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[ Ur. and Mrs. Roemer '

l News from the Dean’s (ffice

Annual Luncheon at Missouri

Dr. Gipson says that her trip to
Athletic Association

Minneapolis to attend the Biennial[-
meeting of the American Association |

of University Women was most profit-
everyone when words cannot express

able. One of the many outstanding g 5
persons who spoke was President u‘mas complete appreciation of a good
(time. The senlors had that feelinz

Woolley of Mount Holyoke. She gave
by laf!,er the luncheon given in their honor

a very Interesting account of the : x
Prace Conference to which she was by Dr. and Mrs. Roemer at the Mis-
a representative. souri Athletic Association on Satur-

Some of the problems which wemi']ay' May 20. PForty-seven seniors and
discussed at the meeting were; the!!WeNty faculty members were guests.
education of the pre-school t".l'lii(l,.lt was truly a delightful party  which
adult education, the granting of! ®VoIYone enfoyed greatly,

scholarships and fellowships to girls! The table was in horseshoe shape |

desiring a college education or to|With decorations of yellow and white. |

women who wish to continue grad.|the school colors, anq a very spring-
uate work in a special field, and the | like combination. Bowls of yellow
international character ©f present.|roses and white sweet peas were in
day education. - jthe center. On either side of the

The Dean met many old friends in |bowls were yellow tapers tied with

Minneapolis. Besides the represen- ribbons and flowers,
tatives of the 8t, Louis College 'Cluh[ Some of the Lindenwood songs
and the State officers of the A.A U, Were sung and Dr. Roemer pro-

W., I'r. Gipgon wag very pleased to nounced the invocation, The luncheon
meet Dr. Hildegarde Kneeland of the menu was fruit cocktail, nuts, celery,
economic department of the home |0lives, filet mignon, French fried po-
economics diviston at Washington, D.|tatoes, asparagus, head lettuce, straw-
C. Dr. Kneeland gave a splendid berry parfait, cakes, ang coffee.

talk on the place of home economiecs The party would not have been
in the changing world of today. complete had Mr. Motley's favorite
song “Let Me Call You Sweetheart”

The proof of the cnmmr-!ncement:hﬂﬂn omitted. He very ably lead in
programs has been returned to the singing it.

printer, and Dr. Gipson feels sure| After Iluncheon Dr., Roemer and
that the programs will be ready ini'-.\lrs. Roemer made a short talk cof
| regret at seeing the seniors leave, Dr.
_— :Sttlmbprs: sald he did not remember

Chapel tomorrow will be devoted faces well hut just give him a tongue
to the giving of prizes offered by the | depressor to look down throats and |
art department, the home economies he would remember, Mr, Thomas
department, the physical educatifon}said that he was very proud of the
department. At this time the Dean|fact that in the senlor class there
hopes to be able to announce thewere nine music majors, Dr. Crege
ch'ef cditors of the annunal for next;‘sai(l that If she sponsored classes for
Also, the prizes for the best the next hundred years she would not
have one she liked better. Dr. Dewey
remarked on the sincerity and coope--
Again Dr. Gipson|ation of the class, Mr, Motley sai?
[ that everyvone would remember th-~
class by his mule ride on March 4.
Elizabeth Eneland, class president.

jsaid that nothing she would say or do

1 gl would ever thank everyone at Lin
A'umnae Association denwood enough for all of the wonder-

Elects New Officers, ful things they had dome ibr the
|~eniorg of 1933,

New officers of the Limlenwnn\:| The guests were the members of
Alumnag  Association were elected | the senior class, with the excepticn
May 22, when the organization held'of Martha MeCormick, who is ill, Dr.
its annual meeting at the collego, Imd Mrg, Dewey,, Dr, and Mrs. Stum-

Mrs.  eorge M, Null, of St, L‘.harles,ih‘-‘-l'ﬂ- Mr, and Mrs. Thomas, Mr. Mot-

just a few days now

vear.
kept rooms will he awarded.

Library Fines!
wighes to stress the importance of
these and urge each girl to be sure
ang pay hers, if she has one.

was elected president, Mrs, Harold ¥, DT |-ﬁ!nvmau. Dr. ﬁregg,TMiss
Evans of Kansas City, vice-president,'Hﬂ“‘““»"- Dr. Sehaper, Mrs. Under-
|wood Miss Stumberg, Miss Cook,

Mrs, B. P. Baldwin, of Pattonville,
Mo., secretary, and Mrs. J. C. Vogt, Mics Waye, Miss Reichert, Miss Par-

of St. Louls, treasurer, |ker and Mrs, Zeisler, with Dr. and
'Mrs. Roemer as hosis.

At luncheon, Dr. Roemer called for
representatives of the various classes
stand, at which time, Mrs. Clara
Christy Mellor was found to be the
oldest graduate present, representing
the class of 1875. Mrs, D, M. Hardy
ond Mrs. Dovglag V. Martin represent-
ed the clagg of 1876, and Mrs. Charles

Rev. Mr. Gearheard
In Sunday Vespers

Explains Worth of Visions

to

Rev, A, J. Gearheard chose as his

i Entertain Senior Class |

There comes a day in the life of |

W. Wilson represented the class of
18717.

fext at Vespers Sunday evening, May
21, the s«ixth verse of the twelfth

(of vour life.

Alumnae and St. Louis
Club College Guesis

Seniors Act as Hostesses

Louis Lindenwood College
the Lindenwood College

The 8t.
Club and

Alumnae Association were the guests |

of the college Monday, May 22nd. The
members of the Senior Class acted as
hostesses to the guests. At eleven-
thirty, a chapel program was present-
ed in honor of the visitors. The col-
lege sextelte sang two lovely select-
ions, Eleanor Foster gave a read ng,
and Mr. Motley gave a short talk,
Misgs Agnes Adamsg, president of the
Alumnae Association, and Mrs, J. H.
Dickerson, vice-president of the St.

Louig Club, were introduced by Dr,|

Roemer. LDue to illness Mrs. Arthur
J. Krueger, president of the St. Louis
Club, was unable to attend the meet-
ing.

After the chapel exercises luncheon
wag served In the dining room. Be-
tween courseg Dr. Roemer intreduced
the guests in the order of their grad-
nation, The carliest clasg represent-
ed was 1875, MWach clavs sang its
clasg song and then the entire group
sang, in honor of Mr. Thomas, “It's
a Long, Long Trall A-Winding.”

Following the luncheon there was
a joint meeting of the two organiza-
tions in the club room. One of the
special features of the afterncon was
the exhibition of the serap hook kept
by Miss Adele Stine. In this book
are kept all the clippings about the
activities of the St, Louls Lindenwoond
College Club, At the recent meeting
of the Missouri Federation of
Women's Clobs, this book won fivst
honorable award among publicity ex-
hibits, Besideg heing very complete
anrd well kenpt, it is cleverly illustrat-
ed. The members of the Senior
clags  were invited to attend this
meating and affiliate themselves with
the Alumnae association. Other suests
at the meeting were several members
of the Wighth Distriet Federation of
Women's Clubs.

chapter of Numbe-s; “If there be
pride among vou, [,
make myself known in a vision.”
“We must recognize God’s plan”,
Reav. Gearheard said, “ang keep in
touch with the lving God. Dreams
sometimes are good things, but T am
not mueh concerned with  them,
Visions are of greater imprrtance. A
vision is the ability to look with in
tellizgence, to recognize the thing that
iz going to he, if certain things are.

or are not, done,

“If you wait for the tide of time. |

you are accomplishing nothing in life;
yvou are like the ordinary man.
Visions enable us to see others, to
e pational things, and to see Jod.
Mcsat of the visions of the Bible are
pravrees of things to come.”

In closing, Rev, Mr, Gearhearg =said,
“You can not run from God. You can
not escape Him, nor the consequences
He is with vou every
day of vour life”

the Lord, will| ing

Commencement Exercises
All the Events within a Few Days

Commencement week is full of a
“number of things" as can be seen by
reading the following list of events.

