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I News from the Dean’s Office

Work that was bezun during De-
cembey on the new catalogue will be
completed during the course of the
month, and will appear in February,
Tlie courses heing offered are partic-
ularly ontstanding and offer nnlimited
oprortunities along both  voeational
dand liberal arts Hnes,

The schiedule for final examinations
lias been posted and an effirt is being
mate (o arrange gll examinations sat-
isfactorily for evervone concerned.

Registration for the second semps-
ter was leld yesterday and today.
Work on many of the schedules has
been going forward, and Many new
and jnteresting courses are being
offered, Among the new eourses will
he PROBLEMS OF RELIGION offered
by Dr. Case; MASTERPIECES OF
ARCHITECTURE given under the
direction of Miss Hankins: DEBATE,
continued under Miss Cracraft;
METHODS IN TEACHING ENGLISH
offered by Dr, Gipson: METHODS IN
TEACHING SOCIAL SCIENCES un-
der Mise Schaper and Miss Mitchell;
METHODS IN TEACHING MODERN
LAN(IUAGES offered by Miss Wur-
ster; STATISTICS given by Miss
Schaper; ENTOMOLOGY offered by
Misa Jahn.

The list of Freshnen allowed euts
tor the second semester will appear
so0n after the gradey are recorded in
the office.

Dr. Gipson is working partienlarly
hard to he sure that the seniors grad-
nating are equipped with all the
necessary courses to it them for the
vocations they have cliosen. Special
effort iz being made to check up on
the schedules of {hosze girls planning
to teach next year. Regommendations
are going out from the
day,

Registration This Week

New Courses Dffared

Tueaday morning chapel was in
charge. of the student hoard,
At first Dean Gipson explained
that she would be glad to help
any- one who was considering a

change in school plans for the second
remester., She announced that regis-
tration would take place next week,
before examination. with any heces-
sary changes being made at the be-
ginning of the second semeszter. Also,
she explained a number of the new
conrses that are being offerad by Lin-
denwond =econd semester,

On January 11, Dr. Case made his
short Wednesday morning chapel talk
on the faseinating and inspirving life
of Dr. Alkert Switzer, telling of his
sneeess in theolgy, music, medicine,
and lite.

Sympathy Extended

The faculty and students of Linden-
wood College extengd thelr sympathy
top Miss Sayre in her recent bereave-

office every!

Lindenwood Choir
Very Successful

Giddings Presbyterian Church Enjoys
Choir Program

Lindenwood’s choeir, under the able
direction of Miss Gieselman, furnish-
ed the musical part of the Sunday
evening service, January 10, at Gid-
dings Presbyterian Chureh, Washing-
ton Boulevard at Sarah Street, in St.
Louis, where the members helped ob-
serve the fifth anniversary of the
chureh orvganization at its third loca-
tion.

Menibers of the cohgregation came
to. the eollege in earg Tor the forty
memberas of the choir and brought
them back to the campus, as they did
last year when the ehoir furnished the
music for an evening service.

Dr.  Arthur  Limotze, Promotion
Secretary of the Presbyterian Board
of National Missions of Columbus,
Ohio, delivered the evening anniver
sary sermon. Fop his sermon theme
lie told of the inability to predict the
stability of a ¢ity ¢hurch and sald
that for a chureh really to last it must

adapt itself to its community, through |

the loyalty of its members.

The Lindenwooed choir furnighed a
very substantial part of the program.
and made it truly a suceess. They en-
tered in their white robes to the pro
prassion, of, with the proper apivit,
after which the pastor, Rev. Mr. Leigh
0. Wright, introduced Miss Gleselman
and turned to the musicdl program
over top her.

This was tollowed by the doxology;
invocation, and prayver. Very appro-
printely the choir followed thiz with
Hamblen's heantiful anthem, “"Praver”,
which they sang wilh much expres-
sion,

After the seripture lesson and even-
ing prayer the clipir sang another
anthenm, this time Manney's "“Were
You There?' This number, although
short, was lovely, The unusual shad
ings aud humming were eapecially
elfective,

Alice Denton then sgang the offer
tory solo, “O Love That Wilt Not Let
Ma Go,r Thizs was especially suited
to Alice’s velce and she sang with

her nsual ease and a great deal of ex-| 0 g0 to Paris to find the coloriul
The melodiouns, soft ending | {1y, of the Parisian and instead find

pression,
was lovely.

After the sermon the choir sang as | though not so faurreaching as “Street
Art geene,”

itg last anthem, “God, Thon
Great”, by Spohr, This difficult but
well-sung number was a fitting climax
to the delighttul mugic which the
cholr rendered.

As their recessional hymn the choir
sang, “Onward, Christian Soldiers".

Doris Oxley, whe regularly accom:
panies the choir, played for all of the
numbers.

The &ntire eongregation seemed to
enjoy the music immensely, and Rev.
Mr. Wrizht expressed his deepest ap-
preciation to Miss Gieselan, the choir,
and Dr. Reemer for helping the con-
grégation observe its anniversary in
nusie.

:El&?rﬁer mother disd Decenibet 16
at Pomeray, Ohio,

land the

!ten another play,

Plays Of The Season

Mi«s CGordon Tells “¥Y" What |s Best
to be Seen

Misg Gordon gave a very interesting
discussion at the Y. W. C. A, meeting
Wednesday evening, January. 18 .on the
Current Plays of the Year, Critics
agree that Broadway is suffering from
a dearth of material; and those plays
presented are not particularly good.
The actors, however, are guite up to
the standard, yet evemexeellent acting
cannot make a good. play oul of a
mediocrs one.

Although New York is sulfering, we
are to have some real nice things in
St. Lounis, from the consensus of
opinion given on the following plays.

Miag Gordon said that the most art
istie and the most successful play was
“The Barretts of Wimpole Street”
with the artist Katherine Cornell.
This play in which she is directed by
her husband, ig said to be her best.
The plot is woven around the love
story of Robert Browning and Eliz
aheth Barrett, and iz beautifully done

The Pulitzer prize play, “Alison’s
House" hy Susan Glaspell will appeat
in 8t. Louis, although critics do nof
agree that it deserved the prize. It
is written about the Iife of Emil
Dickenson and the play is deminated
by hep personality although it takes
place after ler death. Susan Glaspell
also wrote the one act play “Sup:
proseed Desire”, which has been read
on the campus,

St Louis does not manifest the in-
terest it should in drama, and there!
are only twh organizations striving
for the betterment of legitimats
drania, the Drama League of St. Louis
Theatre Guild: The Drama
l.eague openedl the season with Chan
ning Pollock's play, “The House
Boauliful”, However, the Little The:
atre is doing better work all the time.
The director iz a4 man wio wag ass0-
ciated with the Goodwin Theatre of
Chicago, and he is assisted by & man
of the Theatre Guild of New York.

Klmer Rice. author of the Pulitzer
prize play, “Street Scene”, has writ-
“The Left Bank!,
which concerng two American couples

edeh other. It & more entertaining

Miszs Gordon sald that George Bern-
ard Shaw was writing 2 new play,
which would be an interesting bit of
news for us. It is “Tou Good to be
Trie”,

Perene Molnar has written a new
play, “The Good Fairy”, a tavorite on
the continent, with Helen Hayes, the |
star of the niotion picture “The Sin of |
Madelon Claudet’”, in the lead.

“Journey's End”, one of the best
war plays written, wag produced by
Maurice Brown, an Englishman who
camsa to America and is now doing
other plays: The "Improper Duchess”
je g seintillating play, and “The Vene-
tians"”, which is regarded as very good

(Continued on page 6, col. 1)

FIRST VESPERS OF 1932

“Is Jesus Welcome Today?" Questions
Rev. Kenaston

The first vesper sermion of 1922 was
delivered by Rev. Mp, B 8. Ker
ton. of the Fifth Street Method
Church of 8t. Charles on Sunday
night, January 10, at 6:20 in Roemer
Auditorinm.

Rev., Mr. Kenaston’s text was
chosen from the first book of Johu;
“He came unto his own, and hig own
received him not.) The title of his

b B2

address was ‘Iz Jesus Welcome To-
day?”
We assume that Jesus would be

welcome, but would he fit our present
civilization? “Let Barth receive Ler

king!" Rev. Kenaston asks, *“Ia
Christ king? Dopes he rale our nas
tional affair$? Ts America Christ
lan?"; then he avers, “Yes'. Our
coing have the motto, “In God We
Trust’” and Congress openz with
Lrayer, ’

The United States is telling Japan
to stop her moves toward the Chinese

in Manchuria, but her own past is
blemished by her marine occupancy
in Nicaragua. Rev. Kenaston again

asks, “Does Christ rule in internation-
al affairs?” There is a great deal of
talsehood and deceit which is againsgt
the prineiples of Chrigt. After the
treaty of Versailleg did the countries
coneerned cut down armaments ag
they promised to (do? Does Christ rule
where many women and children aro
working tosupport families? A great
man said. “If a Christian society is
ever to he formed, we must ceage
using men and women to make money,
and

nse money to make men and
women."
A new book by Allen ecalls the

period from 1820 to 1930 the “dizzy
decade”, During this period, the lel
sure time of people was for the most
part spent very uselessly, Many
foolish games and the like were par-
licipated in to the extreme. but now
there iz a tarning toward deeper
thinking. The world is tived of “con-
fetti and muted trumpets” and it ig
now beginning to listen to more im-
portant voices, and the voice of Jesusg
iz heard.

