
booth, because [ heard that some
deep dark pasts are to be disclosed
there. Don't quote me, 1 only
heard.

Well, that's only the beginning.
Surely there will be a fortune teller
and I'tl bet I can name a few who
will haunt her booth, and most of a
certainty someone will do imitations.
But what about our freaks....aren't
we to be allowed this most vital pari
of a circus, the sideshow? Oh well,
guess I'll have to enter myself.

I'll see you at the Y. W, C. A. cir-
cus, Friday, March 1, at 6:30 o'clock,

Students Teaching

Seventeen Girls Practising In
St. Charles

This semester there are 18 girls
doing practice teaching in the B8t
(‘harles public schools. In the High
School Catherine Blackman is teach-
ing home economics: Mary Roberts,
English: Virginia Sodeman, home ec-
onomics:; Evelyn Fox, Latin; Mary
Belle Grant, home economies; Lucille
Dillingham, home economics; and
(jeraldine Robertson, physical educa-
tion.

In the Jefferson, Jr., High School
Marguerite Echelmeier is teaching

Honors to Queen Allie Mae

Allie Mae Bornman, president of
the senfor class, was elected May
Queen at the senior meeting February
21, Allie Mae was the mald of honor
from her class last year. BShe i8 a
music major, and president of Mu Phi
Epsilon, music sorority.

Jean Kirkwood, prominent member
of the junior class was chosen maid
of honor. She Is a science major,
and an officer of the Triangle club,

The two attendants chosen from
the senior class are Virginia Porter,
editor of the annual and treasurer of
her class, and Mary Roberts, secre-
tary of the senior class,

Violet Wipke and Gwen Wood ara
to serve as attendants from the
junior class. Violet is a member of
Beta Chi, and Gwen is a member of
the Triangle club.

Dorothy Ball and Jennie Sue
Sparks, representatives of the soph:
omore class, have been prominent in
campus activities

Jeanaette Campbell and Evalyn
Bberle were elected by the freshman
class as attendants to the May Queen.

hWygiene,

In the Benton Grade School Olga
Owen is teaching spelling and writ-
ing in the third grade; Dorothy Ball,
geography in the sixth grade; Sara-
bell Miller, reading in the second
grade; Marjorie Pratt, reading and
history in the fourth and fifth grades

In the Lincoln Grade School Mary
Flizabeth Stuhler is teaching reading
and arithmetic in the first grade;
Madaline Chandler, art in first, sec-
ond, third, and fourth grades; Rober-

ta Strange, reading and arithmetic
in the second grade Evelyn Poll,
reading in the fourth and [fifth
grades: Susan Lischer, English and
reading in the fifth and sixth
grades: and Geraldine Robertgon,
physical eduvcation in the second,
third and fourth grades.

These girls spent last week in
daily conferences with Dr. Dewey.

This week they are observing at the
schools and next week they will start
their teaching,

Lindenwood’s
Lecturer Honored

Dr. Gregg will be the speaker
tonight at a meeting of the Mis-
sourf Historical Society at the Jef-
ferson Memorial in 8t. Louis. Her
subjeet will be “Bellefontaine, the
First Fort Wiest of the Mississippi.”
The Soclety is a consolidation of the
Missouri Historical Society and the
Louisiana Purchase Historical Asso-
ciation.

All the members of the faculty
have received invitations. The meet-
ing is at 8:15 o'clock, and an inform-

al reception will follow. Dr. Gregg
has specialized in studying loeal
history.

Read The Linden Bark.
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“Simple and brave, hig faith awoke
Ploughmen to struggle with their fate;
Armies won battles when he spoke,
And out of Chaos sprang the State!™
—Robert Bridges

Sports Offer Valuable Contributions To Life

The field of sports holds many moral qualities which are not often real-
ized. We often enter into a sport without thinking of its values.

The greatest guality of sports is sportsmanship.
It makes one consider other people and want to play for

ed in every game.

the fun of it and not for the main idea of winning.

Sportsmanship is gtres-

It also stresses fair play:

play the game squarely, whether it is won or not,
Another guality brought out in sports is the ability to get along with other

people.

Sports also make for leadership and character.
If one learns' leadership in sports he can apply

ship is a great asset in life,
it to 'his life.

Sports are also beneficial to mental health,

It makes one more considerate of others.

Development of leader-

A sound body makes for a

sound mind. ,Certainly sports of all kinds make a sound body.
In all sports it must be remembered to play for play's sake and not with

the main idea to win.

Spiritual Preparation for Easter

Many of us are rather vague as to just what the term “"LENT” signifies.
To some it means the denying of some luxury as the daily bar of candy, or

the limiting to one picture show a week,

icance.

Farther than that it has no signit-

S0 for those who do not fully understand, we have taken a «definition of
the word from the dictionary, and hereby print it in the hope that you will
familiarize yourself with the true meaning.

' LENT is a spring period of fasting observed in many churches in

preparation for Easter, or

as a time of special penitence,
churches it is a period extending from Ash Wednesday until Easter,

In Western
The

fasting to be discontinued on the Sundays of the six weeks.,
During the Lenten period, it is urged that more thought be given to

charitable work, and more time to church work,

Archbishop Glennon of St.

Liouis has suggested to all Catholic girls that moclest‘j;\in dress should accom-
pany the period of fasting and reverence,

Rings and Ancestry

. Many Things Learned from
Roman Tatler

‘The Roman Tatler which has
graced the Latin bulletin board for
the past week is a most unusual and

interesting one.

In the very center of the board is
the familiar “In the spring a young
mén’s faney lightly turns to thoughts
of love................”” and pasted around
this piece of sentiment are pictures
of the various wedding rings of long
ago and of today, with a smaller
picture of a happy couple as a back-
ground.

The rings pictured are: the ancient
Hebrew, Grecian, Etruscan, Saxon,
0ld French, Old Roman, fifteenth
century English. seventeenth century
English, German, Grandmother’s,
Mother's, and The Modern Bride's.
The ancient rings were made of iron,
and most of them bore inscriptions.
It is said that the custom of throwing
rice at a bride and groom is by no
means new, but in olden days nuts
were used in the place of rice. The
people of those days were probably
of a sturdier type.

The preceding Tatler was also a

most entertaining one.

The left hand corner of that Tatler
hore a group of derivatives, English
taken from Latin, and is captioned,
“What Latin Has Done for English.”
Below this was a picture of Plrof.
Robert Bell Burke, dean of the col-
lege of the TUniversity of Penn-
svlvania, who has translated Roger
Bacon’s stupendous volume. There
was also a picture of a music book of
the fifteenth century which has been
added to the library of Congress in
Washington. It ‘was, of course, in
Latin.

