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News from the Dean’s Office !1

Dr. Gipson is very husy
Interviewing the Seniors. She s try-
ing male o complete record of
what they have gecomplished in their
four years at college. She s also in-
lerviewing the Juniors, in view of
their requircments for next year.

Next week Dr. Gipson will attend a
meeting at Tulsa, Oklahoma. It is a
section meeting of the American As-
sociation of University Women.

Six weeks tests are being anticipat-
ed and grades come out very =soom.
bPr.  Gipson expressed lhopes that
spring fever will not efect the splen-
did grades made by students the first
six weeks of this second semester.

this week

to

Major Sibley Lives Again

5,

Tuesday night, April Dr. Gregg
addressad the chapter of Alpha Sigma
Tau on a subject pertinent to the
heart of every Lindenwood girl—data
gathered on the life of our fonnder,
Major George C. Sibley.

During her Easter vacation Dr.
Gregg visited many peints of interest
which she charminzly eatimerated in

her Informal discourze bhefore the
chapter members. Her first stop was |
the histaric spot, Arrow Rock, where |
stood the original Fort Osage. The |
old Arrow Rock Tavern has bheen pre-|
served by the state orgauization
the Danghters of the Amerigan

olution and the hostess of this delight-
ful inn, Mrs. Bigzs, was the means oi

of
eV |

Dr. Gregg's finding many [nteresting
points in and around the town. |
After a short stay here Dr. Gregg|

went on to Marshall. but found no in-|

formation pertaining to her particular
cause until she hud traveled as far as
Liexington where there were many in-
teresting records ef the land owned
by George Sibley In a heautiful spot
abont twenty-two miles out of Lex-
ington.

The town nf Sibley dtself where Dr.
Gregg next journeyed has g genealogy
of great complication. After many
complex situations arising from sach
events as the earthouaks fu 1311, the
subsequent foundinzg ef the town ol
Madrid, the trouble wi the gavern
ment over g finaneial difficulty and
final selling the land to satisty
governmental claims, a certain Arch-
ibald Gamble bought the land and
laid out the town of Siblay,

While 8ibley was originally Intend-
ed to become n clty of some import-
ance the larger towns absorbed the
bigger events and ths town today con-
sists of a ‘General Store and several
scattered houses, There remalns on-
ly the spot where the Bibley cottage
stood, hut some very interasting iun-
formation was gleaned from the local
residents and the insgriptions on the
old tombstones in the ancient cem-
etery,

Dr. Gregg also visited the old Har
mony Mission where Sibley s sald to
have heen of great aid to the starving
missionaries, but little of any value

i

sl

il

of

remains of the original bulldings:

First Junior Recital

Thelma Harpe and Doris Oxiey give
most brilliant recital.

The first of the upperclass racitals
of the year was held at 4:456 Tuesday,
April §, ln Roemer Aunditorium, and
was one 0l the sure signs of spring,

when musical  activities rapldly
lead up Lo Commencement. The two
Junpiors giving this recital, Thelma

Harpe and Doris Oxley, most certain-
ly set' & high standard for the follow-
ing recitals to attain. Both are out-
standimg members of the music de-
partment and the delizhtful guality of
the recital was expected, judging from

their recitals of last year and the
nuinber of programa en which they
kave appeared. The program, lor the

main part, congisted of the well-chosen
classies and a touch of the modern,
Thelma Harpe opened the program
with: the well known “Prelude and
Fugue, B flat major” from EBEach®
Well-Tempered Clavichord., This was
an indication of the technical ability
displayed a!l through the recital
well as the splendid
Bach's style was brought out heauti-
fully by very distinct voless and the
number was highly appreciated., The
second of this z2roup was,the diffcult
‘Theme and Varlations, Op. 18, No. 67
of Tschulkowsks This composition,
with its cnousual brilliant parts in
which fine Llechnlgue was psed, an:

a3

sweet melodlous sections In  whic
| ‘Phelma played with intense leelingz,
wos A delizbtul additien ‘to the pro-
gram

Doris Oxley tlien played her [irst
group composed of the "French Suite
No. 5, G malor” of Bach and tweo

Chopin Etudes, tha “A flat major, Op.