“It we probe our lives for the deep-
est values, our path will eross the lifa
of Jesus Christ.” We should not pon-
der whether Jesus would fit pur lives,
but we should make ouwr lives £t
Jesug' philosophy of living. Are wa’
afraid of the challenge to tollow Jesus,
It is diffienlt, but simple, and can he
attained ouly by probing the deepest
thoughts and values of life, )

Musical Comedy Coming

The Athletic Association has hesn
auite active lately and shall become
nore and more 8o as the musicgk
comedy approached. February 19 ig
scheduled as the date far this, and
practice will begin on February 1.

On Monday, January 11 an I[nitiation
Tea was held in the ecollega elul:
ropms, and fifteen new girls weare re-
ceived into the assoeciation.
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The Linden Bark;:
Suddenly the sky twrned gray,
The day,
Which had been bitter angd ehill,
Grew soft and still,
Quietly
For some invisible blossoming tree
Milions of petals cool and white
Drifted and blew,
Lifted and flew,
Pell with the falling night,

Melville: Cane,
IR T Y

Assets Of A Christmas Vacation

Vacation! The word is synouymous with good times, dayve without work,

and home. We eagerly look forward to our Christmas vacation and just as
eagerly accept it as here, then spend much of our time after it is over in
vain pegrete that it has passed without considering just what it has meant.
~ 1T we gver stop to evaluate Christmas vacalion, to see just wherein its
veal assets are, we could find several such assets, TFor one, Christmag vaca-
tion affords that muech needed “change”. With rvesponsibilities and work for
four months, we can appreciate spending three weeks of play and rest, getting
ready for a continunation of study.
. Then again, we see our lamily, relatives and friends, and reassume home
relationships. We renew old friendships and make new ones, meet many
problems during eur stay and are stimulated to new thoughts by various peo-
ple with whon we come in contaet.

We enjoy freedom, cars, and entertainments, swhiell comprise vacation
days and we forget the routlite of classwork. Thu we vaturn to the beginning
of a New Year. to resume school activities, with the chance of hettering our
reco¥d and accomplishing new things, rested and in 8 better frame of mind.
) R kR T E Ry

Needed Advice For Exam Crammers!

I two more weeks we'll be thrown azain head-long into that muel-talks
ed of period, expamination time. The anticipation of final examinations has
bothered many of the freshmen since last September, but really there s n0
reason tor this worry. It lias been a known fact among school people for a
long time that the studenl who has prepared his lesson each day throughout
the semester has no capse to worry aboul examinations, Therefore, why
should any Limdenwood girl be at all uneasy?

In case thers might beé ene or two girls who fesl that they do not come
under the above statement, we might make g few suggestions tfor thefr bene
ﬁt. Being In this latter class gurselves, we feel free to make these sug-
gestions and feel that, because of our extended experience, they should be
accepted as authentic. Althouwgl it is a lwde late in the season, it might be
well to starl carvefully preparing your daily lessons from now until the end
of the semester. This will remove at least some of the great body of mater-
ial whicl will hava to be consume( in that one last cram. If there is any
tima left after the eareful preparation of dafly lessons, it might be well to
start 4 thorough review of that one stubject which hag frightened you to death
ever sinee you started to take (i you have such a subject. [f you are not
the proud possessor of such a course, just flip a coln and start anywhere,

The last minute yush will be upon you almost before vou realize it. There
s your opportunity. Close your doors to all people—friends, neighbors. and
even room-reates, if it Is necessary, to make a peaceful environmenl for
vourself. Make veourself comfortable. althouzhh not so comfortable that you
will go to sleep, and then concentrite. Coneentrate as yowve never thought
of concentrating before and that is the end of the process. I tuck ls with
You, vou will pass the exam with flving colors, even thongh the knowledge
you have gained will last only a day or two.

After the exam iz over, there {3 only one thing for the conscientipus per-
son to do; that i= o make & New Year's resolution to preparve lher lessons
from day to duy in the future, and then make a second veselution to keep the
first rzealution.

ol B0 E R R

' - Leap Year

Teap Year with itz priceless opportunities 12 heve again, Some givls
know that there is a certain sometliing about this veay that is alldmportant,
but they fail to vealize tlie full significance of it. So it is only fair that those
girls be instructed as-to the proper tactics nsed by their sisters.every four
¥ars, This Iz the year to acquire a husband. Various methods can be em-
ployed in doing this. However'it is best to decide just what type of husband
is wanted before faring forth to hunt him. Ave you shori. blonde, and yery
sensitive? Then hy all means confine yonr search to a-lazy-looking dark

mafn; he will be 'too lazy to say anything .to hurt your feslings, and o

flowerlike coloring will ‘go 'beautitully with his darkness. If you are-a
brunette, bg stivéd to keep yvour eves open tor blonde men, for contrast In cul-
oring iz very good this year. A word for the red-heads: be temperamental.

; the

-Roark Bradford's Latest
By M. N.R.

“JOHN HENRY" by Roark Brad-
ford (Harper and Brotherg),

This amusing book is Hoark Brad-
ford's latest effort in the literary

|world, He has presented again the

characteristic negro of the old steam
boat days with his worries and songs
loves and superstitions, This tradi
tion of John Henry is told as the
negro Imoagines it. You must have an
Unecle Remus-complex to enjoy it. This
work ig worth while from the stand-
point of dialect alone. Mr. Bradfore
is an artist in painting the language
His style follows the easy, vhythmical
cadences of the negro speech, Some
of the passages are pure polyphonic
prose,

When John Henry wag born he
weighed forty-four pounds, and he held
a cotton hook in his vight hand. He
became g roustabout on the ‘Big Jim
White' and was known as the best
cotton-rolling man in the South, He
safd op himself, “I'm six [oot tall and
de fo'ks name me Hohn Henvy, 1 Kin
outwork any man bawn to die, and
ain't nobody kin stop me. T rousts like
a fool and 1 labors like a dog, and 1
swings me a nine-pound hammer, [
comed t'm de Black River country
whar de sun don’t never shine, and my
feets don't teteh de ground,”

There was nothing John Henry
eouldn’t do when it came to work, and
there war no man’s tme he couldn’t
Dbeat when It came to the women. His
greatest rival was Sam, and his great-
est love was Julie Anne, His life
was spent going from one job to an-
other, ‘tnnning’, and hragging, He was
known as the biggest and strongest
negro round-asbout.  John  Henry's
worst enemy was the steam winch
that “rolled eotton like ten good men.”
Johin Henry tested his own strength
against thiz mechanical device, load-
ing hale hy bhale as mucl corton as
wineh, But he died from the

strain, Julle Anne “seed John Henry

g0 down, so she followed after”, she
had killed herself with his cofton
Hoolk,

Words of Japanese

Fit Present Exigency

During the helidayvs Dr, Roemer re
ceived a most interesting Chrlstmuas
and New Year's greeting (rom D hH.
M. Crooks, president of Alma College,
Alma, Michigan.

In his wish for the New Year Di.
Crooks told a very. clever, relevant
story of a Japanese in u Preshyter
ign Oregou college who onee wrote
of a Concord stage trip across the
mountnins: “Muoch time {1 wos
smooth and very pleasaut; but most
time one must sit nrgently, with great
cowrage.” His wish was that it
urgeney exists, may you have graagt
and overcoming courage in 1902

Dr. Crooks is remembered here as
having given the Commencement ad
dress in 1828,

Motley's office? _
Thovering over the nation, still acting

New Calendars Are Artistic

Have you =een the new Lindenwood
Calenday for 119327 It iz really the
loveligst we have seen, and it proves
as ornamental as it is usefnl. [t haa

‘pictired on it a scene of Niccolls and

Sibley Halls in perspective, which has
two hackgrounds. One’is black rest
ing upon the other which is silver
This color combination is very strilke
ing, and makes it unusnal in the way of
a calendar, The paper is tan forming
a fitting background for the black and
gilver smaller backgrounds, It is

rumored that around four thousand of

these c¢alendars have been sent to
formey students; alumni, and {riends
of the college. It is harvd to appreciate
the beauty of these unless you have
seen them. You will be fmpressed
with thelr artistic qualities.