In the center of the poster was a
drawing entitled “By their Rools Ye
Shall Know Them."” The verh “venio”
meaning come occupied the trunk of
the tree pictured and the roots were
named such words as advent, adven-
ture, and uneventful,

Almost half of the hulletin hoard
wag taken up with jokes. one heing
“The prize coed comes - from
Nebraska. She thinks ALMA MATER
means "“SWEET MAMMA™.

There happened to be a title “Of
course, being college students, you
are familiar with these languages”
and a verse in French, Latin, Ger-
man, Swedish, Italian...... I'm afraid
our educations have been sadly neg
lected,

Splendid Entertertainment
At Student Recital

One of the most delightful student
recitals of the college year was given
in Roemer auditorium on Thursday
morning, February 7.

Jane Roberts opened the program
with two numbers, “Gigue” (Mozart-
Leschetizky) and “Ballet of the
Happy Shadows” (Gluck-Friedman).
Her interpretation of the last num-
er was one of light gaiety and care-
free abandon, which left its happy
impression on the audience.

“Pastoral Variations” (Mozart) was
then offered by IDoris Danz, which
was playved with guietness and tran-
quility of tone that is a part of any
pastoral scene.

Margarette Winder sang two very
lovely songs, “O Sleep, Why Dost
Thou Leave Me?"' (Handel), a song
of sadness and pleading. “Over the
Steepe' (Gretchaninoff). a song of
lower tones and surging emotions
which was well sung by Margarette.

Anna Marie Kistner played two
violin numbers, the first being a
“Poem" (Fibich, which was soon
recognized by the audience as one of
its favorites and which sang its mel-
ody as Amna Marie played, Her
second number was “CanZonette”
(D’amdrosio), also nicely played.

Allie Mae' Bornman was the last
on the program, playing the first
movement of “Conecerto, G Minor"”
(Sainte-Saens) with Mr. Thomas
playing the orchestral score on a
‘gsecond piano. Allie Mae played so
begutifully and with such a fineness
of feeling, with the lightest delicacy,
swiftness of emotion and keen sen-
sitiveness. Then again when the
mood of the number changed, Allie
Mae played with such sweeping
strength and power as to make the
whole audience surge into the feeling
of the Concerto. Her hearers tried
to persuade her back for an encore,
but she refrained, leading the beauty
of her Conecerto rolling softly, then
powerfully, out over the audience.

All Minds Worship
The Mind of Jesus

Dr. Ernest Jones spoke at vespers
on Sunday evening, February 17, on
“The Crosgs-Bearing Mind"”.

In this passage Paul was giving a
clue to the highest kind of life, he
gaid. The greatest thing in the
universe is the mind, and it has the
greatest mysteries about it.

Dr, Jones talked about the differ-
ent kinds of minds and the ones that
have contributed to our ecivilization.
The first type he discussed was the
scientific mind. He said that our age
is blessed with this mind and it has
brought wealth to us. We are in-
debted to the scientific mind.

The mind of the stateman is also
important to us. It deals with many
problems which the average mind
cannot comprehend.

The third type of mind that Dr.
Jones discussed was the poet mind.
This is an enriching mind and the
poet expresses thinga to us that we
have never thought of before.

“What kind of mind did Jesus
have?” is a question Dr. Jones agked,
No one has been able to determine
this. but the outstanding character-
istic of His mind was “cross-bear-
ing”, full of sacrificial love. This is
the highest type of mind that we
know. 1Tt has a reverent outlook on
life,
crogss-hearing mind in
achieve success.

He closed his sermon by saying,
“Let the mind that was in Christ
Jesus be in you. It will lead you to
glorious goals beyond all dreams.”

order to

CAMPUS DIARY
By-N. 8.
Tuesday, February 12,

We're learning a new song in
chapel now. It's very good. Maybe
Randy should sing it all alone all
the time; she’s the only one to have
gotten it right so far! Porter is al-
retdy looking for a Valentine—have
hope, Virginia. After all Valentine's
isn't till Thursday.

Wednesday, February 13,

Dot Pplmer Osterwald was up to-
day. She's still as jolly as ever. We
had a bhig Valentine's dinner tonight
Mac plaved for us. We'll never hear
thaf “Feather Duster” enough to get
tired of it. She's looking elegant.
Thursday, February 14,

Valentine's day! Hveryone had a
Vilentine in the post office eaily this
morning, but, alas, they were only
questionairres. At least Arabel got
something for being neat and bright,
a4 big box of candy, Lots of fun at
the Valentine Program. What's
that you whispered in "“Love's” ear,
Mary?

Mriday, February 15.

Belated Valentines arrived today
for thoge who thought yesterday that
nobody loved ‘em. Mildred Keegan
came up today; did yvou see the way
she is wearing her hair?

Saturday. February 16.

The Sophomores gave a Valentine
dance‘tonight and the gym was dec-
orated in red and white cupids and
hearts. Porter certainly “"Wowed”
everyone with her new white dress;
did you ever see anything so good-
looking? 1 must be  color-blind; at
the beginning of the evening Betty
Eell was in a very chic green dress,
but later on I saw her in black. Well,
it’s always nice to have more than
one evening dress wearable at a
time. Mary had a hard time deciding
what to wear, Idot tried on at
least four different dresses. Who
me?—I got by easily; .l put on my
one and only!

Sunday, February.17,

Had a rather warm time at Ayres
hall tonight. Cicero has finally
choen her wvocation, to be a fire-
man or to marry one. Why? (Umon
up sum'time and ask 'er.

Monday, February 18,

Everyone seems to be either getting
a cold or trying to get rid of one.
Marie is the latest addition to the
ranks of snifflers. Bunny was about
the only one with a clear head, but
ghe fell down today and is in the in-
firmary now.. I'd hetter not say any-
thing: I dode a code doo!

Tuesday, Fehruary 19

I can't. decide whether all them
gels at Mary's table are dieting or
dieting. At least Bobby and Mar-
garet eat their spinach. though they
burn up their noses at rich desserts.
Wednesday, February 20,

Lots of talk about May Queen.pos-
sibilities amnd thissa and thatta, and
why don't so-many s:o.fnrl-lnnking, girls
make grades as good-looking? Bunny
got out of the infirmary and Betty
Bell went in; Ayres must always
have & representative in the in-
firmary.

Thursday, February 21.

Dur art friend was here again to-
day. That's about all of int'rest to-
day except choosing of May Queen
and attendants tonight. Every class
is going to be represented this year
ingtead of giving the honor only to
the two upper classes. Well, gotta
go to the meeting. I'll be seeing yvou
soon. ; ¢

Read The Linden Bark.
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SNOWFLAKE

By Eleanor Hibbard

Lone, lace-like, a snowflake on my
glove

Glistened, clear-cut, feather-fragile

Then was gone.

A BLIZZARD+

By Eleanor Hibbard

High and shill rose the wind—

Blotted out

All the world in one sweep of mad-
ness.

Biting particles of ice,

Piercing shafts of wind,

Together thick,

Menacing,

Engulfing.