Dr. Linneman has announced the
annual art exhibit for Friday, June 2

in the art studip from three to six
o'clock. If one has not seen the
beautiful picture in the studio ded-

'i(-.at.nd to Dr. Linneman for her fine
service at the school thig will be a
good time to go. On Sibley steps at
| ten o'clock the morning of June 3,
Isenior class day exercises will take
place. Then 1is when juniors say
| the silly and sweet things to the
! seniors perhaps for the last time. The

| seniors will sing their farewell song.
| In the afternoon at 2:30 o’clock
on the golf course the spring pageant,
of which pleasant rumors have been
|ln=.-.n'd, will be given. The theme of

the pageant this year 1is the
“Olympies”. Among the soloists will
be Harriette Ann Gray, a young

Creelk ruler from Attica (for the day)
who will do a modern dance sililoquy
called “Mercury”, a Mexican Hat
Dance, and a syncopated personality
dance, Dorothy Miller will he Danea
the high priestess in the temple of,
| Zeus, and will do a Creek vase dance,
|n Mexican dance, and will take the

iinading part in the toe ballet. Helen
| Bverett, as Pericles the ruler of
\Greece, will do a Spartan dance.

| Mildred Rhoton will be Alexaxnder,
the ruler of Thessaly. She iz going
to be cosmopolitan in her dances,
which include a Greek Hoop dance, an
Argentina tango, a Hungarian Dance,
and a tap and toe solo. Julia Fer-
guson seems especially fitted to do an
Hgyptian Dance. She will also give
o Creek Maiden, and an Argentina
Tango., Martha Dean Stanley will be
Adriadne, a Greek maiden, and will do
|a Greek hoop dance, an East Indian
|(lalme. a tap solo, and an African solo.
n the pageant the ancient Gajeek

]
| games will be contrasted with the

, modern Olympic games. The first
ipart of the Greek games include
pantomines of Oreek Youths Play-
Ball, Attiep Triumph, The
Spartan, Ardiadne, Soldiers from
Thessaly, Hebes, from Hellas,
Danae, Alemena, Mercury, and
| Greek Pyrrhie Dance. Among the

| games by the Hellenic warriors are
{a foot race, a unning boad, discus,
|javelin, wreatling, a torch race, and
| Hoplitodromos, Tt looks as if the
California Olympics will he done all
over again here at Lindenwood. Be-
| fore the beginning of the modern
'Os'mpir-a the athletes will enter and
take the oath to play fair. Then ther=
lwm be a parade of Americans. Fol-
lowing this will he Czardas, by the
Polish; Egvptian Frieve and Amare-
mu, a solo: The Red Mantilla, Span-
ish: Way of Od Tokyo, Jananese:
|Thp Villagers, Duteh: Rhythmiea
and Soliloquy; American; Hungarian
Rhapeody; Tancul, Czecho- Slava-
kian; Ju Ju and Ju Ju Chief, African;

(Continued on page 2, Col. 3)
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Linden Bark:

“Now the bright morning star, day’s harbinger,
Comes dancing from the east, and leads with her
The flowery May, who from her green lap throws
The yellow cowslip and the pale primrose
Hail bounteous May, thou dost inspire
Mirth and youth and warm desire:
Woods and groves are of thy dreszs ng
Hill and dale doth boast thy blessing.
Thug we salute thee with our early song,
Ang welcome thee, and wish thee long.”
John Hilton

Happy Days Will Make For Happy Memories of Lindenwood

There are only a few remaining days of school, and then what a scatter-
ing there will be of Lindenwood girls going back to their homes throughout
the country. [Soon there will be those inevitable goodbyes, some forever,
some until next fall, and some until accidental meetings in other places.

Commencement can certainly be termed one of “those things” which we
have to endure, a time of both happiness and sadness beyond descriptiov.
As the time draws near, a lump rises in your throat in spite of everything.
When one spends nine months here, or perhaps four years, there is a certain
atmosphere of friendliness about the place which grows very dear, making it
exceedingly difficult to leave one's “school home".

After we have gone from Lindenwood, what will be the things that linger
the longest in our school day memories? Will there only be memories of
friends and associations, classes, and studies? No, Lindenwood reaches far
beyond these things and exerts an influence on usg v{hich we cannot suspect
now, First of all, there is the ever-loyal school gpirit of the yellow and white
ag the words, “We're Loyal To You, Lindenwood” are recalled to our minds.
After all, what is any school without a feeling of love and honor holding all
the students together? It is the feeling of loyalty which exists among Lin-
denwood girls that brings old girls bhack each fall so that they may again
enter into the spirit of the school

Then, of course, our college friends mean most. [t has been said that
our truest angd best triends are those we make in college. Life at school is
g0 closely associated with certain names and faces that they become almost
synonymous with the school itself.

Turning to the physical aspects of the campus, there are many things
that will always be remembered by the students. The gorgeous campus,
especially in the spring, makes a deep and lasting impression on everyvone
who gees it. The tall, stately lindens that line Butler Way, the beautiful
flowers, the golf course, tennis courts, and the dignifieq architecture of the
dormitories will never he forgotten. There are certain familiar places on
the campus, general meeting places, that will always be linked with our
memories of Lindenwood, such as the Tea Room, the swimming pool, Roemer
Auditorium, the Club Roomsg, and the swings. And what girl could ever for-
get the heautiful Library, the pride and joy of the campus?

Lindenwood has many memory appeals. It is because of them that all
its students have only the most pleasant memories of the school, and it is

because of them that we can truly say, “Our college gays are our happiest
days.

The Dance, Primitive and Modern

The Dance—What could be more enjoyable than geeing the rhythmical
movement of a supple body expressing an emotion or an idea? Among prim-
itive people it always had some accompaniment by means of which the
rhythm was emphasized. In its simplest form the accompaniment consigted
of clapping the hands or beating a drum to mark the time, Now we have
an orchestra of many different instruments to aid in the rhythmic motions.

In the June Fete the dances will be the chief entertainment. Everything
from the African savage dance to the modern dances will be performed
Dances of all nations, including Spanish, Irish, Italian, Swedish, German,
English, Japanese, Czeschoslavakian, Polish, Russian, Dutch, and Argentin-
ian, in which the girls will wear appropriate costumes and dance to the
tunes of the wvarioug nations, will be enacted. In the Argentian dance one
hears the rapid tic-tac of heels, the erack of fingers and castanets, and seeg
the supple swaying of the dancers. In the Japanese dances the girls tip-toe
swinging their fans in an endless variety of graceful sweeps. In the Italian
and folk dances of the peasant class, the girls will wear short skirts and
skip and turn and curtsey to folk music. To add variety to the program the
aesthetic toe and ballet dances in which the girls will wear pastel flowing
costumes will be done. Snappy tap routines to the tunes of the most modern
sparkling song hits in which the tappers will wear striking black and white
outfits will add to the program. In the greek and Egyptian dances the girls
move their hands and bodies in parallels and are syhynx-like in appearance.

All of these dances, the folk, toe, tap, ballet, modern, and arcobatic are
physical outlets for emotion and compose a contemporary program of one
of the oldest of the arts.

} i

Rhythm, Futuristic, Modernistic, Sky-
seraperistic, Trainistic, Feather Dust-
er, Stylistic, and Rufflesistic.

Campus Diary

“The Rivals" To Be

By AR Commencement Play
Monday, May 22, 1933—We really | Alpha Psi Omega has announced
started the week off with a bang by [ «phe Rivals”, by Sheridan, for the

getting our “Linden Leaves” thig
morning, And now everybody is busy
collecting autographs and feeding
each other that good old “line” to be
remembered by. The 8t. Louis Lin-
denwood Club came out today. There
was a sgpeclal chapel at 11:30, then a
grand lunch that was really worth
writing home about.

Commencement play to be given June
3, in Roemer Auditorium, at 8 p. m.
Miss Gordon, the director of the play,
has selected the following cast: Sir
Ant’'ny Absolute, Beulah Geyer; Cap-
tain Absolute, Mary Jo Davis; Faulk-
land, Maxine Bruce; Acres, Eleanor
Foster; Sir Lucius O'Trigger, Gretch-
en Huncker; Fag, Dorothy Holcomb;
David, Elizabeth McSpadden; Thomas,
Joanna Achelphol; Mrs, Malaprop,
Evelyn Brown; Lydia Languish, Lou-
ise Warner; Lucy, Margaret Ithel
Moore: Maid, Nancy Watson: Julia,
Franceg Vance.

The cast is now in rehearsal. Every-
one is cordially invited to attend the
finished production, June the third, at
eight o'clock,

Tuesday, May 23, 1933—All these
reviews really show us how dumb we
are, which only goes to show that we
should have studied more (good
paychology). Just think, only two
more days of real classes! Some of
these Senlors are having grand times
—what with commencement pre-
sents, wedding showers, and other

gayeties, Dr, Roemer let us dance at
dinner tonight, which improved Baccalaurests afd Concert
everyone's disposition.
On June 4, at three P. M., \Dr, David
Wednesday, May 24, 1933—Last

Skilling, of the college hoard of
directors, will give the baccalaureate
sermon. Dorothy Ann Martin  will
sing Counod’s “Ave Maria” and Edith
Knotts will play a violin obligato.
At 6:30 the choir will give a com-
mencement concert, There will he an
anthem, the sextet will sing, and there
wil 1be a violin duet.