The Spirit of Our Wash- '
ington Still Leads Us

Two-hundred vyears age George
Washington was given to our country.
Have youn seen the calendar in Mr
It shows Washington.

as a guiding star in the country.

Next month we will celebrate ths
200th birthday of the father of our
country. The writer of this wonders
it Ceorge Washington would not ex
pand  his chest a bit it he could see
the United Stiates he so tenderly caved
foi'in iUs very early vouth, Certainly
we ghould be a bit prond to know that
a man like George Washington start-
ed .the "bhalla-rolling” in g great
country like ours.

Perhaps if Lie could he living at this
time the depression ‘‘complainers”
and propagandists would be a little
move quiet,, The spirit that kept
George Washington duving the times
of Valley Forge and the trying times
of hiz term is the same spirit that
shall guide 1932,

Tiake u look at the calendor in Mr,
Motley's office sometime when yom
are passing by the door, See il you
don't feel, after two-hundred yars, that
he 18 still hovering ovey the country,

Vocational Talks Close

The members of the fuculty who
have spoken to the class in Orients
tion mud Vocations this semester ara:
D, Gipson, Miss Kohistedt and her as
sistant, Miss Egegman, Miss Stockey
and Miss Reichert, Dr, Stumberg, Dr,
Ennia, Miss Anderson and DMiss
Tucker, Dr. Grezeg, Miss Schaper, Dr.
Case, Dr: Dewey, Miss. Morris, Dr.
Linneman, Miss Criswell, Miss Gor-
don, Miss Allen. Miss Lear, Dy, Ter-
hune, Dy, Tupper, Mrs, Underwood,
and Miss Hunkins. Todoy Dr. Gipson
gives the Unal lecture. bringlug in the
importance of fingls and how to pres
parve for them. The final examination
in the course will be given on Thurs-
day ar the regular class hourn

Lindenwood sympathizes sincersiy
with Loura Hauek wiho lost her tather
on December 21,

hesides a husbhand out of the Heal

himy first.
right on down your list,

Leap Year,

Propose to a manand then while he is busy planning his trousseaun
shouldn’t the Leap Year Groom have the troussean?—tell him you have de-
eided {t would be best if yon didn’t marry aftey all
several hours anid has moaned about the honor of Lis [amily, vou may gruds-
ingly eonsent to go on with the wedding.
you realize that you ¢an count on him to be o faithtul hosband,

Another opportunity of Leap Year
If a4 man aceepts the girl who proposes
to him during Leap Year. he has to buy hey
noney a man has, the better dress his wife can have, so It Is absolutely
necessary to he svstematic about proposing.
men; placing the one with the most money at the top of the list
1f some other gh'l has beat you to him, don’t be discouraged. Go
Oftentimes a girl 1s forced to take the lagt man an
Fher list—the one with the least money,
Job andimakes her husbamd happy as can be, aud every night when she comes
from work, there he Is walting at the gate for har

for why
After he has cried for
His compiete happiness will make
is that you can always get sumethiué
a dress. O course, the more
First make a list of all elizible
Propose to

[n ‘this cdse, the girl géts 4 goadd

Gitls, . talke advantage 0f°
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VIVIEN

By Ella McAdow

Silently a slender girl in white held
open the rudy-studded door for her
mistress to pass. “Thank you, Elvine,”
said her mistress, holding high a flam-
ing torch that lighted her way into the
long, dark hall. The light burned the
golden net binding her burnished hair,
warmed her ivory forehead to a flush,
and burned again in her hard eyes,
black and glistening. Flickering a
moment on the heavy necklace of
‘gald, it picked out the silver embroid-
ery on the sleeves and hem of her
crimson satin gown, KEven a tiny glit-
ter touched the tips of her silver san-
dals, A step behind her hobbled a
hideously misshapen dwarf, clad in
scarlet satin with a gold-lined cape
falling over his humped back to his
knees. From distorted features no
more than the sly slits of his eyes be-
neath puffed eyelids could be seen,
Upon a salver he carried a goblet
rimmed in rubies and filled with wine.
Passing down the hall, making faint
shadows upon the gold figures adorn-
ing vermilion walls, they came to a
couch where sat an ancient man robed
in black stroking his long grey beard.

Handing the torch to the dwarf, she
took the goblet, knelt before the man,
and whispered, ‘“Master within this
cup is the magic potion of two-fold
power that I have made for thee—
what, now, wilt thou have me do?”

“Vivien,” muttered Merlin, “in this
wine by the light of the torch, we can
see him who passes near this magic
castle. And if, when we bring him
here, he shall drink of this, he shall
love whosoever drinks the remainder.
Child, thou art learning full well the
secrets of sorcery, and soon thou canst
make the invisible elements take form
at thy will. That is all I can teach
thee,” he turned sadly, “and then thy
love for me shall die”.

“Nay, Master, I shall love thee as al-
ways”, Black eyes glittered harder in
he flame, The dwarf held the torch
high while Vivien, on her knees, stared
long into the smooth surface of the
wine. Bending too, Merlin gazed
fixedly, breathing strange phrases
above her soft hair.

Then in the wine-mirror they saw a
yvoung knight in armor who rode wear-
ily along a dusty path grey in the
moonlight. Below a brass helm he
wore a suit of banded steel rings that
were sewed upon a covering of yellow
cloth. A great surcoat of saffron vel-
vet lined with silver cloth he flung
over his shoulder to fall occassionally
over the jeweled handled sword
caught at his side with a silver baldric.
He rode easily on Gualigone, ais
horse ,in a saddle of smooth bone in-
laid with emeralds and rubies. Long
silver tassels fell from his saddle, shak-
ing softly in the moonlight. The knight
looked apprehensively at the thick for-
st looming like a dark cloud before
him- Lines worn into his forehead
from the worry of a year of constant
search, of the most difficult hardships,
had stolen a mark of his youth. In the
fall when he had started on his search
he had loved his wanderings while the
chill winds flapped the cape against
his armor, and bare branches struck
out like sooty fingers against the sky.
Winter drew him through unknown
forests where he fought strange beasts
and slept in frosty caves over icy
moorlands. Spring came now Wwith
trees dripping blossoms under sap-
phire skies, but he felt he would never
find her whom he sought.

Drawing a breath of courage, the
knight spurred |Gualigone until he
streaked down the grey path into the
forest. He raced along an old trail
under the dismal trees where branches
and roots twisted about like serpents
in the darkness, where no light pene-

trated the interlaced foliage. Wonder-
ing what could be beyond him, the
ing what could be beyond him, the
knight forced Gualigone on until they
rushed into a valley so beautiful that
it dazzled them—the Valley of Delight,
diped in silver moonlight, quiet as a
sleeping child. In the center lay a
lake so clear and smooth that it looked
like an immense oval shield of silver
upon the flowers beyond the lake, its
walls of ultramarine and vermilion
rising to corbels studed with lumi-
nous jewels, From the turreted roof
sparkled these words spelt in dia-
monds: “'Castle Wisdom”, The knight,
thinking that he had never dreamed
of such beauty as this shimmering
vision beneath the moon, hurried over
the bridge to the gate,

At that moment Vivien lifted her
eyes from the wine-mirror to those of
Merlin saying, “Master, thou art the
most wonderful man in all the world!
So! he is here and soon we shall try
this love potion upon him. I shall try
it upon him. I shall try it upon my
fairest companion, Elvine, too!”

Merlin stood with grey beard brush-
ing his knees to draw her to him, “My
dearest Vivien, see that thou dost not
love this knight thyself.”

Red hair tossed back shot with gold
lights and black eyes glistened quick-
ly. “Master, if thou wilt teach me all
thy wisdom, then no man may have
me'', The dwarf lit torches down the
hall before the silent painted figures
on the walls, and then led Merlin
away. Vivien's hair like fine*spun fire
spread over the silk cushions as she
waited, flushed, for the knight.

Entering hesitatingly he walked
slowly down the hall to the couch
where Vivien lay, and kneeling before
her, his golden spurs clicking, he said,
“Fair lady, they say this wondrous
place is thine, and for thy true hospi-
tality I give thee my heart's grati-
tude,”

“8it here beside me, noble knight—
be careful lest thou send that chalice
to the floor, Tell me who thou art and
where thou goest under the glorious
moon,"”

“Wondrous lady, since last the sky
was blue, tempered with warm winds,
and the wood green with leaves newly
born, I have searched in faith for my
dear sister, 1 am Sir Epinogres, the
son of the king of North Umberland.
As a child I was sent to France to be-
come versed in the ways of knights.
Many marvelous adventures had I
there, yet my family have I not seen
these many years. Some say my ssiter
Vivien was seen last at King Arthur's
court. others claim that she disappear-
¢d as if by magic; but nothing shall
hinder me 'til I hear of her welfare!”