—

WIND IN MY HAIR

By Kathryn Dalton

In spite of our superficial culture,
we all have enough of our outgrown
instincts to respond in a purely prime-
itive way to the fascination of a
flame, the mystery of the dark, and
the lure of the wind. We have all
watched a fire, our eyes dilating and
contracting with the flicker of the
flame, half-hypnotized. We have all
ghuddered at the esoteric darkness;
and at other times, sought it for its
consoling solitude. Often, standing
on the edge of a sheer cliff, we have
almost taken that small step over,
just to, falling, feel the glory of the
rughing air. To us all, the wind
brings many mad desires and a frus-
trated envy of its freedom, power,
and speed. For me, the wind has an-
other greater value. On a gusty day
I ran re-live my whole life, recavture
all my past sensations.

A cool morning breeze gives me a
feeling of vibramt strength and un-
limited energy. It presents a kaleid-
oscope of recollections: a hard run
with the doz through the tall grass,
that ends when, exhausted, I fall flat
on the ground and, panting, push
away the collie who tries to lick my
face with his dripping tongue; a
quick “shinney” up a slender tree to
c¢ling triumphant to the top branch,
sawaying perilously with the trunk.
When a warm mid-morning zephyr
plays through my hair and dress, I
can close my eyes and taste again
the wild strawberries I've hunted on
days like this; I can smell the fresh
odor of wild grape blooms; T can see
myself in the crotch of our old maple
tree, erving over “Dog of Flanders”

I always cateh the wanderlust
from an autumn wind. I want to
tramp around hunting red haws, wad-
ing through muddy pands. shooting at
squirrels with a BB gun.

At might there's the joy of driving
a car, foot pressing the accelerator
to the floor-hoard, windshield up, and
the steady blast carryving off all my
petty worries and disappointments,
leaving a pure, clean pleasure. A
stormy night thrills me with the
force of the rough gale, the crisp
brilliance of the lightning, the throaty
roar of the thunder, and the drench-
ing spasms of rain,

Not all the memories the wind re-
calls are happy. But happy mem-
ories would be shallow and unappre-
ciated if it were not for drearier,
sadder ones by way of contrast,
Wvery bitter January gust bearing a
fine. dry powder of snow chills me
with the same agony I felt the after-
noon my mother was buried.

The wind, you see, is my scrap-
hook: to look it over, T need only fo
sit with a breeze blowing through my
hair.

Read the Linden Bark.

STREAMS

By Janet Sage

I was going to get a new hat.
Mother had promfsed, and now we
were on our way to town. My curls
were brushed, and T had on my new
blue checked dress with panties to
mateh,

As we went by a store window, I
gpied the hat., It had a wide brim,
and three beautiful, long, red stream-
ers in the back. Instantly I began
begging Mother for the hat; but she,
I soon discovered, had different
plans, T begged and begged, I used
every trick I could conjure, for those
long, red streamers had fascinated
me. I was ready to do anything—if
only T might have that hat. Finally,
Mother succumbed to my heckling,
and I got what T wanted.

A few days after, a man came to
our house and asked Mother if he
might take my picture. She gave her
consent. Immediately, I ran into the
house to get my new hat, for the
thonght of how beautifu' those pretty,
long, red streamers would look in
the pleture overcame me, I must
have those streamers in my picture.
Mother agreed to let me wear my
hat. The camera man produced a
small, red chair. arranged the neces
sary atmosphere, and called me to
take my place. Mother told me to
sit down in the chair and let her
put on my hat for me. She placed
it on my head, and stepped back with
a heaming look on her face. Proud-
'¥. 1 reached back and pulled my
coveted streamers in front of me, all
ready for the picture to be taken.
Mother gave a sigh of disgust and
the camera man gave her a knowing
glance. Very gently, hut firmly,
Mother asked me to place the
gtreamers in the back: and I, just as
firmly, but probably not so gently,
refused, Ewven the hvge sum of a
nickel failed to erase the alluring
picture which I knew those streamers
wiu'd make. I conld not be persuaded
to place them behind.

Finally, after they had desnaired
of ever chaneging my mind. Mother
and the eamera men let me have my
way. Mother drew back, the camera
man steeled himse'f and I, hroaden-
ing my toothless grin, and pulling
the hideous, red streamers into fuller
view, sat, blissful'y unaware that I
was having my worst picture taken.

AN OKLAHOMA DUST STORM

By Nell McGibony

It was moon. The sun heat down
relentlessly on the flat Oklahoma
plain. For miles and miles the
same weary landscape was visible,
Here and there stood a few stunted
trees with twisted, thwarted branches
and brown. curling leaves. The on-
1¥ break for miles and miles was the
feeble,, leaning wire fence, standing
determinely against the howling
prairie wind. Suddenly a ecloud of
red dust appeared, a miniature
cyclone, whirling and raging. Rolling
tumble weeds were,hurled down the
prairie and came to an abrupt halt
as they encountered the old fence.
For a few minutes the dust storm
raged and threatened to be a real
atorm, but as suddenlv as it had
appeared it subsided, The sun con-
tinuved to shine with unceasing in-
tengitv. The wind became a low
swishing sound as it blew through
the little brown trees, squatting there
on the monotonous landscape.

Come to

The Circus!

UMBRELLAS

By Virginia E. Miller

For as long as I can remember I
have always hated to carry an

umbrella, As soon as T get one in
my hands I geem to become as absent
minded as that poor abused professor
who is always doing the wrong
thing at the wrong time with his
umbrella, Every time I lose one my
mother says, positively, that she will
not get me another. Why she always
breaks her word and gets me another
I don't know, because I'l be much
happier and enjoy the rain much
more if I didn’t have to worry ahout
having an umbrella to look after. But
then it is less expensive to buy an
umhbrella than new clothes.

As a child I didn't mind carrying
one so much because I could push
it along in front of me tracing the
little ridge that the contractor always
makes, for reasons of his own, in the
middle of every sidewalk. That was
great fun until I, sooner or later,
came upon an unexpected bump or
atiek in the ridge. Before I could
realize it—anap! and half of my um-
brella was dangling in a very unusual
position. First I had a hollow feeling
in the pit of my stomach; then my
tongne got thick and fuzzy as | won-
dered what Mother would say ahont
this, 1 looked hastily around to see
if: anyone was near before I tried to
gee if there was any possible way of
putting the thing together, It was
no use so I started down the street
tdyving to look as if nothing had hap-
rened. That, too. was unsuccessful.
I thought of several stories to tell
mother, but I knew she would believe
none of them because I had broken
saveral umbrellas in that manner,
Trying to put off facing the music
as long as [ could I played out-doors
until dark. Sometimes | was very
fortunate in getting the umbrella in
the closet unnoticed. My peace of
mind for the present was somewhat
restored, but afterwards 1 wished
that 1 had gotten the scolding over
becauvse I had to watch and worrv
ahout the weather. When it finally
did rain I tried to manage to stay in
the house or nretend that I had for-
gotten my umbrella, I'm afraid I was
a very poor actress, for Mother al-
ways discovered the crime.