Commercial Club meeting this year,
and election of officers, Y.W.C.A.
initiated its newly decorated parlors
by having ““open house” tonight and
wasg there ever a big crowd out? May-
be because of the food. No foolin’,
vou would hardly recognize our par-
lors now with the new furniture and
surtaing, and we really do have big

plang for next year. Awarding the Honors

Thursday, May 25, 1933—Hurrah!
No wonder everyone seems peppier
than usual today. This is the last
day of clagses, but oh dear, maybe
the worst is yet to come. Who knows
what tomorrow may hold in store for
us? (Since it ig the day of our worst
axams,)

Friday, May 26, 1923—Hxams, start
today, and oh, the worried looks on
some of these faces, especially the
Freshmen who take it all so seriously.
But they'll forget all those troubles
tomorrow when they go out on the
z-1f course to spend the day again
from eight till twelve, and from one
till four in the afternoon, What a
life! Well, olg diary, this is the last
time T1l get a chance at you this
school year. You've been a terrible | §lpap s impossible. Somewhere a
bother at times but just the same T'll | garky’s volce hooms, “God won Moses
las ol g QL SRR e ? and from among the creek
grasses a bull frog accents the song
with a heavy, primitive bass. The
song ends =nd the close, dark silence
is not broken except for some sleepy
bird’s momentary protest against the
hot dark. Again—silence. It ig like
black feathers—smjothering, stifling.
And then a stray breeze erackles the
cottonweed leaves outside the win-

On June 5, at 10 A, M., in Roemer
auditorium the commencement exer-
ciges will be given, Dr. Arnold H.
Lowe of the Kingshighway Presby-
terian Church, 8t. Louis, will be the
gpeaker. Dolores Fisher, singing up
to the last, will give a solo, and Mar-
garet Love will play a violin solo.
And then there will be a lunch for
students and guests in the dining-
room, last minute pictures will be
taken, there will he tearful good-byes,
and we shall go home for the summer

JULY NIGHT

By Hleanor MacKenzie

It is a hot, sultry night of mid-July.

(Continued on page 2, Col. 3)

Fjallnag polska, Swedish, The toe
ballet will give several numbers. There
will also be Song of India; Westpha-
lian Dance, German; Sellenger's
Round, English; Argentina Tango;
Irish Jig; Jarabe Tapatio, Mexican;

Salatarella, Ttalian, In keeping with| dow, and, in the distance, a dog
the modern pace will be & number of | howls. The hlack-feather darkness is
tap dances entitled Syncopated Tap'gone., Sleep comes,

Sentiments on Being a Senior,

To the seniors Lindenwood has come to be a second home. As senti-
ments group about their own homes, assoclations, somewhat different but
equally powerful, form about their college. Dr, and Mrs, Roemer, with their
sympathetic and understanding help when the seniforg have come to them
with problems, have been fine guiding forces in their life here. The sen’ors
think fondly of the faculty at Lindenwood for their willingness to be of help
in academie questions and in a general advisory capacity, They are pars
ticularly grateful to Dr. iGregg as class sponsor. The advantages that Lin-
denwood has generously offered the seniors they can never repay nor per-
haps fully appreciate until they face life outzide of college,

Ag the school term draws to a close, it seems harder ang harder for the
senlors to say good-bye, for they realize that they can never sngain be a part
of Lindenwood activities in the same way. The end of a very happy exist-
ence will have come, but the joy of having known it is their recompense, and
that they have enriched school life while here, their hope. Bidding fare-
well to the Roemers, their teachers, the good friends they have made, the
campus scenes, leaves them sad, but they wish to make way for others who
will know the same pleasant times they have had. The seniors wish to say
that they will always be rooting for Lindenwood, and are proud of the ahility
of the girls they leave behingd to carry on.
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CAROL

By Ruth Schaper

Carol watched the tiny galaxy of
bubbles move slowly to the edge of

sparkling circle that resembled a
lovely diamond bracelet—cold and
clear and tempting. It loo%ed good,!
awfully good, but Carol pusheq it
back. Things that weren't good for
her, she had learned to let alone; not
because she had been told to avold
them, but becavse she had found that
the more they attracted her. ths surer
they were to hurt her, Take Bob for
instance. Carol watched him across
the table, leaning toward Judy, his
hand covering hers, She couldn't
quite tell what he was saying, be-|
cause they were sitting so close to
the orchestra, and the music drowned
his words before they reached her;
but she could guess. For each occa-|
glon he had a wvery sperial remark,
and Carol had learned to connect each
remark with the respective stimulus |
which unfailingly preceded it.

Too bad she hadn't known that Bob
was coming with them, or she
wouldn’t have accepted Jack's invita
tion. Not that it really mattered, of
course, whether he was there or not,
but—well—the less she saw of him
now, the better.

“Go on and try it,” Jack said, plac-
Ing the glass of pale yellow fluid close
to her hand. “You're too gquiet—make
you feel good.”

Carol smiled up at him,

“Thanks, 1 feel fine."

: really.

ferent,

The orchestra bhegan to play a
waltz, and Jack wag asking Judy to
dance.

“If Bobby'll be a real good boy for

ing her hand out of his. “You see
that he is, Carol.
“1 promise,” Bob laughed, “Want

to dance this, Carol?"”

“Yes,” she replied,

“Remember the first time we heard
this?' he asked ng they be-an to
dance,

“At the Elms", she replied quicky.
smiling up at him. Had she remem
bered it? It stood out as vividly now
as it had three months ago. Funny
that he should mention it tonigh'.
Funny that he had even remembered

it.

“That was perfect,” he smiled.
“Top bad it couldn't last.”
“perhaps”, she smiled, “Whose

fault was it?"

“Yours—and mine,” he said slowly.
“Funny how we thought at the time
that—"

“Yes, T know,” she said.
are just like that.,"

“I guess they are,” he agreed. “Still
you think at the time that you're so
awfully—"

“In love,” Carol gupplied laughing'y*
“Of course, you do, But you aren’t
You just th'nk you are. Re.
member all of the silly things you
said that night?”

“Um-huh”, he said reflective’y. T'd
like to say them again—s-metime.”

“Oh, undoubtedly you will."

“Things

. e lanced
her glass and collact there in a bright, M@ till T get back,” she smiled, dmw.; glanced at the radiant medal which

, stones, Dan was proud of that medal,

J AGE

By June D. 'Goethe

{So Dan was too old to work! He
adorned his chest, now rising and
falling in voluminous lumps as he
stumbled over cumbersome cobbles

It stood for all the renown he had
been able to claim; it symbolized
countless travels over miles of hor-
izontal rail-——with the breath of engine

fire to warm him, with night air to
cool his forehead.

The words of the foreman sang in
his wrinkled old ears: “to the grand
old man of the railroad with fullest |
appreciation for his years of ser
vice* Thick, crusty lips framed t.hel
words—familiar from repetition.
“Grand old man,” was he? He'd ghow |
them that the best engineer the line
had ever employed was not one to #it
back and allow a gold medal to re-
place his work at the throttle!

“Owe it to yourself to resign and
take things easy, don't You know.
1f only for your health’s sake,—"
Bah!

Dan’s watering blue eyes failed to
see the shops and warehouses that
erowded either side of the street like'
anxious children awaiting a parade
and held back from the pavement it-
self only by vigorous commands of
the traffic officer.

As the knoll of the hill was reach-
ed, the shop-district withdrew to the

“1 don't know,” he replied injured-

“Never take a drink?”
“Not often—can’t hear the taste of |

What's that piece?”

“0Oh, | don't know. Want to dance?” |
“All right.” |
The large dining room was dimly
lghted, and asross the dance [loor
a soft blue light played upon the
heads of the dancers,

“1 don't believe you like me very
well. You've hardly said a word all
evening,” he said, as he led her slow-
ly across the crowded [floor.

Carol laughed and shrugged her
shounlders,

“Silly! I never talk when I'm hav-
ing a good time.”

“Happy?' he asked,
smile on his lips.