During this speech Vivien's eyes
glowed a moment to darken again in
thought., They remained silent, he
frankly admiring her warm beauty,
she studying the wine in the cup.”

“Sir Epinogres"”, she returned slow-
ly, “wll it is that thou were led by Cas-
tle Wisdom, for I alone can tell thee
of thy sister. Fair Vivien loves me
above all, and well [ know that she is
happy. Thou must give up thy search,
for when she is ready she will return
to thee and thine . .., Thou must bhe
tired and thirsty after thy journey;
before retiring thou must have some
wine with my beautiful companion.”

When she claped her hands a second
time, the dwarf appeared. “Send El-
vine here”. A moment later Elvine
came toward them, her face wonder-
fully clear, like ivory whiteness,
wherein two eyes extraordinarily
bright shone like two black jewels.
Hair, unblemished by any luster fell
like dark clouds over her glimmering
white gown. About her neck she wore
a collar of pearls set in gold, about her
wrists bracelets of finely wrought
metal, and cireling her waist a girdle

of tiny pearls.

Softly she asked, “And thou wishest
to see me?”

“My dear, a young knight, Sir Epin-
ogres, tired of his wanderings and
thirsty too, wishes to drink of this
wine. Company, too, he wishes, so0 I
have called thee.” Her fingers curled
about the gold cup, ruby lips brushed
the jeweled rim, and then she passed
it to Elvine. Dark eyes drank from
those of Sir Epinogres as Elvine swal-
lowed the lone potion. Sir Epinogres,
gazing at Elvine, quaffed the remain-
der from the chalice.

Vivien lay still for a long while af-
ter her eyes had followed Elvine's
white satin gown sweeping against Sir
Epinogres' silver armor as they pass-
ed from one torch to another down
the hall. And when the last flame
flickered to die, she still was thinking.

When morning came Elvine slip-
ped into Vivien's room and to her
couch where the sun streaked golden
ribbong across the satin cushions.

“Yivien, art thou awake?”

i‘YeS’I'

“Today, Vivien, 1 must leave thee,
for 1 love the knight ,Sir Epinogres,
and he loveth me. We desire to go un-
to his father’s land to dwell within his
castle. Wilt thou give me leave to
gﬂ?"

Vivien's mouth hardened into two
cruel lines, “Listen well, Elvine, To
thee I shall give leave to live with thy
knight wherever thou wilt, but if ever
by look or word thou let him know
that he hath received his lodging and
his bride from his sister, instantly
shalt thou lose the love thou cherish.”

“1 promise thee, Vivien, by the
magic of Merlin that thou holdest so
dear, that never shall my love know
who thou art.”

It was mid-day and Merlin sat
studying his books. The click of his
study door with the slap of a sandal
upon the floor made him look up to
see Vivien standing before him.

“Master they have gone—so now, I
come to thee to learn another secret
of thy wisdom.”

“Gone?"”

“Yea—I leaned against the pearl
zate to cool my face on its surface and
watched them go. Together they rode,
she in azure and gold on a milk-white
palfrey, he in shining silver and yel-
low velvet on a gray steed. With no
eves but for each other, they rode past
the green sparkling lake, past myriads
of flowers of divers colors and kinds
waving in the golden warmth—farther
and farther away from our Wisdom
Castle. And, then, when they reached
the end of our Valley of Delight, no
larger than specks of blue and gold,
they disappeared in a cloud of tawny
dust.”

AN ATTEMPT AT A SONNET

By Louise H, Walker

Miss Parker said a sonnet I must try,

And though it seems but foolishness
to me,

I may not, dare not, ask the reason
Wh}",

For fear my grade might even lower
be.

So must 1 scratch and scribble, though
1 lie!

She might relent, could she my strug-
gle see. :
This heavy burden under which I lie.
Oh, grant my words this day may flow

as free,
As ever lark’s wings fluttered toward
the sky,;
That thoughts and ideas from me may
not flee.
Nor scamper round inside my head
'til 1
Have urgent need of friendly sym-
pathy! )
My verse from greatness is a
fearful cry,
Yet none can say I did not traly
try.

You

By Kathryn Hull

When I look into candid eyes of
brown,

When [ see curls of gold beneath a cap

Of ocean blue; when I hear coming
down

The stairs, the steps of dainty feet,
the tap

Of tiny heels; and when I gaze at you,

So calm and undisturbed in midst of
strife,

Then with each quiet, stolen ok
anew

I see you, steadying my shaking life,

Then ever do I solemnly declare

My lot is joined to yours forever on

Until the day the final trumpet's blare

Shall call us all, our harghips ever
gone,

S0 stand you near—forever at my side,

And peace with me—and you—shall
ever bide,

THE INTRICACIES OF GOLF

By Pernis Remmers

The Scotch are always interesting,
yet hard to understand; that must be
the reason that they take to golf. Not
having difficulties enough with my
other studies, I have started golf les-
sons. The game looks easy when an
experienced player, graceful as Ap-
pollo, is seen making a long, straight
drive. After having dug up a good
measure of valuable ground with a
golf club, I am convinced that the
game is hard work, and that a begin-
ner ig not graceful.

My father gave me a golf bag and a
set of matched wood and iron eclubs.
The number of clubs that must be em-
ployed to hit one little golf ball sent
my brain into a sea of confusion. “Why
so0 many? Wouldn’t one good, handy
club do?’ I asked my exasperated
teacher. Before trying the difficult
and, the closer I got to it, terrifying
task of hitting that white ball, I prac-
ticed swinging at dandelions. My
confidence increased as I successfully
negotiated decapitating several of
these yellow weeds. When, with prac-
tice, my proficiency increased, I moved
to the tee. I have heard golfers speak
of “mental hazards’. I had a vague
idea of what it meant; now I know. I
never realized that an inoffensive look-
ing ball could so disconcert a person.
I stood before this ogre. I gripped the
club with desperate perspiring hands,
and wriggled my feet to what seemed
to be the right position, (Golfers call
it '“stance”). The club was swung
backward in preparation for the vic-
ious, downward stroke. I kept it
poised for a second, and then 1
brought the club down with a swing
that should have sent the ball over
the distance of a city block, had I hit
it. But I didn’t! Swish! That was all
I heard as the club went through the
air. The ball was still perched on the
pin. It seemed to laugh at me and say,
430s8h, but you looked foolish taking
that ungainly swing at me., You'll
never take the enamel off of my face
that way.”

Irritably self-conscious, and mumb-
ling excuses to those with me, I again
took my stand with a mental attitude
so full of depression that I felt as if I
were to be struck instead of the one to
do the striking. This time I hit the
ground behind the ball where the force
of the swing was spent before it reach-
ed its aim. What a relief! What dif-
ference did it make if it only rolled a
few feet away!

And so far, far into the afternoon,
the battle raged between me and my
enemy, the ball. Exhausted, I learned
that dandelions were much easier to
hit than golf balls; the mental hazard

isn't there.
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SIR TOR

By Theo Frances Hull

For fifteen days Arthur's Court had
regounded with revelry, gay talk and
jest, song and dance. Now Christmas-
tide was ended, the New Year had
come in, and the gallant company of
knights and ladies, fairest of all Chris-
tendom, was parting until such time
ag feast or widely hearlded tourna-
ment should bring them together
again.

Sir Tor, son of King Pellinore, rode
gaily on his way. His mind was busy
with thoughts of the holiday, for never
had the gathering been so brilliant,
the carols so lively, the maidens so
mirthfu] and full of coquetry, So pleas-
ant were the recollections that even
the rough, wild path seemed less lone-
ly, and the thud of the horse’s hoots
on the hard ground was not unpleasing
in its monotonous regularity.

Sir Tor himself made the only
bright spot in this part of the gray-
brown world. Bach tiny steel line of
the chain mail suit that covered him
from head to heel was polished until
it shone with a hard, metallic glitter.
His outer garment was of very fine
woolen cloth, deep azure in color, It
was divided in front and back and
hung almost to the ground on eicuer
gide. A small sword was fastened to
his belt, His horse was a magnificent
animal; its giant muscles moved eas-
ily under a sliver coat of gatin smooth-
ness. Tha trapping were all of azure
blue cloth, richly embroidered with
gllver threads. The saddle was stud-
ded with sapphires and decorated with
sgilver and blue fringe. Only a lance of
dull steel, fitted into its socket by Sir
Tor's right foot, did not gleam.

Through the realm of Logres Sir
Tor rode errant, hoping for ad-
venture, always performing chiv-
alrous service. Resting by a stream,
one day, drinking of the water,
e beheld a strange thing, Out
of the depths of the water came a
knight on a great white horse girt
with a white saddle richly embellished
with riches. The saddle skirt was of
scarlet cloth embroidered with golden
cord. The knight's armour was white,
but the thongs of his greaves and knee
caps and cerisses were scarlet. Not
only his spurs but also his shoes were
gold, curionsly faghioned of flat sheets
covered with interlacing bands of the
precions metal, His hand, in a gauntlet
of zold studded with red stones and
pearls, grasped a gold-tipped spear.