Nor could I ever remember to bring
my umbrella home with me. When
I'd come home without it I'd ba sent
back to look for it. Sometimes |
could locate it and sometimes [
conldn’t, Fxcept for the seolding 1
didn't mind—what did 1 want an
umbrella for anyway? It just caunsed
me a lot of trouble.

Umbrellas are really a menace to
the safety of human lives. It is prae-
tically impossible to ses out from
under one, and a car could very easi
ly be upon you before you had time
to peer from under your umbralla
to see if the way was clear. Whalking
along a street in a crowded down-
town distriet, it is impossible for yon
to feel secure. You never know
whether von will survive with two
zood eves or not. To say nothing of
the hazards of being in a crowd of
umbrellas, there is the annoyance of
being jabbed in practically every part
of vour anatomy at every step taken,
and having vour hat pushed sudden-
ly over your eves.

1 think the Mr. Hvde must make
his appearance in every person who
has an umbrella in his hand because
he seems to forget all his manners
and delights in knocking someone
with his umbrella.

If umbrellas must be carried, some
sort of transparent ones, or ones
with peek-holes, should be invented.

MY SAVAGE PLAYMATE

By Virginia Rugh

The dispute had started over the
question of whether my cowboys or
Johnny's band of Indians had won on
the sandpile battlefield.

“Well, my Indian was standing be-
hind the tree and he saw yours first,”
he protested.

I argued that my cowboys were not
the kind who were killed if the enemy
gave them one glance from behlind a
tree. I was tired of always having to
be massacred and forgot the rule
that to keep peace a girl must always
let a boy win, i

Johnny started toward his home
without so much as looking at me, |
reminded him that at last I had won
from a boy; he turned instantly to
spring on me. In that moment.of re-
verse I saw his ears kindling into a
flame red; his outworn shirt stretch-
ed and his eves were full of little
needles. I realized that I had sald
the wrong thing so I gazed up at the
birds’ nest under the garage roof,
Staging my well-practized, innocent
nose, | waited for his ears to cool off:
brt instead I felt my hair rise on
end. The Indian leader pulled and
toeged in his attempt to sealp me.
for he knew that there was nothing
1 detested more than a conviet's
shaved head. Fortunately my hair
stuck with me and the roots wiggled
down Into my eyes and held fast,
When he jerked I expected to fanl
the top of my head come dangling off
on the end of my hair. I struggled
and clawed at his arm in my effort
to get my teeth, which were my main
means of attack, into position. Lift-
ing me up quickly, he squeezed water
out of my eyes and I blindly made a
desperate grab at him.

All these attempts were useless so
after I had wrung out a few twisted
sereams my brother came to separate
~+s. The first thing T knew [ was
knocked on the grass, and he was
escorting my enemy across the bord:
er line. He had become quite effic-
fent as to the proper technigue of
grasping one of my playmates by the
neck and helping him home. buvt f
was surprised when he boosted mo
in a like manner into the house.

When I looked in the mirror to sen
what was left of me, I discovered my
hair sprawled all over mv heed as |
had seen the American children's do
~m our Red Cross posters at school.
Mother, taking one dry look at me,
dug the comb into my head and each
stroke bit into my much-massaged
scalp. Halr was dangling and slip-
ping down over my shoulders, and it
covered the newspaper: it looked lika
a hair cut but did not feel nuite so
rleasant. For once in my life mv
hair streamed down my back, but 1
decided that 1t would have heen much
hetter to have used a little feminine
digeretion and to have had my halr
instead of little humps.

MOUNTAIN STREAM

By Marjorie Pratt

The rushing mountain stream
thundered over the sharp boulders uu
it dashed downhill through the pine
forests. The clear, pure water foam-
ed un in sparkling jets as it broke
against the Dblocking stones. Under
the shelter of a large rock, a bhig

movrntain frout lay sleepily in the
miiet eddy. The stone gleamed
smoothly throngh the transparent

water, their sharp edges dulled hy
the eurrent.. Quietness. broken only
by the gurgle and splash of the
stream, and the faint twitter of
birds, lay over the forest.

Read the Linden Bark,
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HE WHO LAUGHS LAST

(With apologies to Horatio Alger and
Martha Finley)

By Ruth Ann McSpadden

Oh, how [ hate to get up early in
the morning! There is nothing in this
world which I loathe any more than
to crawl out of my comfortahle bed
onto a cold, hard, unresponsive floor,
with the thought foremost in my mind
that before me waits a new, clean, un-
usual day which could bring forth any
unlooked for event. At night I hate
to finish my bedtime preparations be-

cause when I reach that point of my
progress in retiring. [ invariably be-
gin to think of the terrible feeling I
shall have the next morning upon
arising.

This sensation of dread kept grow-
ing and growing on me until I began
to fear that it might truly affect me
mentally, because I had read of the
horrible catastrophes which had oc-
curred to people who incessantly har-
bored in their minds animosities, ha-
treds, and aversions. At length, there-
fore, with the fear of these cnose-
quenceg foremost in my mind, I de-
cided that it was absolutely compul-
gory that I relieve myself of their
burdens. Accordingly, as I became
more and more absorbed in the ''re-
construction” of my person, 1 began
to make very definite plans to be
worked out.

As the days went by, T gradually
completed my plans, the results of
which could be so beneficial to me. 1
had decided to retire at a very early
hour on some previously designated
night so that I would get my eight
hours sleep, for I knew that an adol-
escent (badly as I hated the appella-
tion) should have, at least, that num-
‘ber of hours of rest. The following
morming the alarm would ring at §:30,
My mind would be at ease, and I
singing a morning song, should gladly
jump out of bed. T should be think-
ing of only the brightest prospects of
life as a whole. The entire day 1
should be setting a brilliant example
before my friends; they would see the
result of my will power and persist-
ency in conquering my hatred. More
than that, I should be the one most
benefitted by my action, for, by the
end of one day, I should probably be
entirely free from my old obharrence
of early rising. The following morn-
ing, and every morning. I should get
up early in order to work and ac-
comshpli something during the best
part of the day. Oh! How happy
I should be.