Carol glanced in the direction of
their table, where Bob and Judy were
#til sitting, his dark head bent over
Judv's lizht one. “You're lovely" he
was probably saying, !

“Perfectly”, Carol smiled. "“Yon'
know, I'd r~ther dance here than an¥-
whera else.”

“yeah?' Jack asked. "So would I
That Burton really has an orcheatra.”

“Doesn’t he, though? They had h'm
up for the prom last Spring, and did
it ever go over!"

The misic stopped and they retuyin-
ed to their table. Judy giggled ex-
citedly as they =at down.

“He's crary, Carol,” she said, “abo-
Intely cravy. If he isn't c°r ful, I
ghall fall in love with him.”

“I dare you to” Bob sald.

Carol lcoked up at him, ani their
eyes met for a moment. Crazy-—
weren't they all crazy? The whole
businesg was absurd. Still, that was
the way it always was—the way it was
done and had to be. You fall in love
with someone ever so often, and after
a while either you or the other one
gets tived, and the on'y thing 1aft to
do is find someone elss and start all
over again. Then, when you ge! to
ke twenty-five or thirty and prospects
of finding someone else aren't &0
good, you decide that the one you
have isn't so bad—so you marry him;
and that's all there is to it. But if
only it counld be different -omotlmu.l
It cnly it could be just a little bit dit-

it.

a satisfled

| Carol turned to Jack.

1v.
“I do,” Carol said softly. Tf only
the music would stop and they'd go
back to the table! Why did he have
to bring up the Elms—everything that
didn’t matter any more, and that she
couldn’'t bear to think or talk about.'

“What's the matter? Tired?”

“A little. Had six classes today.
What time is 1t?"

“Oh—about eleven-thirty,” he an-
swered, “Judy svggested the Branton
after we leave here. All right with
you?" ]

“0Of course,” Carol replied. “If;
Jack wants to."

“He'll go."
~ The music stopred and they went
back to their table. Carol wan‘el
desperately to go home, but that was
impossible. They would be sure to
suspect sometling, She wa'chel
Jack pay the bill and gather their
things together. Two more hours at
the Branton. She conld see Pob and
Judy walking out ahead of them, and

“What a perfectly lovely evening”
she sald. *I just feel like dancing.

THE BARBER SHOP

By Evelyn Wood

The barber shop was a palace to
me. As I sat on the high throne-like
chair with my royal cape around my
shoulders and a white band around
my neck I was the princesg far above
my friends with long braids or curls.
In the mirrored wall in front of me 1
could view my wealth and my attend-
ants. My domain everywhere pre-
sented n view of sparkling cleanliness
—the cold white floors, the softer
white walls, the stiff white uniforms
of my immediate attendants. Along
the back walls awaiting me were my
footmen, frowning or partially hidden
by papers. In front of me on & shelf
was my greatest wealth—rows and
rows of bottles of various colored per-
fumes. I was the stern princegs of all
until the ;qlippers started running
over my neck and the barber next to
mine started dabbing whipped cream
en a man’s face. Then I laughed and

preeminence of the rail-vards. Those
long, low sheds were transformed to
a paradise of beauty by old Dan's dis-
torted fancy. Soot and smoke merely
perfumed the atmosphere,

Breaking into a sudden run that
shot sharp paing through his matted
white halr as each foot clamped
heavily on the hard pavement, Dan
conld not help remembering “better
days"—he preferred not to be more
specific—when he had run this antire!
stretch with practically no want of
breath. But old warriors, like old
engines—. But the idea was cut short.
Thundering toward him was the sub-
ject of his very thought. Like an
animal hunted and out of breath, the
mammouth structure of iron and steel
came to a halt. Was that a tremour
that spread through the giant ribs?

A rasping voice broke into his med-
ftation. “The old war-horse—tired
and worn out—=seen its day. Wheel it
over to the freeze.” Could they be
speaking of him? Then came the
clang of steel chains as the dismant-
led engine was rolled away. It was
queer that he had made such an
absurd mistake. Yet the comaprison
stuck In his brain—a worn-out en-
gine; a tired old man.

Quite suddenly he realized that the
dazzling sun was blinding his vision,
The burning ciders seemed to wrinkla
under him. It was pleasant to relax,
indifferent to the approaching foot-
stepg, the support of many firm
arms. An old engine—; an old war-
horse: a knotted old hand that would
not again grasp the throttle,

A STUDY IN RED

By Stella Louise Fischer

Slauching on a high stool, chewing
her gum, Jane sold tickets. As
rhythmically as though someone were
counting one-iwo-one-two, she chewed
twice to every click of the ticket
machine. Everyone noticed her plat-
inum blonde hair, arched and painted
eyebrows, blue eves, red cheeks, scar-
let lips, and red dress. The coral
polish on her long, beautifuly mani-
cured fingernally was just another

my kingdom wag forgotten.

shade of red.

MISFIT

By Betty Reed

All right, he'd try to watch the ball
more carefully, but it should be near-
by quitting time now. Tonight he was
missing Dr, Lew’s experiment on the
nervous system, just to fall around a
muddy field, trying to keep his raw
cold hands from being mangled so
that he wouldn't be handicapped in
the laboratory tomorrow, half killing
fellows, when he'd rather bandage
their bruises or even—Iif they'd let
him try—sew up their cuts. But this
was glory, fighting boys you'd never
seen before, and his father would slap
him on the back if he mantuged to
creep a few yards with the football,
praise him for equalling his brother's
record and brag about his husky
shoulders to another football fan on
the bleachers.

Why couldn't he have been thin
zud neurotie, so they'd permit him to
stay in the laboratory after school,
without yelping that a big fellow like
him, shouldn’t be wasting time putter-
ing with a few test tubes, but ought
to be down on the lot with the team,
working for his school, accomplishing
come hing worthwhile. Just twenty
more minutes of worthwhile tackling
hefore he'd be through—for today.

RIVER

By Julia Ferguson

Glassy opal, mirrored yellow,

:Streaked tangerine and black,

L'ght the sun gave to the river

And the river gave back.

Colden river gloating in its grue
gome potency:

They're dragging that river for the
dead.

Flattened life barge, grinding tow
wheel,

Ropes and grappling tongs and men,

Fighting gods that have them
beaten

But they’ll never know when.

Marble river chuckling In the know-
ledge of its power:

They're dragging that river for the
dead.

Steel and lock, cement and gate-

way,

“Blocked the river in its course;

But it swelled and broke
shackles

And swept on in all its force.

Still it hore its latent vengeance
though its shores were calmed to
peace:

Now they're dragging that river for
the dead.

its

THEME WRITING

By Elizabeth Stratton

She sat cross-legged on the bed with
a notebook in her small hand. There
was an interestingly remote look in
her eyes as she stared unseeingly at
the opposite wall. So she sat for sev-
eral minutes. Then her eyes narrow-
ad: a wrinkle crossed her forehead;
she quickly dropped her head and
started writing. Several words were
written in a jerky, cramped style;
then the pencil was poised for a few
geconds in mid-air, to be dropped a
moment later to resume its quick, un-
certain way. Again she stopped; this
time with a frown she read over the
material she had written and several
times seratched out words and insert-
ed others. Finally, after many frowns,
muech writing and scratching out, she
threw aside the notebook and sighed,
“That's finished at last, thank good-
ness!”
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ON TRAVELERS AND TOURISTS

By Margaret Taylor
There are travelers and there are
tourists, Is there any real difference?
Yes, I think so, though T may be
wrong. Nevertheless, I distinctly

A CHICAGO INTERLUDE

By Florence Wilson

Bang! Spsss! Bang!
I stumbled out of bed and fell
against the window. Down the street,

feel that there is a vast difference, | Which runs at right angles to our

A toruist cen be recognized instantly,
while the most widely traveled person
may never he noticed as such,

If you have ever had the misfor-
tune to travel by train, you have seen
a great many queer looking people.
For the most part, train passengers
are always frightfully bored and
those who are not hored are hope-
lessly lost in viewing the rapidly
passing scenery. There is absolutely
nothing one can do with them in the
way of conversing, They have taken
a trip to see the country, and no mat-
ter what, they intend to see it, How-
ever, some of thesg nature enthu-
siasts are simply timid, and in order
to appear experienced travelers, they
gaze rather blankly into the space
outside their window. It is always
amusing to watch certain of these
shrinking figures attempt to leave
the train upon arriving at their desti-
nation. They are sure to feel that
every other passenger iz deeply inter-
ested in their every movement. They
call a porter rather apologetically and

their face betrays a guilty feeling as
they see him approaching. They try |
to look as if the porter has taken
their luggage by mistake and they
are hurrying after him to retrieve it.
I have often heard great, bulking men I
attempt to explain the heaviness of
a bag by saying, “Shoeg make a bag
heavy, don’'t you know?" The porter
never helieves this but it is always
reassuring to have tiled an explan-
ation. These people one classes as
“tourists”—they are traveling forl
other business, pleasure, or culture,