The two knights sat looking at one
another for a moment, then the stran-
ger spoke. “Wilt joust with me, Sir
Knight?" “With all readiness of
spirit”, answered Sir Tor quickly.

Tach knight took his assigned place
and dressed his spear for the encoun-
ter, They shouted suddenly to their
horses, and, driving spurs into flanks,
rushed toward one another, the hoofs
of the war horses sounding like thun-
der upon the hard earth, Each knight
smote the other in the middle of the
shield, The unknown knight struck
with such violence that Sir Tor rocked
in the saddle and the gold-tipped spear
shattered. Sir Tor struck with such
terrific force that the challenger was
lifted out of his saddle and over the
crupper of his horse and thrown vio-
lently into the dust. He sprang up im-
mediately, however, apparently un-
hurt, and drawing his small sword,
rushed at Sir Tor, who quickly dis-
mounted to engage with him in com-
hat on foot. The stranger seemed
gifted with a superhuman power, for
his wounds seemed not to hurt him
his wopunds seemed not to hurt him
but rather to give him added prowess.
Sir Tor was sorely hurt, but at last,
geeing an opening, he smote with such
forece that the head of the other was
completely severed from the body.

Then Sir Tor swooned.

When he awoke he saw a lady
standing where the body of the fallen
knight had been, She was dressed in
a flame-colored satin gown, girded
with a belt of twisted gold threads
that hung to the bottom of her robe
and swished against her tiny sandals.
A jeweled clasp fastened at her throat
the long red cape, lined with cloth of
gold, -that fell from her shoulders.
Soft red-gold hair, massed high on her
dainty head and confined in a net of
thin gold, framed a delicately oval
face of unusual beauty., Her eyes
wera large and dark and tender. Her
pretty but rather weak mouth was off-
sel by a very determined little chin.
Her hands, slim and graceful, were
covered with beautiful rings, dia-
monds, rubies, and curiously fashion-
ad bands of gold.

The lady came close to Sir Tor and
spoke. “I am Igerne, sister of Uwaine.
Morgana le Fay was affronted with
King Arthur when he chose Sir Tor
rather than her son Sir Baudemagres
o fill the vacaney in the Round Table
caused hy the death of Sir Perceval
Both are very honorable young
knights, but Sir Tor is the better, for,
although late come to court, he hath
performed several very excellent and
famous adventures whilst Sir Bau-

(demagres hath not yet any very great

achievement in the field of chivalry.
Morgana spoke of her fre to her has-
hand but he rebuked her. She was
very wrathful when she left him. 1
was the first person she met. When
the spoke of the selection, 1 defended
Arthur, praising Sir Tor. Morgana in
1 rage enchanted me, turning me in-
‘o a knight and decreeing that my
head shonld be severed from my body.
Viviene, however, being jealous of
Morgana le Fay, was pleased to help
me. By using her knowledge of
sorcery, learned at the feet of Merlin,
she modified Morgana's enchantment
to such an extent that if I was killed
by a Christian knight of Arthw's
Court, I would be freed. Thou art
such a knight and I am free. Tell me
who thou art that I may thank thee”

The knight spoke. “Men call me
Sir Tor, Happy am I to have been
championed by one so virtuous and
fair. Let us go to King Arthur's
Court together and tell them of our
strange adventure”

And when they came to Arthur's
Court there was great rejoicing. Lady
Igerne gave to Sir Tor her lacy cap
to bind on hig helmet as a sign that
e was her knight.

A DAY IN ST. LOUIS

By Margaret Hill

To a freshman a day in the city
means exciting shopping expeditions,
thrilling picture shows, and endless
amounts of rich food. The whole affair
is novel, and therefore interesting and
exciting, But to a sophomore, these
pleasures have aged, and more joy is
to be found in observing the people
who constitute the erowd, rather than
in enjoyment of the pleasure itself,
Hence, my interpretation of a day in
the city.

Men are funny. As I was sitting
at breakfast in a cafeteria, enjoying
my walfles, I heard a man at the next
table say “Girl”! The waltress ap-
proached him rather hesitantly, and
he waited until she reached his side,
Then, serutinizing his plate of eggs, he
pointed to them saying, “Are these
what you ecall scrambled?” She nod-
ded, but hastily assured him she would
get him others if those were not to
his taste. He noddled grouchily, and
she walked away with the eggs. 1
followed her with my eyes, watched
her rearrange the plate, add a little
more, and then return, He smiled
with a satisfaction, and started eating,

1 saw a potential Damrosch today,

in. the form of a tiny boy with large
brown eyes and tangled curly hair,
He sat behind me in the theatre, and
when the orchesira began to play a
gelection from Tannhauser, he stood up
and beat time with his tiny fists. His
eyes were sparkling as he watched the
every movement of the conductor,
People were amused by his atiractive
bit of humanity, but he ignored their
glances. But when the music changed
to jazz, it lost its fascination for the
little chap, and he sank back in his
seat with a disappointed expression
on his face,

She sat in front of me at the ghow,
this short, fat woman with greasy hair.
On her fingers there were rings with
flashy sets,, obviously from the em-
porium with the red front. On her lap
she held a box of rich chocolates, which
she continually diminished. A group
of girls came in who wanted seats in
the center of the row, which necessi-
tated her arising. She clutched the
candy and hoosted herself out of her
seat, waited for them to pass, and then
glid down with a decided bump, malk-
ing the seat squealk in protest., Kveéry-
body around her stared, but she was
obviously unaware of the hostile
Iglancea. There she sat in her world
of dreams, gazing at the sentimental
picture and gorging chocolates quite
cantent,

Life {s full of absurdities which we
seldom notice. For instance, imagine
It you can, an orchestra playing an op-
erati¢ overture, Then, out of the dark-
ness come the clear notes of a clar-
inet solo, You sit entranced with the
beauty of the music. But suddenly a
apot lHght is flashed on, and before
you, in a rounded balcony in one cor-
ner of the theatre, there sways a bald-
headed man wearing a green velvet
smoking jacket. Behind him is a back-
ground of ornate gold, formed by wood
which has been cut into various fanci-
tul figures. There he stands, swaying
to the time of immortal musie, dressed
in green velvet, against a background
suitable only for Louis XVI. It must
he optimists who ‘dignify’ us with the
expression “eivilized™.

At the entrance to an exclusive St.
Louis residence district there is a
brick strueture which must resemble
a medieval tower. It has iron gates
on either side, and in the tower itself
are three windows, two of which are
above, and one in the center below.
Between the two upper windows is a
huge iron clock face, with figures and
hands painted gold, As I rode past
tonight this old building looked like

a benevolent grandfather, with win-
dows for eves and mouth., He had a
benign, self complacent expression

representative of the atmosphere of
he district whose streets he guarded
with his iron hands,

TO END IT ALL

By Virginia Lee Porter

Cats, cats, cats! Everywhere I go that

ig all 1 hear. I try to calm my dis-
tracted thoughts by reading a Linden
Bark and lo and behold, the first thing
that meets my eye is an essay on cats.
This has been going on for months.
During that time my mind has been in
constant turmoil over the subject.
That last essay by Miss Zimmerman
was too much. [ can contain myself no
longer, May this essgay be the last
written upon the subject.

Let's suppose that I had killed a
man and was being punished, for it
The worst punishment that 1 could re-
ceive would be a command to live with
{2 cat for a companion for the rest of
my life. It is beyond my power to con-
ceive anything worse, unless it would
be two cats instead of ome. I hate
cats! Hate is a mild term to use. If
there is a eat around me for awhile,
!1 am a complete nervous wreck by the

time the ordeal is over. Cats affect
me that way. Think of living all the
rest of your life with a cat for a com-
panion. Rather would I be exiled to
Devil's Island itself than to undergo
such torture!

The word cat to me means two
things. One of these is a slinky, slv,
deceitful dirty animal, The other is a
person just like the animal. I can just
see some of you bristling with indig-
nation over the description of the cat
itself, yet you admit that those adjec-
tives describe the person exactly. If
they describe the person termed as
“catty"”, why don't they describe the
animal whose name is given to the
person having the above named char-
acteristics? Those adjectives describe
the cat perfectly, too. Why shouldn't
they? A cat is all of these things. Let
me try to prove it to you.

A cat is slinky, everyone knows.
Rub a cat and e changes into several
different ' shades, ' winding himself
around your leg like a snake, 1s that
a pleasant sensation? WHho has not
deen g cat slinking around at night,
with a sly look in hig eye, just ready
o jump into the ice box the minute
the opportunity presents itself, A cat
is also deceitful, You can be as kind
to him as possible, yet the minute he
gets a chance he scratches you. |
have had this happen to me several
times, when I had not touched the cat
at all. Last of all, cats are dirty. Calm
vourselves, now, and I will tell vou
why. Don't all doctors tell you that
cats carry germs? Of course. Well, do
animals that aren’t dirty carry germs?
Assuredly not! Therefore, it is agreed
that all cats are slinky, sly, deceitiul
and dirty.