My plang were thus completed. The
evening which I had designated as
the one fhen I should retire early had
arrived. We had a delicious dinner
in our home. Guests were present,
and everyone was doing his utmost to
outwit the other by his brilliant re-
marks. We were still seated at the
table when I heard the nine strokes
telling me the hour. “Oh dear.,” I ex-
claimed to myself, “I certainly am not
going to bed at this early hour”. But
something, perhaps it was my con-
science, kept probing me and telling
me to go on and try to work out my
plans. At 9:30 I reluctantly said good-
night to our guests and slowly went
up to my room. I silently thought,
“Imagine what they are saying about
me. What could they think of a seven-
teen year old girl who goes to bed at
9:307" But I consoled myself by
thinking of how fresh and bright 1
would be early in the morning when
they would be groggy from lack of
rest, “I shall accomplish so much,” I
thought, “Perhaps if T continue this
practice I shall be a geniug someday.”
At 10:00 I turned out the lights and

lay down. I could still hear the
happy, laughing voices of the guests
coming from below. A very short time
later I heard a loud, ringing noise in
my ears. I awoke and sat up. “What
could that be?" I questioned. "Why
won't my senses tell me what is hap-
pening?' Slowly, very slowly, I
climbed out of hed, which was so
warm and hospitable. The floor was
clammy cold. All this time that wild,
ringing noise was still coming forth.
Then I remembered—the clock, and
! silenced it. “Now [ see it all very
clearly”, I said. This is the morning
when I was supposed to accomplish
something. But what could 1 possibly
do at this unearthly hour? It's still
dark. No one, not even Edison, work-
ed forever in the dark, I shall go back
to bed”. -Just then I heard a loud
thump on my window. At that sub-
conscious stage in my awakening
process I was ready to undertake
puything; so 1 walked down the stairs
to see what had happened, I was just
thinking of Poe’s line, “Is there halm
in Gilead " and was about to decide
negatively when I learned that the
awful thump had been only the arri-
val of the Morning Post. 1 slewly
nicked it up. and just as slowly un-
folded it. But I was completely
aroused from that state of lethargy
when I read a small article placed far
down in one corner. It said, “The
first person who brin~s a copy of this
paper to Doan Coy will receive g gift
of $10. Although I knew nothing
of Doan Coy and 1 could not
ifmagine why he should deliberately
give away ten dollars, I determined
to try my best to obtain that gift.
“How happy I am", I cried. “Every-
thing has its renumerations, even
early rising. Hereafter I shall always
zet up early.

FIRST MORNING OF VACATION

By Bettie Frances Hooks

Wandering from room to room,

Pattering about in robe
slippers,

What ean I do with myself

Shall T read? I'm going mad,

Crossword puzzles,

Newspapers,

Magazines,

Nothing but these.

There isn't a book in the house
worth reading,

Don’t want to read words anyway.

Don’t want to write papers,

Ever again.

Want to go back to bed,

Want to snuggle 'way down deep
in bed,

Want to sleep........

Forever.

and

PRIMITIVE SHADOWS

By Jean Stephenson

Paganism Echoes, hollow and mys
terious of mature tom-tom and savage
chants, muffled by the ebony jungle
shadows. Paganism! Indian, bronzed
and perspiring, their skins gleaming
in the rays of the desert sun, their
moceasined feet rhythmically pound-
ing out on the yellow sand the intri-
cate steps of the snake dance. A crude
attempt to express religious fervor,
but it satisfied their barbaric souls.
Paganism Clivilized we may be; still
we are responsive to its pecnliar
fascination, perhaps because of the
mystic rituals with which the heathen
ceremonies are performed. Last
autumn succumbing to its magic spell,
I cast aside all thoughts of civiliza-
tion and found myself in a primitive
world.

A fire was burning brightly down
by the lake, the darting tongues of
flame iluminating a strange scene,

unbelievable, yet real, A circle of
Indian war bonnets and prominent
Roman noses guarded the blaze.

Soon, from the shadows of the forest,
came the beat of a drum, softly at
first as {f restrained by the pine shad-
ows;: then more loudly and still more
londly until it emerged victoriously
with a great trobbing into the clearing
at the water's edge. It was as if the
drum men were trying to put into
every pulsation the feelings and
wanderings of his soul. It was as if
his whole heart with its primitive de-
sires and perplexities were going
farth into the forest in search of hap-
piness and the answer to some vague,
unformed question. Slowly, slowly.
the bonnets came to life, slowly, im
the uncertain light the shapes assum-
ed human form. Gradually the In-
dians seemed to abstract the tone of
the drum, to be inspired with the
ungeen drummer's pervor and exnlta-
tion. Their dancing became almost
ragsionate; an immense unseen force
bore them on. They were attempting
to reassure the drummer. Would he
hear Oh, would he never hear? But
almost imperceptibly the tempo of the
throbs became slowed. The frenzy of
the Indians became decreased. The
feathers in the war bonnets drooped
at a perilious angle and finally sank
to the ground. The embers of the
fire. went out, leaving the world in
darkness., The echoes of the dying
drnm beats were at last relinguished
= the forest tress ard vanished into
cblivion, leaving only a great awful
silence. The drummer had received
his answer,

THE DIVER

By Eleanor Hikbard it

The pool,

Fathomless green-blue glags,

Tremhled,

Rocked,

And shivered into a thonsand jade
and white splinters,

As,

Like a slim, silver arrow

The diver shot through the water.

Leaving a confusion of crystal
bubbles.

CHIVALRY, HISTORY'S GREATEST
HOAX

By Claudia Dell Johnson

The days of chivalry occupy a rosy
misted niche in history's halls. The
word suggests a brilliant picture of a
lovely damsel daintily mincing across
a filed of nodding white daises, For-
sooth and alack. A horrible monster is
sneaking up behind our beautiful lady
in the flowing robe of blue. He raises
his gory claw to crush her—hark The
sound of thundering hoofs is heard in
the distance and at the next instant
a fair knight in shining armor dashes
bravely to the rescue. With a single
blow of his mighty right arm he kills
the monster. After disposing of this
~inor obstacle, he leaps from his
steed, clasps the swooing maiden to
his heart, and saks her to be his lady
forever. Blushing coyly, she consents;
and they live happily ever after in a
castle at the top of a high hill, Of
course, the castle is surrounded by a
moat with a draw-bridge over the
gate, and there is a huge banquet
hall inside. Smoke dims the rafters
of the high ceiling. At one end of the
long table sits the genial host.quaffing
noggin after noggin of ale, and at the
other presides the gracious lady, one
dainty foot resting on the head of a
mastiff lving on the floor. Tomorrow
the lord will ride out to the hunt
with a falcon on his wrist; and milady
will gather her maidens ahout her and
they will embroider all day long.