However, there ig another type of
tourist who travels most often in a
dilapidated, neglected touring car.
There are always sgeveral small, mis-
erable children peeping out from bhe-
hind huge, bulging suiteases, and eat-|
ing handfuls of slightly soiled food.
They are neither happy nor unhappy
—merely tired and dirty. The older
members of the group are usually
bedraggled-looking, uninteresting, and
talkative, They have no definite goal
in mind and just seem to have started
out hoping to end somewhere, They
wear some sort of outlandish cloth-
ing, the color of dust; a huge, gaudily
figured bandanna is unbecomingly
draped around a few straggly locks
of hair. There are several pairs of
cheap, dark glasses loosely placed on
the noses of the respective members |
of the family. In the back seat
stands a shaggy, nondescript mongul,
of a pale vellow color. The entire
family talks at the same time, each
on a different subject. 1 don't be-
Jieve they ever have any real reason
for traveling in thig manner.

But, there is a type of person who
can really be admired as an excel-
lent traveler. He is usually aloue,
but this is not necessary, and he
ig extremely apprecilative in a quiet
way. He never exclaimg in a loud,
boisterous manner over the “gorgeous
coloring of the sun”, as seen from the
highest point of a mountain at sun-
rise., This type of person seems to fit
in with the natives of any couantry,
and he has traveled so much that he
is perfectly at home in any gronp, He
ig usually able to make himself un-
derstand the language of the country
in which he is traveling, and if he is
unfamiliay with it, you really never
find that out because he keeps quiet.
One always feels that the quiet per-
son ig the intelligent person. There
are few pecple in the world like the
above; however, these few are cer-
tainly to he admired and respected by

the lesg fortunate.

house, two cars were speeding toward
me. As they turned the corner, I saw
that the second one was a square car .
from which the flery flashes of an|
automatic pistol were aimed at the|
tires of the automobile ahead. Sud-|
denly, the well-aimed hullets hit their
mark and the powerful resistance of
a blown tire swerved the foremost
car, With a crash it collided with the
street lamp immediately in front of
me. Just as suddenly as the firing
started, it stopped, and the clanging
of steel against steel took its place,
Like a geyser starting its play the
shattered glass sprayed everywhere.
For a fraction of a second everything
was quiet, almost dead; then two
men sprang from the demolished car
and ran in opposite directions, one
darting up our driveway, the other
into a vacant lot across the street.
Immediately following them were two
policemen with antomatic pistols,
At the crash with the street lamp, all
the lights had gone out, and the
flashes from the guns made the only
light, But the robbers were too
smart for the police and made their
get-away, Well, the excitement was
over, | went back to hed, falling
asleep to the nolse of wrecking
wagons, savad =sirens, hospital cars,

and the genial, “Where's ye been
keepin' yourself, Pat? 1 ain't seen
ve ¢ince the Haliburton murder., That
was of the......cleverest......
wag."”

1
1
|

THE GOD OF THE TETONS [
|

By Kathryn Fox

Sheer into the night-black sky
From the banks of the deep, still
lake
Rise the great Tetons.
They are majestic ag they climb,
Mysterious as they sink into the
depthg of water,
Black beneath the silver sheen,
The mountaing, too, are silver,
In the light of the round white
moon.
Dark, softly piled clouds
Drape the perpetual snow-capped
pealks,
A cold wind moves the clouds,
Slowly, gracefully.
In the pride of majestic rnmmtain'.;.;
The cold depths of the mirrorlake,
Walks an unmerciful, awful God,
A Giod of ecold, glittering glory.

MY FIRST AUTO RIDE

By Polly Atkinson

Serambling in over spicy smelling
lunch baskets, shiny new thermos
jugs, lap robes and pillows, 1 perched
myself next to Don, our little white
Spitz dog, on the back seat of our
prand new Chandler touring car,

Fascinated, T watched my Daddy as
he took off his gold-rimmed spectacles,
blew on them, and shined them with
a clean white handkerchief, He was
yeally going to make this pretty car
run, and eclear to Kansas too, too,
wher Crandpa lived. 1 shivered with
excitement and drew the ribbons to
my straw hat tighter under my chin—
if only it weren't so early so the
Harrison kids could see me ride off—
but there—Daddy turned the switch,

“That's the lights, dear,” Mother
smiled at him patiently. “The other—
the longer one—is the ignition.” He
trned t up and pretty soon the car

street, I clutched the long black rod
going from the door up to the top of
the car; a sinking feeling came into
the pit of my stomach as we bumped
down the dusty road toward the high-
way. But once on
road [ lost my fright, and gazed with
fascination at the objects as they
went whirling past us. Firgt there
was a box-like milk cart drawn by two
old horses—this we passed as if it
were standing still. Then we passed
some people walking, and gaining
more courage I stood up on my knees
holding only to old Don for support,
and waved at them; they waved back,
too and I felt all cheerful and nice
and cool inside. T tried to pull Don
over near me, but he must have heen
hot because he clung to hig side lean-
ing hig head way out, and lapping un

the fresh air with his slck bright red |

tongne. When [ noticed the most
thrilling thing of all—our shadow rac-
ing along on the banks at the side
of the road. 1 had wondered how 1
actually looked sitting there bheside
Don, and here, riding along all the
time right beside me was that picture
—1 gazed and gazed at it—it changed
so often and took on so many differ-
ent shapes, First 1 played that we
were running a race. I pushed my
body forward to make us go faster,
but still we couldn't heat our shadow
—the only time we even got a little
ahead of it was when we passed cross-
roads, Then the shadow wounld dart
from the banks, cross the road farther
away, and slip back into its position
opposite us. Next I noticed the funny
shapes [ could be made into. When
the streamers to my hat were flying
straight up I looked like a teddy bear
with huge ears, and Don, his long
tongue sticking out, looked like the
mean Foxy Loxy who told little
Chicken Little the sky was falling,
but Don wasn't mean; he wasg good,
and Mother was good,, and Daddy
was good, and the car was good, and
I was growing sleepy. I lald my

that ribbon-like {

BLACKBERRY TIME

By Edna Buenger

When the quivering heat, like the
ripples of a wind-carressed brook,
! shimmers up a few inches from the
hot, dusty grounq to mingle with the
hot, dusty air; when the slender-
walsted wasps in their light, shiny
black suits creep in and out their
grey paper nests lke thieves crawl-
ing through a half-open window at
night; when the grasshoppers in the
dusty weeds by the side of the lane
leap heavily from leaf to leaf with
a whir of transparent wings, delicate-
ly tinted gauze in the hot whiteness
of the noon sun—then that is black-
berry time. You know then that it is
time to pull on your arms the long,
footlesg cotton stockings, to put on
your head the pink, floppy bonnet
with the berry-stained ruffles, to
climb to the top-most shelf in the
pantry and get the berry pail that is
covered with dust and cob-webs, and
to march proudly down the lane be-
side your mother toward the little
wood on other side of the cornfield.

You run wildly after gauzy butter-
flieg with your pail swinging on your
arm and your honnet bumping up and
down on your neck. The lane is a
bit rough and before you know it yon
tumble to the ground and the pail is
rolling down the hill with a jingle
and jangle as the handle beats up and
down on its sides. Mother picks yon
‘up and dusts your dress while you
pull up the stockings that have fallen
below your elbow. Then youn catch
!the run-away hucket and skip on to
, the edge of the cornfield,

Before yvou it billows like a green
sea beneath the breath of the sum-
mer breeze that springs from the hid-
den moon. You steal guietly in and
out the solemn aigles of corn behind
mother, listening awefully to the rasp-
ing music of the thick leaves above
'you and touching lightly the cool, yel-

cheek up against the cool leather | low-green bases of the corn stalks,

cushions, and soon forgot I was rid-
ing in our wonderful ecar.