Think how unpleasant cats are to
have around. Come home from a party
late at night and try to get inside the
door without waking Mother, who is
a very light sleeper, What is the first
thing that happens? You step on the
family cat, who let's out a screech
like war whoop of a band of Apache
Indians, at the same time springing
around and tearing several runners in
vour five-tollar silk hose, Perhaps you
won't love kitty so much then, Try to
sleep after you get in. Can you,
with 4 bunch of cats holding their own
operatic coneert right outside your
window ?

Everything considered, I don't like
cats.

THE WIND

By Margaret Jean Wilhoit

The wind is a naughty little girl,

Tearing crisp brown paper into
s(uares,

The wind is a naughty little girl,

Tearing c¢risp brown leaves into
squares,

To toss them carelessly to the floor.

Now all the servants spend their
time

Gathering up sycamore leaves.

BEFORE THE STORM

By Marion Carlson

The thunder was loud and metallie,
like the rattle of sheet iron and the
lightning broke in great zigzags across
the heavens, making everything stand
out and come close to me for a mom-
ent. Half the sky was splattered with
black thunderclonds, but all the west
was luminous and clear; in the light-
ning flashes it looked like deep blue
water with the sheen of moonlight on
it. The mottled part of the sky was
like marble pavement. Great warm
splaghes of rain fell on my upturned
face, All about me I could hear the
beat of the raindrops on the soft: dust,
Gradually the drops came with greater
foree and more frequency, until at last
I fled to shelter from the downpour.
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The “After Vacation”
o ‘Diary In Confession

nesday, January 6, 1932:

ata life!l What a life! 1 gome-
mes question the necessity of this
Iled  “higher education”, partic-
¥ when the higher part has to
me right after Christmas, What a
to start a New Year! Believe me,
iz old adage about doing all yvear
tyou start the new year doing, I'm
a strike. No perpetual Final Ex-
ations for mine—1'd rather wash
ps—at  that, washing  dishes
ighiin't e so bad. Ho hum,
e the Bridge of Sigs.  Prepare yvour-
I, Morpheus, here [ come—may
Jonr hag of dreams inspire me to Sail
and On! and On! Rotten gram-
5 guess, but a plenty good idea
that,

er thought: I rather appreciate all
uprear at that, If only everybody
douldn't try to talk at once, and give
e n chance to tell what 1 did at
Chidstmas, as  well as listen Lo
vhody else’s story!

dday, January 7:

Here I take my hright and shin-
oiintenance to class this morning

I'M  supposed to
A paper! My count-
te shall never shime again. I
ye spaken, Went to the library 1o
iy tonight. (statisties—ugh!) and
surponnded on  all sides by
bla wid colds in by head”. To-
{ [ shall certainly take up Christ-
I Seience, and. then use Listerine
omething else than “indoor pop-
',

¥, January 8:

© The mast charming sound of the
i to me iz the stroke of the cam
eloek booming three o'clock on
ay afternoon. Whee! The week
‘hag arrived. Got myself into a
bheidee game tonight. and when it
Hes too Cforeing!’” Mr. Qulbertson
§ pothing on me.  Of course, he
glibnol exactly appl'ove my system,
averybody to his own way ol
king, (and bidding) says 1. After
5 “Kinda swell” to go out in the
Il and vell for somebody, without
g Mother's evebrows clevate a
e at young lady daughter, Well,
movinig finger has now written,
fts my cue tn move on (dpologies
Omar). Day s done.

pday, Januavy 9:

What a beautiful .thing is sleep!
had eight lovely hours. of it, and
it hadn't been for ambitious neigh-
] think I could have syueezed in
fonple more minutes. Now to work
ey on Saturday [ must slave—and
diEtles 15 an elsive thing if von ask

any hours later: T have written
asterpiece that even the most
inent Soecinlogist would adore. The
I8 luring me. but up to date I have
o0d the luve. My eyesight is
keing affected from the refiect:
iof 80 many gorgeous diamonds.
prospective state of single bless-
fleed i3 bezinning not to appear so

¥ Jatuary 10:

at a pretty day. 1 even walled
(hurch and enjoved it—holh the
@ and the church, Everyone iz
1y laboring under a very pro-
let«down., Could hardly coax
out of the girk-friend, Oh well,
tea and ate shrimp. Tried to
imagzination to the point of
g I was in Benish's bul I didn’t
fha will power. A shrimp iz a
), however, whether he's in the
"’:!;0-12?1 or s#omebody's ofean
they aren’'t “he's"—7 . hadn't
of that), Vespers tonight—I
saw such a crowd so. conspic-
its absence—it was a nice

[ feel:

sermon, too. - To bed! To bed! I can't
wait to see how Blie Monday will be.
Monday, January 11:

Aud was [ ever right! It was a blue
Monday with a vengeance, Those
shrimps evidently were a bit peeved
‘at being taken out of their natural
thabitat. Anyway, something surely

credted a havoe with the general rum.

ot digestive systems. Otherwise the
tday spun along very much as days
will spin.  Somebody reminded me
that the Senior dinnerdance is to he
Friday. What price formality—my
one and only formal suffered the
pangs and arrows of ontrageous for-
tune during the course of New Years,
Oh, to he different and go clothed in
sack cloth and ashes. Debate club
met tonight, and [ added my lttle bit.
I am still a little uncertain as to
whether or not Germany should pay
Qe reparations, and as for insurance
tor the unemployed, T am guite wilting
to let the state or the government or
most anybody else handie it-ag lbng
as I'm not asked to. Toodle-oo.
Tuesday, January 12:

This wag my easy day, and as a

consequence my inaptitude resulted in

little activity, 1 finally gathered up
nerve enough to approach the final
examination schedule and observe
what hours were to be dedicated to my
struggle for maintenance of an avey-
age. From Monday to Friday am 1 to
hwell dn the depths of the viver Styx
—or river by some such name, any-
way. And then another week will |
dwell ‘even lower while T wait in fea
nd trembling for the results to he
made known., Kat, drink, and be merry
inr tomorrow ye may flunlk out! At
tended a meeting thic atternoon and
noticed by the general concensus ol
opinion that it might be well for me
to swell the treasury by paying my
mite of dues, Will the depression
never end?
Wednesday, January 13:

Thank goodness it wasn't Friday.
Wednesday, the thirteenth was bad
enough,  First 1 have an nunexpected
little “now 1l ask one’, then I give 4
report, and then [ give anolher re-
port; and then but thiz conld go on
indefinitely. On the whole its been
1 very nice day—and. 1 mean the
weatlier, [ have a sneaking suspicion
hat | have-spring tever. Could that
be what's wrong with me? P ot
can't—I just looked at the heading of
thiz, and if very explicitly said January
12th, and who ever heard of spring in
Januvary? Mr. Conner must have mixe
ed up his ingredients and sprung June
In on- ug instead of January., Oh well,
I like it, and it saves the wear and
tear on my winter coat!
Thursday, January 14:

First Thursday mornitig chapel
Sinee  the exodus last year: Lasti
vear! Doesn’'t that sgound queer?

Anyway, there was a student recital
and i was really awtully gzood. Wish
[ eould do something besides listen,
bitt guess [ was born to make one of
theee: good listeners that poor speal-
els are always praising.  Oh svell, fol:
lewing ign’t such a bad vocation—yon
don't have to think very muech.,  An
other elub neeting. 1've almost come
to the conviction that life is just one
c¢lul meeting after another. I wonder
if there is such.a thing in the world as
mail (note spelling). The ghosts ol
my past are haunting me, | suppose,
for neglecting’ to answer letters. Had
my schedule made wout for next
semestar, Time 12 a gueer old buz
zard, he jost keeps marching on
whether vou want fo get older or net.
What does one do when one quits zo-
ing to school anyway? [ ean’t im:
agine, Guess I'll sleep on it,

The entire college offers: Ha most
siticere condolences to Aliss Stookey.
whose mother died at her home in
Cedar Raplds, lowa, on January 8.

all Lindenwood girls,

A Peppy. Linden Leaves Staff

Plan Linden Leafiet, Benefit Show,
Leap Year Dance

In spite of no chapel. announce
ments since vacation, work is still go-
ing ahead on the Linden Leaves, The
material for the Linden Leaflet, the
shopping guide containing advertise-
ments from our patrong and much wit

‘and humor, is being collected and will

be sent to the printers this week.