Who could ask for a pleasanter pic
ture of good living? Is it not a wonder
that the people of today do not start
8 back-to-knighthood movement? Prob-
ably they would. if it were not for a
few straight thinkers who realize the
exaggeration and untruth of the com-
mon idea of chivalry. Mark Twain
in his Connecticutt Yankee gives
many a dig of bitter satire at the good
old days of the Round Table. Indeed,
this highly romanticized period was
one of the bloodiest and dirtiest times
of all man's history. A true descrip-
tion of Chivalry runs something like
this The knights were ignorant,
wandering men who were too lazy to
stay in one place and work. They
congidered it gentlemanly to kill any-
one who interfered with them. and
they fought to the death at the slight-
eat provocation. The castles were
simply huge, unusually, barn like
glructures, dark. gloomy, and cold the
vear around. Dirty rushes covered
the floors and milady dragged her
flowing train through the filthy weeds
whenever she entered the hangueat
hall to preside over the nightly brave.
Tahle manners were of the very worst
sort: the knife was the principal, and
in many cases the only, eating utensil
in uge. Both fists were used to carry
the food from trencher to mouth. The
lords constantly fought each other
rnd the king, and human life was
cheaper than salt. Knowledge, learn
ing, and all joys of the intellect were
mnknown to the common people
Pooks were treasured by a privileged
few who congidered the lower clagses,
unworthy to enjoy them. They were.
in short, medieval people living in a
dark age,

RAIN

By Jean Thomasg

Lel it rain, for who shall be sorry
because the lowering clouds send a
suower upon the earth? Who shall
¢it beneath a roof and look out at the
falling water?

Again [ say, let it rain—and let me
walk, bareheaded, through it. My
feet will e soaked. Water will run
in little rivulets down my nose and
into my eyes, so that 1 must take my
perspiring hand from my rain-coat
poeket and brush it away that I may
sre,  Little drops will fall from my
hoir down behind my coat collar
aralnst my neck.

My companions and I will shout
and laugh and run in the down-pour,
none of us caring because her shoes
ere hoing rnined; non~ of us thinking
of those who despise the rain.

A passing car will splash mud on
ug, angering us at the moment, then
only adding to our merriment. Fallen
leaves will wash down Into a pile,
damming up the water in the gutter,
forming a pool before the sidewalk.
Other leaves will form a sodden, slip-
pery mass beneath our feet.

The sky, so dark and tired-looking,
will break momentarily, casting a
silver stripe across the gray, swiftly
moving drops of moisture. Then its
curtain will fall again. leaving with
ug the vision of that silvered fnstant
when the world wasg so bright and
clean,

On and on we ghall rush, 'till the
clonds dissolve into a clear blue, and
the drops no longer fall upon us.

NEW MUNICIPAL BUILDING

By Eleanor Hibbhard

Qlim, celestial, aloof—

Tall amoth opaque stone
Towers into the darkened sky,
Gleams like white manrhle
Against taupe velvet.
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Miss Reichert is conducting swim-
ming classes every Monday might for
roung women of St. Charles. She

's eight girls in the beginners’
class and eight in the swimmers'
clags, Miss Reichert has created
much interest in these classes.

Dramatic Students

Present Pantomime
Mac Renders “Feather Duster” to
the Delight of Al

St. Valentine visited Lindnewood
this year with cards, packages. a big
dinner, a program of plays, pan-
tomimes, poetry and readings, and a
dance. The Valentine's dinner was
held the night before, February 13,
in the dining room, and the menu
included chicken, sweet potatoes,
peas, hot rolls, coffee, ice cream and
cake. The tables were decorated in
red and white; everyvone got a Val-
entine card, and there were dishes
of candy hearts on each table. When
dinner was almost over, Dr. Roemer
~npnounced that he had a real Valen-
tine from 8t Joseph to present to

+ gtudents and introduced Frances
MePherson to the new students. Mac
played several Lindenwood songs
and the students sang as they've
never sung before. After continuous
applause she went back to the piano
and played several popular numbers
including “Feather Duster”., a piece
which she wrote last year.

The next evening a Valentine pro-
gram was presented in the audit-
orinm at 7 o'clock, given by the
dramatic arts students under Miss
Rigzers' direction. Retty Woorlson
Forbes opened the program with a
short apeech, “Welcome This Day"
and wae followed hv Mirviam MeCor-
wisl who told about the origin and
history of Valentine's May, The third
act on the program was g pantomine,
“School Davs'" written by Mary Long,
a jonior. This was a very clever and
verv humorous sketch. Phvllis Arm-
strong was the teacher and the

*program

a new student, and June Myers read.
Then Virginia Porter announced the
winner of the Valentine prize. Large
Valentine questionaires had been
placed in all the post office boxes
and the prize was awarded for
accuracy and neatness to Arabel
Wycoff, a freshman. Arabel receiy-
ed a two pound heart of candy.

The last sketch on the Valentine
was entitled “The Love
Shop” by Pearle Quantrelle, a pan-
tomine. The scene was set in a shop
owned by Love into which a young
man came hunting for the right kind
of a heart. Several girls were shown
to him, but he rejected them all and
was about to leave when a messenger
arrived to tell “Love” of a “Love-
Land Special”, and the young man
wne satisfied. He paid Love and left
with his prize and the ecurtain fell
ag Love smilingly tore up the check
ghe had received. “Love” was Clara
Weary. The other characters were:
“Cupid One and Cupid Two", Betly
Hooks and Virginia Spears; “The
{ichool Girl”, Mary Long; “The Soci-
ofv Girl”, S8arah Bloom; “The Danc-
er", Myrna Huddleston; the mesgsen-
rer, Mary Roberts; the man, Carolyn
Courtney: “Fate", Betty Spears :and
the “Love Land Special”, Mary
Louise Whiteley.

Bota,ny Department
Recipient of Gift

presented twelve
lihrary, which has
turned them over to the botany de-
partment as they are hotanical
atudies. The group I8 taken from the
American Forestry Magazine. Ern-
estine Thro, Dr. Ennis’ assistant,
framed the pictures which will be
hung in the botany laboratory. All
of the plates are of trees, and they
are very beautiful., Among the sub-
jects are: “Snow Blossoms”, “The
Wind Curtain"”, “Alpine Firs”. "As-
pens by the Road”, “Cypress
Swamp”, “Eucalyptus”, and “Moun-
tain Hemlocks”. At the bottom of
each late is a short descriptive poem
which perfectly suits the picture.

Read The Linden Bark.

D, Roemer
pictures to the

year is his centenary year. When he
was four years old, his parents took
him to Hannibal, Mo. *“We needn't
dwell on his boyhood”, remarked M.
Clemens, “since we have it all in his
books.” When his father died, he
went to work in a newspaper office
in Hannibal. He had charge of the
circulation department, and when he
was 18 he helped his brother edi.
the paper. In 1859, after working on
the river for several years, he be-
came a full-fledged boat pilot. When
the Civil War broke out, he joined the
Confederate army. He went to St
Louis after the war, and later tried
his luck in the Nevada mines, Then
he went to California and in a short
time began his writing and lecturing.
He took the pen-name of “Mark
Twain"” because it is a river term
meaning two fathoms of water, or 12
feet.

Mark Twain's home, “Stormfield”,
in Hartford, Conn., next door to Mrs.
Harriet Beecher Stowe. became
famous for its eccentric feature of
having the kitchen in the front of the
house, Mark Twain maintained that
he had it built there so that "his fat
cook could wateh circuses from the
kitchen window instead of tearing
through the house jarring it to
pieces.”