THE BOOTLEGGER

You pass from the last row of corn
and mother swings you over the low
fence that keeps out the dark, green
wood. As you hop from one dry stone
to another in the stream bed, mother
looks about for a blackberry pateh,

By Flora May Rimerman
Into the crowded hotel lobby saunt-

She soon finds one where the briars

rumbled, coughed and spit, and we
were actually backing out into the

ered a short, stockily-ouilt man dress-| climb over each other until they lose
ed in an ordinary fashion but with' themselves in their own'wludtngs.
unusual swagger and smoothness in: With a ery of joy you begin picking
his attire. Swinging a cane and nod. the dark, juicy fruit regardless of
ding importantly to friends, he was brambles that seratch your face and
outwardly complacent and cocksure; | legs, Before long you have your pail
vet his dark face with the hat pulled | filled and you jerk a\\:'a)' from the
low over his black shifty eyes held a| clinging briars and wriggle yourself
look of shrewdness, and the slight to mother's side,
but constant twitching of his right| ‘“Mother, how many pies Wwill that
cheek showed some inward fear,! make?” you ask as you peer up in-
“He's the biggest hootlegger in "’“’“r"l quiringly at her from beneath the
some one whispered. As though he, berry-stained bonnet,
did not know that every eye was! She laughs as she looks at the mi-
staring curiously after him, he strode croscopie heap and says, “Oh, I sup-
to the elevator and disappeared. pose about two or three big ones; now
pick some for a cobbler.”
So vou wriggle away again to a
fresh patch and begin picking in-
e dustriously, seeing pies and cobblers
By Bleanor Huff growing from the branches about you.
Her slim young figure lay easily | As you reach for a delicious big berry,
on the prickly, crisp greenness of:you bump your nose right in front
mid-summer grass. [t pushed its way | of a great vellow spider that is hunch-
through the close weave of the red eq between its six legs like a yellow
bathing suit, made more hnensely! gold brooch half buried in meshes of
brilliant by sharp sunlight, and, cobwebby silk. The two wicked
tickled the small of her back—the little eyes glare into yours, and yon
only part of her body not pressed fall back with a gasp, spilling half
close to the earth. One arm sllleldefli vour bherries in an attempt to get
her eyes from the glare of the sun; away. This takes the spice from all
the other lay stretched out, withfm;mkberry picking and you rest on
fingers tightly enmeshed in the roots g log until mother fills her pail.
of the sod, the only sign of any taut-| As the sun sends its slanting rays
ness. She did not move, yet she was down from the faded heavens, mother
not asleep, for she felt the heat of|comes from the patch with the blue-
the summer sun slowly making its| plack berries heapeq in her palls. You
way through every nerve, driving out jeap up, clapping your hands, and
all other feeling except that of deep,' putting one grimy paw over hers on
warm contentment. " the handle, you march off for home,

SUMMER SUN
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vuelma Harpe Presented
In Senior Recital

Miss Thelma Harpe, pianist, gave
one of the most delightiul senlor re-
cltals of the year in Roemer Audit-
orfum, Friday evening, May 19, Thel-
ma looked stunning in a pink chiffon
formal trimmed at the sholders with
pink cog feathers, She received many
lovely bouquets of flowers and other
Ellua,

The program consisted in the first
part of two numbers, “Partita No., 2
' Minor” by Bach, played in its dif-
terent parts, Sinfonte, Rondeau, and
Caprice; and ‘Sonata, Op. 27, No. 1,
E flat Major" by Beethoven, aldo con-
sisting of parts, Andante, Adagio, and
Allegro vivace, Four short selections
comprised the second part of the pro-
gram, “Etude No. 14" and “Etude No.
8" by Chopin, both interesting num-
bers. Jazz Masgk (Mendelssohn's
“Spring Song") by Gruenberg receiv-
ed enormous applause from the aud-
ience and wag one of the most populay
selections played. This part of the
program was coneluded with a
“Marche” by Prokofieff, a wvivacious
price.

Mr. Thomas assisted Thelma In her
last number, “Concerto, G Minor” hy
Saint-Saens, by playing the orchestral
parts on the second piano. This sel-
ection indeed showed the great ability
of Thelma as a pianist, as did the en-
tire recital.

Albertina Flach and
Edith Knotts in Recital

A delightful junior reeital in plano
uand violin was given Tuesday after-
noon, May 23, at 4:45 in Roemer Au
ditorium by Albertina Flach and
Hdith Knotts,

[dith Knotts looked lovely in o
long tan crepe dress with full el
bow length sleeves. Her first violin
number was “Sonata, Minor” by Tar-
tini. She interpreted this lovely
aweet melody with mueh feeling.
Her next number “Melody” from Pan
and “Syrinx" by Monteclair-Friedherg
was  truly  beautiful. The difficult
passages were played with a precision
that showed a mastery of technical
problems, “Menget®” by  Porporas
Kreisler, thelast of this group, was a
rlow melodic selection which she
played with understandide. She was
ably accompanied by Allia Mae Bor
marn.

Albertina Flach next appeared
looking very girlish in a white dotted
organdv with ereen sash. Her first
number “English Snite V" hv Baeh
was indeed played masterfully, Her
fingerwork and fouch were exquisite.
Har next selection “Etude, Op. 25,
No. 6" by Chopin was a moving num-
ber, which she played with lovely
aingine tones. Her “Etude Op. 25,
No, 10 by Chopin™ was impressive It
D a sad dramatie tone which she
interpreted perfactly.

[dith Knotts again appeared and
played “Slavonic Dance, E Minor” by
Dvorak-Kreisler, a very brilliant num-
ber which she played with much
feeling. THer “Entr'acte” by Kramer
was tender and moving, “Scenes de
In Csarda”™ by Hubay was dashine
and brilliant and made a perfect end-
Ing.

Albertina Flach then played “Noe-
turno” by Respighi, a slow soft mel-
ody, In her next number “Arabegqus,
No, 11" by Debussy demanded perfect
technigue.  Iar last number “Con-
corto, A Minor” by Grieg was a duet
with Audrey MecAnulty at the second
piano. In this number they achleved
a grand elimax which cloged the con-
cert with brilliance.

Read the Lindan Barlk,

Dramatics Department
Gives Chapel Recital

One of the most interesting recitals |
the Dramatle department has preseni-
ed was given on Thuraday morning,
May 18. The first of the program was
given by the Voice and Diction class,
which presented selections for a verse
speaking choir. Several ballads and
poems were vead very artistically.
Perhaps the most enjoyable was “Tue
Bonny Banks of Fordie” which was
acted out by members pf the class,
These taking part in this performance
were Mary Florence Comstock, Mary
Greer, Florence Wilson, Elizabeth Me-
Spadden, Flora Mae Rimmerman,
Betty Carter Parnum, Janet Winnett,
and Anna-Marie Balsiger.

The rest of the program wus com.
posed of readings by the various
members of the department. Hliza-
beth McSpadden gave “Gretna Green”
by Constance D'Arcy Mackay. Her in-
terpretations of the father and daugh-
ter who seemed to be very much at
oddg with each other were egpecially
good,

Florence Wilson also gave an excel-
lent interpretation of “A Drama of the
Rose /Garden” by Verna Law, a trag-
edy in which a peautiful girl and her
lover are attacked by a terrible gis-
ease and both are left disfigured for
life,

Dorothy Holcomb’s presentation of
“Neighborg” by Zona Cale was ex-
tremely good. She had in her selec-
tion nine characters, all of which
were vividly presented.

Linden Leaves
Distributed May 22.

The annuals are out.
all of the girls were to see the
beautiful new book. It is excellent
and the editor, Mary Hthel Burke,
and business manager, Theo Frances
Hull, and the assistants are to be
highly congratulated on the book.
The cover is unusual in that the
leather 18 of a woodlike appear-
ance very fitting to Linden Leaves.

The little owl of wisdom of thas
senior class is a clever motif for tue
book, and is very ingeniously used
throughout, The book is divided into
six chapters, and is dedicated to the
faculty. The views of the campus
this year are truly beautiful pletures
and will keep in the memory of the
departing seniors the beauty of the
grand school. Chapter two contains
the administration and faculty and
their pictures. Chapter three has the
class pictures, the dignified seniors
with their full page plcetures and a
short quotation from Shakespeare fit-
ting to each girl's personality and
includes photographs of the girls of
the other three classes,

Chapter four gives the many or
ganizations of the school, their pur
pose and membership. Chapter five
is devoted to the physical education
department, with pictures of hockey,
basketball, archery, track, golf, tennis,|
play day, May Fete, Spring Festival,
and dancing.