"This little book will come out some-

time hefore Spring vacation, and
Ehould receive special attention from
When you shop
in §t. Charles or St. Louis, refer to
the shopping guide and patronize
those who patronize us.
Arrangements have been made for

‘& benefit picture show (o be given at

the Strand Theater on Friday, Febru-

ary 12, Later announcement will be
mads of the picture that is te be
shown, Besides the picture, there

will be an additional atiraction en the
stage, some of Lindenwood’s own tal-
ent on display.

Other plang which are not yet def
initely completed are those for a Leap
Year dance to be given on Saturday,
February 6, by the Student Board and
the Annual Staff. The dance will he

a tag dance with the girls who do not

have dates cutting in on the other
girl’'s dates. There will he a slight
cliarge of admisgion. Gel busy and
get your dates, girls. so the stag line
will have plenty of choice.

Mrs. Underwood T._a];(s

On Woman Journalists

Mrs, Underwood, «director of Jouy-
nalism at Lindenwood, and religious
aditer of the St Lounis Globe-Demo-

crat, talked to the Ovientation class

Thursday, Januavy 7, en “The Oppor-
tanitieg for Women in Journalism.”

Unless a girl enjoyvs Jjournalistic
work and is rveally in love withiit, is
not-annoved by contacts, hag patience
with <otherg, and has not a nervous
dispesition, she Should not plan upon
entering the field of newspaper work,
Mys. Underwood said.

A personwith aogood sense [or news
can find something to wrile about
everywhere; whatever people say, eat.
or weuar, for instance, always makes g
good story: An article for publication
in a pewspaper in the news eolnmnaz
must be written with a detached at
titude and impartiality. The uze of
the first person iz tahoo.

Often an opportunity presents itself
to develop a new field such as the
columy of love problems, ¢hild man-
sgement and welfare, household man:
agement and cookery, of comparative-
1v recent times. Many morve “features”
remain o be discovered.

If a girl can abey the seven cardinal
laws  of Jjonrnalism, reguiring “ve-
sponsibility, freedom of the press, in-
dependence, truthtulness, impartiality,
fatr play, and deceney”; and “is pa-
tient, likes humanity, is alert, dnd can
submerge her ego; she iz in a fair
way to become a newspaper woman,”

Christmas Card Sales
Very Successful

The Avt Department of Lindenwood
under the divection of Dri. Linneman
should be highly commended for its
aplendid success in the =ale of hand-
painted Christmas cards hefore the
holidays, Most of the girls in the de-
partment wmade ecards and all helped
in the sales.

The total amoeunt for which a de-
posit was made to the Mary Easton
Bibley -Fund 'was '$37.70. which rep-
resents A great desl of work and
anthusiasm on the part of Dv. Linne:
man and her classes,

WONDER WHY?

We wonder why there are such
things as term themes? Everyvona
has stopped dieting? The Librvary has
become so densely populated? Tha
weather has been acting so much liko
a prima donna.? Morton Dewney geta
paid for sounding like a woman? Lin-
denwood students are acting so blase?
Iixam notices have such- a deadly
effect on the natural spontaneity of
their victims? The price of chewing
gum doesn’t come down? Lifge iz like
& bowl of applesance? People call
Catsup, “Cateh Up’?  An apple a day
keeps the doctor away? Movie actora
and actresses gel enzaged, married
and divorced so often? The longer
one goes to scliool the less one knows?
Your turn to wonder now!

WHO’S WHO?

Maybe vow overlooked her the firat
time, but yon couldn’t the second even
though slhe lacks many inches in
height, She's: dark, too, and cuts hep
owll hair, which is rather original!
An athlete i a big way for a little
girl, head of tennis, and a vicious
hockey player, fond of getting her
thumbs smashed for the excitement
of it! Oceasionally she juggles books
and cards in the library, too, when
she  stays on campus long encugh,
She's a Juniopr, girls, and a smooth
Southern belle with a drawling
“Yaaaas, ya-haas" over the telephone
Lo numerous interested personages. Is
she popular  We-ell, rawihah, my
deahs!

German Dancer Here

When Mes. Lisbeth: Hoops-Eberg
visited Lindenwond on Maonday, Jan®
uary 11, she fascinated all the givig
who witnessed her dancing and listen:
ed to her lecturé. The latier was s
brief history of daneing and emphas
ized particulaviy interpretative daune
ing, for she has been a teacher of
Modern Geérman COreative Bhythmie
Movement and Natural Body cultuve
for ten vears—only three vears of this
lime hoving been spent in the United
States and the other seven having
been in Germany.

After her talkk Mrs, Hoops-Ebers
chose (ilda Ashby. Rolerta Tapley,
Madeline Jolusoin, Mary Ellen Heen-
don. Helen Riethy Trances Pedler,
Harriett Aun Gray, angd Eleanor Head
to he g maodel clags: she then put
thiem through a -series: of movementa
which she teachez-as preliminarvies to
creative dancing,

She  herseli presented two dances,
one—"Lamentation’”—was very sad,
while the other—“Caprice”—was fast,
gay and joytul.

ON THE CAMPUS

Sehoo] days ave hereagain—
Exam days are Near again—

Liet us sing 4 .song of cheer again—
Ole sehool davs are lhiere again—.
Vacation over...Diamond rings on
third finger left...... Men gone wrong
s Women elated. Weights down.......

Library getting a big “rush”., Term
papers due soon...... Exams littls
mote than a week offt—lotg of cram:
ming, Semester nearly over... with
new aschedule posted. Biz time had
at the danes on Friday last... Leave

't to the Seniors to think of something
clever. Evervbody golng ‘“ga-za”
aver the new Southern Mammy song
—"Sleepy Time Down South'. _ .

=ung by Bing Crosby. ... . Cremo Haour

el cgoold five cenit eigar... owith-
Russ Columbo as a  close sacond,

Prayers not forgotten.......... .
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Tuesday, Janualy 19:
G:00 p. m.—Student’s Recital.
Thursday, January 21:

11 a. m—Prof. Andre Morize, Hay-
vard Tndversity, “American Hds
ucation us Seen hy @ Frevehman,”

Friday, January 22:

& p. m.—Faculty Recital, Miss Cra
craft. “The Barretts of Wimpole
Streel.”

Sunday, January 24:

6:30 p, m—=Charles W. Miller, Kings-
highway Baptist Chureh. St. Char-
les,

Sidelights of Society

Dr. and Mrs. Roemer spent a de.
lightful holiday of ten days in
Chicago, at the Palmer Houze. Most
of the time was spent attending the
latest shows, theaters, and like enter-
tainment, with some intimate friends,
Among the many interesting things
which the Dr. and Mrs., Roemer at-
tended was the Negro play, which is
to come to St. Louis within the near
future and which has proven to be a
huge suceess all over the country;
“Green Pastures”, based on the book
by Mare Connelly, The plays as a
whole were good, bad, and indifferent,

Dr. Gipson spent the first few days
of the Christmas vacation in St. Char-
les. Then she went to the Ozark
mountains, to Van Buren, Missouri,
Van Buren is a town gituated on the
Current River and is one of the most
beautiful towns guywhere, One of the
most interesting features heve iz the
Big Spring, This natural spring has
a capacity of five million gallons of
water a day, and ig one of the won-
ders of the country, 1t iz szituated in
the State Park and in the summer
thousands of tourists come there. Dr,
Gipson returned to St. Charles for the
remainder of the holidays.

Miss Mabel (lement spent a very
happy Christmpas  in Fayetteville,
Arkansas, visiting with her nephew,
Mr. E. B. Meriwether, who s an in-
structor in the law department at
Arkansas Unlversity., A sister of Miss
Clement and another nephew, who is
a Lieutenant at Ft. Sill, Oklahoma,
were also in Fayvetteville, nmaking a
family Christmas party,

Miss Anne \iauss, the President's
secretary, has been suffering with o
severe cold sinee the opening of the
Christmas holidays. The weelk he-
tween Chriztmas and New Years sghe
was unable to be out. However, she
is now back and her condition iz much
improved.

Mrs, Willlams of Palmyra, Wiscon-
gin, sister of Mise Nye, former Home
Economics teacher, wvisited on the
campus Tuesday., She is on an auto-
mobile tour of the south,

Mary Lonise Bowles spent Monday
night in 8t, Louls with her sister and
saw the Ziegfeld Follies at the Amer-
ican Theatre,

Everyvone wae glad to see Virginia
Keclk back at school after a week's
absence, dne to an automobile acei-
dent. Virginly 1z from Blytheville,
Arkansas,

(Continued from page 1. cnl. 3)
for it presents the characters of an-
other age and makes them belong to
our age,

John Galsworthy, who exesls az a
noveliest rather than as a dramatist,
although he iz considerad a very good

LINDEN BARK, Tuesday. Janugry 19, 1932.

dramatist, has written a new play,
“The Roof"”, which bas recelved com-
mendation from erities

The romantic operetta, *““T'he Cat and
the Fiddle”, has recelved some good
critieism, and was put on by the man
who gdirected “Three’s o  Crowd?,
which fs booked-tor February, and is
considered a fing play, The same
producer did “Band Wagon” which ex-
cels everything in perfection of stage
chifting and unitfication of char-
acter. There are no wails throughont
the play: it is a marvelous pisce of
cooperation,

Mrs, Fiske, preeminent American
netrpss, has revived the role of Becky
Sharp, She last appeared lers in the
“Merry Wives of Windsor", with Otis
Skinner.