“He did most of his writing in
Hartford,” said Mr. Clemens. “His
first great book was '‘Tom Sawyer'
which is mostly true except where he
stretched it a little. Both Chester-
ton and Galsworthy consider ‘Pick-
wick Papers' and ‘Huckleberry Finn'
his best hooks. ‘Huckleberry Finn’
is in its fiftieth edition, and Willa
Cather, who was presented with the
alark Twain medal last year, has re-
read this book 20 times.

“In 1907,” continued Mr. Clemens,
“he went to Oxford to receive the de-
gree of Doetor of Literature. The
English were very fond of him and
took him to their hearts. When he
died on April 18, 1910, he was mourn-
ed by the entire world.”

President Franklin D. Roosevelt,
who met Mark Twain when a boy,
has read all of his books, IHe obtain-
ed the phrase, “New Deal”, from
Mark Twain, Mr. Clemens said.

undouvbtedly one of the most talked
of girls on the campus at present.
She was recently honored by her
class. Now guess which class. She
!s a blond (that eliminates several)
and has the eutest southern drawl.
She's rather qulet, but well poised
and as far as T know has not one
enemy, That indeed is an enviable
state. She looks particularly nice in
a certain shade of green and wears
i Bradley dress fin that shade,
You obsgerving ones are sure, now.
Yon tell the others.

Freshmen Tell
Of Many Nations

The International Relations ¢lub
had an all-freshman program at their
lngt  meeting, Tuesday afternoon,
Febrnary 19. Five freshmen discuss-
ed recent important incidents and
developments in five different coun-
tries. Barbara Workman spoke on
“Japan”, Mary Louise Brower repre-
sented “England”, Emily Watson
told about “Italy”, Peggy Roseberry
apoke about “France”, and Dorothy
London spoke of “Germany”.

At the business meeting plans
were made for being in the Linden-
wood ecircus at the first of March
and the possibilities of sending dele-
gates to the Intercollegiate Interna-
tional Relations conference at St
Paul, on April 11.

Gertrude Stein Study
The Poetry Club held a
Wednesday afternoon, February 20,
in the clubrooms. Almost the whole
meeting was given over to the study
of Gertrude Stein, Ruth Ann Mc
Spadden gave a plography of Miss
Stein; Alma Reitz reviewed hep
poems; and Genevieve Chapel reports
ed on three or four magazine articlos
written by Gertrude Stein.

After a short business meeting, ths
members of the club read originai
poems on the subject “Storms”.
some of which were axcellent, Kay
Fox, president of the club, presided
over the meeting.

meeting
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COLLEGE CALENDAR

Tuesday, February 26:
5 p. m.,, Music Students' Recital.
5 p. m.,, Alpha Psi Omega.
6:30 p. m.,, Commercial Club in Y.
W. C. A. parlors.
Wednesday, February 27:
6:45 p. m., Y. W. C. A. meeting
Thursday, February 28:
11 a. m.. Graduating Recital by
Bettie Hooks.
5 p. m., Sporis.
5 p. m., Alpha Mu Mu.
Friday, March 1:
6:30 p.m., Y. W. £, A. circus in the
gym.
Sunday, March 3:
6:30 p. m., Dr. H. C. Englebrecht.
Sunday, March 10:
6:30 p. m., Rev. L. M. McColgan.
Monday, March 11:
8 p. m., J. €. Sanders on “Wonder-
land of Mexico.”

| Sidelights of Society

Eleven Students Honored

Alpha Sigma Tau held a meeting
Monday evening, February 18 in the
college clubrooms. The following
girls were pledged at this meeting:
Constance Osgood, Mary Willis
Heeren, Alma Reitz, Dorothy Copps,
Barbara Combs, Margaret Barber,
Nan Latham, Lucille Meinholtz,
Guinivere Wood, Wanda Pringle,
and Helen Stantz. Nancy Montgom-
ery, president of the honorary soror-
ity, presided at the meeting. Dr.
Schaper spoke, having as her topic
“Intellectual Freedom”. Ice cream
and cake were served.

Three Sororities Give Tea

Faculty and Music Majors Present

Delta Phi Delta, Alpha Mu Mu,
and Mu Phi Epsilon, music soror-
ities, entertained at tea in the club
rooms on Thursday, February 14
from B until 6 o'clock,

Invitations, in the shape of hearts,
were sent to all members of the
faculty and all music majors.

The receiving line was composed
of the officers of the sororities, and
Mrg, Roemer and Dr, Gipson pourad.
They were assisted by members of
the organization.

Allle Mae Bornman gave a talk on
the requirements for admission into
the three societies; LaCene Ford
gang, and Marjorie Hickman played
a plano selection.

German Club Meets

An informal meeting was held by
the German Club Tuesday might,
Tebruary 19, in the Y. W, C. A, par-
lors. The members discussed plans
for the circus, played games, and
gang songs. Betty Butler had charge
of the games. Wilma Hoen. presi-
dent, presided. Ice cream was 8erv-
ed at the conclusion of the meeting.

“‘Little Women'’,
Graduating Recital

Bettie Hooks will present her grad-
nation reecital on Thursday morning,
February 28, at 11 o'clock. She will
read “Little Women" by Louisa M,
Alcott.

She will portray twelve charact-
ers: Mr. March, Mrs. March, Meg, Jo,
Beth, Amy, Mr. Lawrence, Laurie,
Aunt Mareh, Hannah Mullett, John
Brooke, Professor Bhaer.

Everyone is familiar with
etory and anxious to see it.

this

Fellowship Winner Here

Miss Marifetta Hansgen A, B., 1934)
visited Evelyn Brown at Lindenwood
lagt weekend. Marietta received
the fellowship to Chicago U. last
vear, and she is working for her mas-
ter's degree in HKnglish there this
year.

Former Student Visits Friends

Mrs. Herbert Osterwald (Dorothy
Palmer, 31-34) visited Lindenwood
college last Wednesday, February 13.
Mrs. Osterwald majored in music
during the three years she spent at
Lindenwood and is at present sing-
ing in the choir at Washington, Mo.,
where she lives. She has sung at
several social events and has hecome
prominent among the yvoung married
people at Washington.

Music Students
Meet Requirements

Alpha Mu Mu has announced tha

acceptance of seven girls into the
sorority., The requirements for ad-
mission Into this honorary under-
clnssmen music organization are: a

grade of at least “S" in the major
subject, and no grade lower than an
“M". The students who have heen
approved by the faculty on the basis
of their record are: Alice Bainum,
Cheyenne, Wyomine; Margarette
Winder, Ft. Smith, Arkansas; Durine
Riddle, Leon, Towa; Anna Marie Kist-
mer, Bismarck, Missouri; Arahel
Wyeoff, Garnett, Kansag, Doris Danz,
nion, Missouri; and Lorraine
Snyder, St. Charles, Missouri.