Chapter six contains the features.
First are the pictures of the gqueens,
May Queen, Jane Bagnell; Maid of
Honor, Margaret Ringer; Halloween
Queen, Aileen Hill and Popularity
Queen, Mary Ethel Burke. In this
section are the literary contributions
and group snapshoes.

The advertisements this year are
particularly attractive. If you will
look closely you will find a few very
good jokes among them. Another
interesting poster of the book is pub-

How happy

College Emphasizes
Vocational Guidance

During the latter part of April and
the first part of May every Freshman
in Lindenwood was given an oppor:
tunity to discuss herf future plans
while in coliege and her potential in-
terests after college graduation.

The purpose of these conferences
was to assist the Freshman to dis-
cover for herself her particular in-
terestg and the activities to which ghe
is best adapted. Dr., Schaper stated
that each Freshman was eagent to
evaluate the best methods for her
own physical, intellectual, and emot-
jonal development. It is careful ed-
ucational planning that enables au
young woman bhest to develop her
abilities for her own satisfaction and
for useful contributions to soelety.

The vocations that particularly in-
terest Lindenwood Freshman are:
Fine Arts, Health Vocations, Social
Vocations, and Business Vocations,
The Fine Arts include music, dancing,
wmriting, dramatics, graphic and
plagtic arts. Nursing, medicine, den-
tigtry, dietetics, physical education,
hospital laboratory technigune, and in-
dustrial laboratory technigue are the
flelds classed under Health Vocations,
The Social Voeations consist of home-
making, education, social work, law,
and relimious work. The Business
Voca'lons in which the girls showed
interest were advertising, secretarial
work, department store work, and
accounting.

As well as a pathway to all these
vocations, Lindenwood offers an ex-
cellent liberal education during the
four yvears of college life.

Chicago Club Open
to Lindenwood

Mrs., Roemer has received word
from Mrs. Carey Culbertson, president
of the Women’s University Club of
Chiecago, that all faculty women and
student® of Lindenwood College, are
extended a most cordial invitation to
avail themselves of the Club’s hospl
tality during their stay in Chicaro
this summer. The Club is idenlly
located at 185 North Wabash Avenue,
one  hlock from Marshall Field's,
within easy reach of all centers of
interest in the Loop, and convenient
to the Century of Progress grounds
and  convention headquarters,

' Classical Corner

This poem was written by a mem
ber of the class in Greek Mythology.
It ig based upon the Greek story of
a wicked king who was changed into
a hawk, the wife ol the king, and her
<ister who were changed into a night-
ingale and a swallow.

The Hawk Dies,
(By Kathryn Fox)

Dim prairie,

impty save for a jagzed fence

Running drim¥enly into the

of the sky,

And on a post a hawk,

His wings outstretched,

Draggled and stiff.

How many times Tereus dres

While Procne and Philomena

Make the night air sweet with song

And fill the dey with rhythm as

they fiy.

They ara revenzed on you forever,

Tereus,

For always men will kill the hawk

And let the swallow fly;

And let the nightingale soar into

the stars

And drop her notes, like petals, to

blue

lication of many Lindenwood songa,
It is an exceptional book and on:z to
be cherished and appreciated.

the ground;
For it is beauty that men love, I
And justice. |

WHO’S WHO?

Is she only a ‘boid’ in a gilded cage?
Mais non—with much emphasis, She
has so much personality that il makes
her thin to carry it. She wandered
up here from Texas, and radiated so
miuch fun and pep that she made
more friends in a few days than a lot
of “0Old Settlers” have in—oh, well,
she just isn't the type to keep con-
cealed.

Can she sing?—more affirmative
nods—why she can even keep tune
“‘on a bicyele built for two”. You
couldn’t but remember the timid (?)
little thing that so graciously render-
ed a few numbers for a Y. W. pro-
gram and the sport dance which was
held in the gym not so long ago!
Well, for the final clue to this
“Mysterious Miss"—she’'s a second
floor Ayreloom (in only one sense of
the word.) Now guess—nice work.

SPORTS |

A. A. Track Meet

The track meet sponsorpd every
year by the Athletic Assoclation was
held Monday, May 23, on the athletic
field. There were eight events open
tin which many girls participated. The
events consisted of the discus and
javelin throw, fifty yard dash, forty
vard hurdle, baseball and bpasketball
throw, high jump, and running broad
Jump.

The discus throw was won by
Helen Everett; Peggy McKeel, sec-
ond; and Shirley Haas, third. The
winning throw was 69 feet, 4 inches.
The javelin throw was also won by
Helen Everett, with Louige Palne see-
ond, and Peggy Blough, third.
dverett tosseq the javelin 62 feet, 2
inches. Nancy Smith and Myra Dud-
ley Sponable tied for first place in
the high jump with a mark of 47
inches. Flora May Rimerman was
gacond, and Bessie Roddie and Ruth
Howe tied for third place.

The running broad jump was won
by Helen Everett with a jump of 12

feet. Mary Ethel Burke was second
and Myra (Dudley Sponable, third.
ILverett later unofficially surpassed

this and jumped 18 feet, 5 inches, The
fifty yard dash was run in 6 seconds
by Nancy Smith, with Cooper running
a close second, ang Burke and Rim-
merman tied for third. Nancy Smith
also won the fifty yard hurdles with
plenty of competition. Rimerman,
aas, and Hoen tied for gsecond, and
McKeel and Keegan tieq for third.

In the baseball throw first place
went to Louise Paine; second, to
Helen BEverett; and third, to Peggy
McKeel. The basketball throw was
won by the same three girls, Paine,
‘irst: Everett, second; and McKeel,
third. In the entire meet Helen
Bverett was first, with three first
places, and three second places to her
credit, Nancy Smith was second
with three first places.

The judges for the event were:
Mildred Keegan and Ella Margaret
Williams, high jump; Bessie Roddle,
Helen Lightholder, and Geraldine
Robertson, discus and javelin; Har-
riette Anne Gray, Ruth Griez, and
Myra Dudley Sponable, baseball and
basketball throw; Helen Everett and
Mildred Rhoton, running broad jump;
Peggy Blough, :Dmtothy Miller, Ca-
mille McFadden, fifty yard dash and
fifty vard hurdle, All of the judges
are members of the Physical Educa-
tion Department.

Read the Linden Bark.
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COLLEGE CALENDAR

Thursday, June 1:
Juniors Entertain Seniors in club
room at 7:00.

Friday, June 2:

Art Exhibit, 3:00 to 6:00.

Saturday, June 3:

Class Day,

Spring Festival at 2:30.

Alpha Psi Omega play, 8 o'clock in
Roemer Auditorium.

Sunday, June 4;

Baccalaureate Serman by Dr. 'D. M,
Skilling, 3:00.
Monday, June 5:

Commencement,

Dr. W. H, Howe.l
10:00.

Sidelights of Society |

Y. W. C. A. Ends Year

The last meeting of the Y W.C.A.
wag one of the best of the year, [t
wasg held in the Y. W. parlorg in Sib-
ley Hall on Wednesday evening May
24, at 6:45 o'clock, to celebrate the
opening of the newly decorated
rooms, which will no doubt be much
enjoyed by the student body next
year.

There wasg a short program with a
reading by Florence Wilson, entitled

"Pink and Patches” by Margaret
Bland, Allle Mae Bornman played
an attractive modern piece, “Crap-

shooter’s Dance”, by Lane. The pro-
gram closed with a voeal selection by
Dorothy Ann Martin “L’Amour Tou-
jours L’Amour” by Friml. After the
program punch and cookies were
served, Dring the social hour, Lor-
raine Craver played piano numbers.

Commercial Club Efection

The last meeting of the Commercial
Club was held Monday afternoon,
May 22, in the library eclub rooms.
Following the reading of the minutes
of the previous meeting, the officers
for the 1933-34 school year were elect-
ed. Vela Wagner was elected pres-
ident, Lenore Schierding, vice-pres
ident, and Carol George, secretary-
treasurer.

Sigma Tau Delta Meets

Sigma Tau ‘Delta devoted its last
meeting of the year to the Freshmen
who had contributed to the Fresh-
men medal contest. Their programme
was informative as well as entertain-
ing. Ruth Cooper made a very in-
teresting report on the ten hest sell-
erg at the present time. Marie Blaske,
in her ever effecient manner, report-
ed on the Nohel and Pulitzer prize
winnerg and their books. Virginia
Parter cloged the programme with a
short talk on the famons literary fig-
ures who have died within the last
few years,

To complete a delightful hour,
delicious refreshments were served.