“No one can be interested in drama
without recognizing the supremacy of
Shakespeare,” said Miss Gordon “Few
actors do him justice but we were for-
tuhate in haying the Stratford on-
Avon players this season in 8t. Louis,
Now there is the promise of a play of
Shakespeare's, with an unusual com-
bination of players. Otis Skinner as
Shylock, and the return of one of
America's favorites, Mande Adams, in
the role of Portia. No one is educated
who has not seen Shaespeare acted
well, At least one production of
Shukespeare should be seen, and this
presentation of the *“Merchant of
Venlee” gives promise of being an ex
lremely good piece of work."

“The House of Connelley”, hy Paul
Green, should be particularly interest-
ing to the people of the South, in that
it presents the struggle of the tradit-
fonal old South and how diffienlt it is
to maintain the old standards. The
author iz a Seutherner, and treats the
subject very understandingly.

“Green Pastures”, the Pulitzér prize
play by Mare Connelly, has been thres
yedars getting to St. Louds, having been
lwo years on Broadway, It is con-
cerned with the religions conception
of the negro race as we are familiar
with it. Mr. Connelly has presented
it as truthfully as possible with a
aympathetic stroke, and thongh we
may be adverse to negro drama, we
see him as he 18 thinking his own
thoughts and living his own existence.
This play is due in Febraary.

Other plays which we are promiszed
are “Grand Hotel”. charmingly played
by the lead of “And So To Bed”; “Re-
union in Vienna”, full of intrigue and
fnnuendoes, with Alfred Lunt and
Lynn Fantanne, who &0 ably played
“HBligabeth the Queen’ last 'season;
dnd "Cyranc de Bergerac” the most
dynamic production of recent years,
with Walter Hampden,

Miss Govdon closed by sayving, “To
know about drama, we must know that
the dramatic impulse iz common to all
of us. We should see what is being
ghown and cultivate that inherent
taste, Drama grows on us and Lin-
denwoord offers accessibility to the
cultural advantages of a big clity. This
season would be guite worthwhile tor
18 to see some very good things in the
drama.”

That Ever Present Evil
Of College Life

Woe! They are upon us again.
What? The FINAL EXAMINATIONS.
After having been revised to suit the
majority’s eonvenience, the final
schedule iz up. “Isn’t thi= grand? 1
get through on Wednesday,” “Wall
[ have exams until three on Friday.
[su't that luek?” Exclamations such
43 these are heard on campus now.
Wonder what the different classes
think about these semester batiles
with their courses? The Senior is
probably saying, *“This time next
year, [ won't be getting ready for
Finals, That won't be hard to take

Interesting New Copy
of Roman Tatler Posted

A red-cheeked, blue eved bhaby,
abundening his toys and Mothier Goose
Rhymes tor o First year Latin book,
i8 the outstanding pleture in this issue
of the Roman Tuatler. Under the pie-
tures are these words, “Abandoning
All Blse | Love But Thea."

A Bit Of Advice is a clever article.
It advises us to wateli onr verbs. Hera
is a Httle verse at the end ol the ad-
vige,

Can and Will ave cousing

Whe never trust to luck,

Will is the ehild of Energy,

Can 1s Lthe son of Pluek

Can't and Won't arg cousing, tpo

Always ont of Work.

Won't is the son of Never Try

And Can't is the son of Bhirk,

A fong list of common chemical ele-
ments come from classical derivations,
Then there nre numerous words that
one often uses without even knowing
they are almost divectly Latin, The
numerous jokes are worth reading.

Archeology A Science

Miss Hankins of the classical
langnage department spoke to the
Orientation e¢lass on Archeology, on
Tuesday, November 12, Archeology,
says Misg Hankins. is a new science of
old things, and the archeologlst 1s a
“seientist with o spade”, who draws
conclusions from the material found,
ranges his material and so makes
history—or unmakes it.

In prder to be an archeologist many
characteristics are necessary. The
archeologist supervizses a number of
workers so he must have the ability
to lead and to haundle people. He al-
80 nesds tact an renthusiasm for his
work, A Lknowledge of languages,
history, geology, and anthropology are
all nesded by the archeologist. Keen
power of observation is an attribute
without which the archeologist would
find hiz work difficult.

Schliemunn, a German, might be
called the father of archeology, When
e was just a boy he decided that he
would find Troy, This ldea led him
on and finally in later life his pur
pose  was accomplished. He found
not only one Troy. but nine, onhe o
top 6l another.

Arvcheology is not only very inter-
osting Dbeenuge of the many unusual
things unearthed, but it algp has its
purpose in cerifying history and malk-
ing it more accurdie.

rtermmeee U'mmy but 1 owish 1 weren't
araduating,” The Junior is chanting
“Just one more year' as she plays
Bridge instead of studying., The Soph-
cmiore tells how scared she was last
yvear and adds, “But now 1 Know they
don't amount to much,” The Fresh-
man writes home enclosing her exam
sehedule so that her family can see
just how abused she is, Then gather
ing her books about her she sits gaz
ing at a certain photograph on her
desk and finally murmurs something
about being glad if she did flunk so
she could go home and keep an eye on
Him.

“A hundred vears from now nobody

will koow whether we flunked or
made “E'., Now that is a bad, bad
mistake, For it is a known fact that

one's family iz bound to talk and when
conversation lags how do you know
that they won't tell the neighbors all
about those low grades? And even it
they were kept strietly within the
family for another genervation, just
how would you feel if wyour grand-
daughter gaid to her schoolmates,
*My grandma flunked her finalg when
she was In college. Yes her nume
was Letty Lindenwood'. Let thiz be
3 warning, gals.

On The Way Home

Who said that things didn’t happen
to Iteufllrf o the brain?. They certaln-
Iy could wnot have heen-reterving to
Lindenwood girls  and:, their trips
home,; Have you heard about sowe
of the amusing ineldents that happen-
gd to our fellow “Alma Materers?”

Did wyou know that some of our
Irwin girls rode to Nebraska in.a pris
vate car? I seems that our_ fellow
students declded they wanted to get
inte the eclub ¢ar and they found a
car that looked like a club car, only
it did seemi a bit luxurious . . . They
proceeded vo sll down and malke theme
selves guite comfortable when o walt-
er. ., ., ssemingly a waiter .. . came
and asked them if they wished some
lemonade or g bite to eat., They as-
sured him they did not care for any
and finally, true to storv-book styvle
the owner came back to the car. Ha
assured them it was quite all right
for them to remain back there agnd
our playmates were well taken care
ol during the 1rest of the trip.

Private cars seem to be the hobby
Fof Lindenwood girls. Doris Martin
who boarded the train in her hom@
town, was ushered in to a private car
by mistake and the train went off and
left the private car, which they push-
ed back Into the yard leavingz poor
Dorid and her father in the isolated
car. Now what could be more inter
esting than a private car in the rafl
read yard? Doris and her father
then had to board a freight train and
ride in the caboose, huddled about a
stove ‘in the middle of the car. The
trials of being a college girl!

Ripley hasn't a thing on the writer,
but did vou hear about the two girls,
a little dark senior and the-tall blond
junior who were entertained on tha
train to Chicago by the Hlinpis legls-
lature and Senator Barre from IHinola,
When asked abont it the little senior
said, “Oh we had a lovely dinner and
evérything™ , . . . Sonie people hava
all the luck!
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PLAN TO FASHION YOUR

SPRING WARDROBE

NOW AT

BRAUFMAN'S

Perfectly lovely are the new
Frocks with their crispness of
Spring, that are arriving daily
and so attractively priced!

| FOR THURSDAY, FRIDAY
I AND SATURDAY
[ Discontinued numbers of

| Vanity Fair Hoslery, Values

| to $1.95
05¢

— 1

Braufman’s

Corner Main & Washington

STRAND THEATRE

Monday
Ken Maynard in
“THE FIGHTING LEGION"

Tuesday—Wednesday
“THE DREYFUS CASE"
(Road Showed at American Thestre)

Thursday
YMEN OF CHANCE”
With Mary Astor and Ricarde Cortes

Friday Night and Saturday Matinea
Greta Garbo—Ramon Novarto in
“MATA HARIY
With Lionel Barrymore—Lewis Stone
Saturday Night, Two Shows, 7 and 9
Loretta Young—Walter Huston In

“YTHE RULING VGICE"