Valentine Dance Given

Sephomores Trim Gym with Cupids
and Hearts

The freshmen, Juniora, and
seniors were most delightfully enter-
tained by the sophomore class at a
date dance in the gym on Saturday
night, February 16.

The decoration committee, headed
by Sally Pemberton, had carried out
the color scheme of red and white
in all details, The ceiling, erstwhile

rg,  was completely hung with
white crepe paper, and the walls
woere also in white, but were orna-

mented al appropriate intervals with
red silhouettes of cupids and hearts.

Dr. and Mrs. Roemer, and Miss
Hanking formed the receiving line at
the far end of the gymnasium.

Dancing continued from §:30 until
11:30 to the music of the 11-piece bhand
which was unusually good what with
their medley of “Star Dust” and
“MoonGlow”, and their interpretation
of the rather old but still highly pop-
ular “The Object of My Affection.”

Nan Latham was wearing a stun-
ning dress of gold moire, and Bar-
“ara Hall was the picture of sophis-
tieation in her green crepe formal.
Mildred Keegan, the guest of sister,
was lovely in her flame satin; Vir-
ginia Porter's white chiffon dress
with the flowing sleebes wag lovely,
“nth Kelly looked darling in a heavy
yellow crep ; one might go on for
columns, At any rate, this dance has
heen judged by many as the best
dance of the wyear. Thanks, soph-
omores.

SYMPATHY EXTENDED

The students of Lindenwood join

in extending their sympathy to Alice

Bainum in the loss of her father who

was fatally injured in an accident at

their home in Cheyenne, Wyoming.
Alice has returned to school.

Plan For Circus

The Home Economics club held a
meeting Thursday afternoon, Febru-
ary 21. Mary Belle Grant, president,
presided over the meeting. Quite a
few reports were given. Betty Barr
had as her subject “Ellen Richards";
Zoe Barnes, “"Anna E. Richardson";
Josephine Miles, “Margaret Justin"”
Lilian Peterson, "Alice Edwards";
Bobby Elkins, “Dr. Louise Stanley".
Jo Neindorf, “Mrs. Renassler”, Ethel-
gard Barry gave a short report on
"Labeling”, and Marian Schulze also

spoke. Plans for the circus were dis-
cussed, The refreshments were
angel parfait, chocolate cake, and
coffee,

Pledges to Kappa PI

Kappa Pi. National Honorary Art
Fraternity, annovnees the following
pledges: Sarabel Pemberton, trea-
surer of the Art Club;, Catharine
Schroeder, president of the Art Club
and treasurer of the freshman class;
and Evalyn Eberle, Mary Sue Kel-
lams, Janet Sage, Mary Elizabeth
Triebel, and Mary Jane Wishropp, all
freshmen.

Katherine Henderson, of Pocahon-
tas, Arkansas, a former Lindenwood
student, was a visitor tn the campus
last weekend. Katherine has a job
with the state legislature in Lit-
tle Rock, Arkansas. Ruth Lothrop,
of Webhster Groves, was ualso out to
see her friends for the first time
this year. She is attending Washing-
ton University.

Beta Pi Theta, French sorority,
held a meeting in the Y. W. C. A.
parlors on Monday night, Februvary
11. The girls sang French songs and
playved French games. Eleanor Payne
accompanied them at the piano.

Geraldine Robertson was slightly
injured in a fall in the swimming
pool on Monday, February 18 It
wag feared that her knee cap was
fractured but it was later determined
that it was merely a sprain,

Mildred Keegan, Lindenwood '31.'32,
was the guest of her sister Kath-
erine, two weekends ago.

Tells of Things Mexican

Dorothy Hope Miller, now Mrs.
Forgey, spoke at the last meeing of
El Cireculo Kspanol, Spamnish club,
about her stay in Mexico last sum-
mer. Evelyn Brown, president of the
club, presided over the meeting,
which took place in the Y. W. par-
lors, Tuesday evening, February 12.
Mrs., Forgey had brought a lot of
Mexican things to the meeting such

as Spanish lace, pottery, woven
baskets, blankets, and a ‘beautiful
Mexican blouse. She talked about

the customs of the people, especially
in Mexico eity where she gtayed while
in Mexico.

Mrs. Forgey was a student at Lin-
denwood (1931-34) and specialized in
dancing. She is now lving in Uni-
versity City.

““Abe’s’’ Birthday Again

On Lincoln’s birthday the flag was
raised on the campus. Lincoln’'s
pieture was on the stage, adorned by
flags. There were flags on all the
tables in the dining room. Even
though Lindenwood did not have any
formal observance of this day, every-
one remembered that it was Lin-
coln’s birthday.

Read The Linden Bark.

Lynn Wood Observes

Well, 1 guess the postoffice had
rbout ite busiest day on Valentine
Day. 'Most every box had a little
red package glip in it, some had two
and some even five or gix, and then
some were empty like mine. Woe isg
me! Virginia Sodeman got the love-
liest valentine—unree orchids in a
velvet box, and Merriam Harris got
tulips, and a beautiful white vase
came with them. The sender was
cortainly a thoughtful person, cause
HOW would gorgeous red tulips look
in a purple and yellow wastebasket,
or a drinking glass I ask you.
Roberta Miller's Donnie sent her two
dozen roses.....a large order? I'd say,
and I'd say Donnie kinda likes our
Berta, or am [ getting too sentiment-
al, Sara Davis’ brother sent her an
orchid. Seriously, that's one of the
nicest things ['ve heard of.

So much for the flowers, though
there were lots more. Nancy Smith
received a book of best modern
plave from Emmy, her best beloved,
and odd to me, Nancy says they even
exchange gifts at her house on Lin-
coln's birthday, Think I'll mention
that at home.

I shan’t even start to name the
numerous girls who received candy,
and phone calls, Why the phone at
Niccolls was almost ringing off of
the wall.

Well, it's come and gone.
what next year will bring.

Music and Reading
At the Y. W. €. A. meeting on
Wednesday, February 13, the pro-
gram consisted of two numbers, a
voeal selection, “Blue Moon™ by Mar-
garet Lynn Winder, and a reading

by Betty Hooks. Margaret was
accompanied by Arabal Wyeoff.

SILENCE OF STORM

I wonder

By Eleanor IHibbard

Silence—silence—silence—

Thick, fluffy snowflakes muffled
every sound;

Rocks were smothered out of sight.

Under the feathery weight

Pine boughs ceased their constant
whispering;

The half echo of a wind rustled—
only to die.

| CO.

TERMINAL CAB

Phone 133

L

Shop at Braufman’s

FASHION’S FAVORITE
TRENDS—

Hand picked from the most ex-
clusive Eastern Markets

Coats
Suits
Dresses

We shall be pleased to show
them to you.

WE GIVE AND REDEEM
EAGLE STAMPS

Braufman’s