The Special Cookery Class consist-
ing of four Seniors, Margaret Hoover,
Elizabeth England, Agnes Bachman.
and Eutha Olds, served a de-
licious dinner, Tuesday evening, I
the apartment of the Home Heon-
omics Department. The ecolor scheme
was red and white.

The dinner consisted of the fol-
lowing menu; tomato ecocktail, lime
jello salad. honeless stuffed chicken,
meshed potatoes, creamed asparagus,
radishes and celery, hot biseunits, ice
cream and strawberries, cake, and ice
tea. This was the last dinner of the
vear given by the students of the
Home Teonomics Department,

Catherine Blackman gave a delight-

ful dinner in the Home Ee. depart-

ment last week., Her
Miss Morris, Miss Anderson, Susan
Jane McWilliams, Ethelda Gross, and
Martha Pearl, who acted as host. The
menu  was pineapple frappe, swiss
steak, stuffed baked potatoes, glazed
peas and carrots, cloverleaf rolls,
olives, celery, strawberry short cake,
and iced tea. Red and green were
the colors used for decorations.

A surprise dinner party was given
Tuesday, May 23, for Martha Duffy
whe will be married to Mr. Frank L.
Hawkins. After a great deal of dif-
fleulty in getting Martha downtown,
she was very much surprised to
find herself honoree at a dinner at
the Hollywood Cafe. The hosteses
were Margaret Hoover, Mary Chown-|
ing, Margaret BEthel Moore, Lois
teme Sheetz, Blla Margaret Williams,
Jane  Bagnell Maurine MeClure,
lsrbelle Wood, Louise Warner, and
Jeanette Chase. Martha was present-
ed with a beautiful silver pitcher with
her monogram on it.

Elizabeth England ‘was guest of
honor at a luncheon and shower
given for her last Thursday afternoon
in the tea room by Dorothy Roeder,
of Webster Groves, Missouri. [Doro-
thy was a student here two years
ago. The girls were served chicken
gulad, rolls, strawberry lce eream, and
angel food cake. The girls gave “Liz”
a silver mayonnaise dish. At each
place was a nut cup with a number

i
Euests were

nttached to it. When the meal was
finished Dorothy revealed a treasure
chest from which each girl received
a gift upon presenting her number.
They turned out to be kitchen utensils
to start off individual hope chests.
“Tiz" received a rolling pin which the
wirls eutographed. Those present were
Fthel Gard Barry, Dorothy Ann Mar-

tin, Betty Brown, Lillian Nitcher, Jane
Ragnell, Mary Ethel Burke, ﬂrr*tr'.hen[

Tunker, Florence Schnedler, Anna-
Touise Kelly, Annette Chapman, t!w\
honoree, and the hostess. |

]
The faculty and student body are

invited to attend the annual art ex-
hibit on Friday afternoon, May 26,
from three to five o’clock. |Dr. Lin-
nemann, members and pledges of

department, are busily engaged in
preparations for the event, which is
of the most attractive rrofects

one
of the year. Work in charcoal, water
color, arts and crafts, commercial

art, interior decorating, costume de-
aign, and other branches of art will be
"2Oen.

Dr. Tupper's Wedding, June 21
Dr. Tupper, Dr. Ennis, and Miss Mit-
chell will drive east immediately af-
ter Commencement to New York and
on to Worcester, Mass, where Dr,
Tnnis ang Miss Mitehell will be
bridesmaids at Dr. Tupper's wedding
in the Wesley Methodist HEpiscopal
Church, Worcester, Masgs., on June 21,
Dr. Tupper will have also two brides-
malds from the east and a matron of
honor from Wheaton College, all
friends of her graduate school days.
Three of the ushers are ministers, the
fourth a cousin of Dr. Tupper's who
ig returning from the Philippines,

Dr. Tupper will wear white satin
with a train and wveil. The brides-
maids will wear turquoise mousseline
de sole trimmed in transparent velvet,
while the flower girl and the matron
of honor will wear contrasting colors,
the former pink and the latter peach.
After the formal evening weddine, at
which Dr. Samuel Trexler, President
nf the English Lutheran Synod to-
gether with Dr Heath, the Methodist

The bridegroom-elect, Rev. George
0. Bjerkoe, is minister of The Church
of The Good Shepherd in Bellaire,
Long Island. Bellaire is an attractive
residential suburb, forty minutes from
he center of New York, where after
August 1st, the couple will be at
Liome, 100-02 207th Street.

A. A. Electg Officers

The Athletic Assoclation held its
last meeting of the year, Thursday af-
ternoon, in the college cluyb room.
Helen Hverett, president of the asso-
ciation, conducted the meeting.

The election of officers for the en-
suing year is as follows: Peggy
Blough, president; Ceraldine Robert-
son, vice-president; Mildred Keegan,
secretary; ang Elizabeth Kelly, treas-
urer. Plang for next year were dis-
cussed. With such an active and en-
thusiastic staff the association should
do as gplendid work as has been com-
pleted thig year,

Miss Betty Birch of Toledo, Ohio,
returned Saturday to visit on the
campus which she left in 28 with her

A. B. Betty is with the Toledo Blade !

as society editor and also writes a
sparkling column in the paper. At
Lindenwood Betly was outstanding in
literary work and was May Queen in
'28,

She was driving to Kansas City
with her mother who is also a grad.
uate of Lindenwood to get her grand
mother who is to make her home with
‘he Birch family.

Roman Tatler

The Latin department is celebrat-

ing the spring season by running a

series of Roman Tatlers dealing with
the mythology of flowers. This weeks

edition has beautitully illustrated
stories of the origin of several
flowers,

Venus loved a yonth named Adonis,
who met with a very tragic death.
The goddess, refusing to be comfort-
ed, wept a tear for each drop of her
lover's blood. The tears and blood
on the earth were changed into
flowers, the windflower and the rose,

(the flower cf love.
Kappa Pi, as well ag students in thr_-.]

The picture of a stately, rose color-
ed hyacinth illustrates the story of
Hyacinthus, the beautiful young lad
loved by Apollo and Zephyrus.
day while Apollo and Hyacinthus
were at a game of quoits the wind
blew the quoit aside and made it
strike him, killing him. Apollo in his
grief made the hyacinth grow from
the drops of bloog which stained ths
eround. :

The delicately colored iris has its
origin in the goddess, Iris. The
beautiful young messenger of the gods
wore a garment of many colors which
the Creeks used to explain the rain-
bow. It was Iris’s skirt trailing in
the breeze behind her, The flower
resembling the rainbow was natural-
ly called the iris.

The cypress tree has always been

One ,

useqd to denote sorrow, or mnurning.‘

In the olden days its branches were
placed on the doors of houses which
had been visited hy death,

The poppies first grew at the en.
france to the Cave of Sleep. The
nectar of these hrilliant flowers was
nsed hy Morpheus to create sleep and
dreams.

The story of Clytie's love for the
sun-god. Apollo, tells of how this
yvonug maiden stood watching her
love as he made his was acrosg the
l'eavens each day. Finally the eods
torned her into a lovely sinflower so
that shie mizht watch he: lover for

minigter of Wesley Church, will offic-
fate, a reception will be held at the
chureh,

ever.

Read the Lindon Bark.

“Shuffle Off to Buffalo”

or wherever you may live........
in our Shoes-that-Fit

eyt

Huning’s
Take this opportunity to say
“(iood-bye” to you that grad-
uate, and to wish you “only
The Best in life”,
To you that return—we will be
walting, for September........
§0, until then

‘Aufweidersehn’

Huning’s Dept. Store

GIFTS... v
YARDLY
DUBARRY
COTY—Maison Jerelle
JEMME

5-Year Diaries

Social Stationery by
White and Wycoff

WOLFF'S

Standard Drug Store

We take this opportunity
of wishing you all a
[Tappy Vacation
We look forward to seeing you
in the Fall.

“Get Together at Standard”

Bathing Suits
Every Style

Two-Piece
Extreme Backs

Bandana Tops

Colors Galore
by Bradley and Catalina

Telephone 133
Terminal

Cabs

STRAND THEATRE

TUESDAY and WEDNESDAY
“CAVALCADE"”

THURSDAY
Jack Oakie—Carol Lombard in
“HELL TO HEAVEN"
also Ken Maynard in
“HELL FIRE AUSTIN"

FRIDAY NIGHT
Ramon Novarro—Myra Lowe in
“THE BARBARIAN"

SATURDAY NIGHT
Janet daynor—Henry Garat in
“ADORABLE"”
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