10, No. 10" and the “C major, Op. 10;
Na, 7. In the Figst, the Allemunde

rhvthm
selully rendered: the del
thiroughout made it delight
Courante movemsnt w
brisk and thes Interpreta-
wis gréatly aided by brilllant
finger uctlon. The velces were well
brought out Io the Gavotte which waa
guite stately in ma . and the lilzus
was charming 1 ity splendld tech-
nique and eapeclally iis finger [orce.
The first Htude was a bsautiful mel
w‘v in flowing effect ot

movement was very clear, Gy
and was g
icate trills
fal. The

and

as
lively

tion

Dner

which a

moothness was attained by o dificuilt
wn’tt movement, moving tempo, and 3
deiightful interpretation. The second
one was simllar os to technique and
difficutlty, only heavier, showing the
plano mustery of Chopia fn s [nfer-
osting and briltlant way,

The first two numbers of Thelma's

second group were alsny  Chopln|
Atudes, "B major, Op. 10, No. 3" and

“E minor, Op. 25, No. §.” The one ln
E major was delicate and of & slower
tempo with so abundance of fesling
and richness, and the later chords
wera beputlful with their contrasting
soft oned. The other was character-
Ized with grace notss and vivacious-
ness. Parta of it were much like one
of hig valzes and with the Lhe stac-
cato notes and unezpected phrases it
was vary effeclive,

The next number was Strauss'

s | over

interpretation. |

“Religious Realities”

Rev. Mr. Inglis' sermon, with
Hebrews as His text.

The Rev, John F. Inglis of the Jeft-
erson  Streat  Presbhyterian  Church
spoke at Vespor sorvices Sunday even-
ning, April 2, on the inspirational
subject, “Religious Realities.” M.
Inzlis took as his text words from the
eleventh chapter of Hebrews, dealing
with the destinies of the immortal
Abraham when [t became neceszary
for him to make an economle adjust
rment eomparable to that disruption
which I8 taking place in our lives to
day. Regardless of the fact that civil
ization had reached a high peak In
e time of Abraham, the restlessness
of his people necessitated his consid-
ering a change in his ways of living,:
and foreed him to consider the pos-
sibility of building on a neéw founda-
iton, Thig situation has been carvied
! to some degree in fhe modern
crisis we are fucing teday, and while
'we have never been :able to build up-
on councrete examples of the past we
can profit hy the historical examples
Ithat have gone before us.

Inglis sald, “We have discarded
|t‘1n“1 the past economic orders every

!thtna but the arts. We cannot huild
tlie past although we can take
i sugzestions frim that whiclh has gone

BIr.

Bpon

L'. We can take one of three
':‘-'Ef.r" toward (aciong life as It must
be v We ecan iznore the [unda-
mental facts of living; we can let

events tall where they may and make
the best of It; oy we can face the facts
of living and work out a detinite phil-
psophy ta guide us in the future:

i

‘Amerifcan historians have téken on
a pasnimistie aititude,
iy eyvery o instead of doing as
{Abraham did and turning our faces to
thte unknown armsd with the knowl
edze of o ‘religions reality.

“Many of us cauld profit by a more

&8s has seenting

¢ glza,

intensive study of the Bible, Often
we think onrselyves familiar with its
content when in rea we pOSsess
but smatlerings of kno dge gleaned
from the wayside of other peaples
farzillarity, [f there is anything com-

parable to the
reality peonle would do weall to And it,
and to carry over into thelr own lives
tha courage to face a trunsition as

strong as that inwsrd counviction
which was Abraham’s. The power of
religious reality has driven people

from time immemorial to find rest; so
many materigl things have falled that
now is the time to grasp something
that will not de-materialize within
one's eyes. Iustead of tearing down
fdeals wus the former goal of the
Humanist group, we are now trying
to build o foundatiom to live upon in
these times of stress and straln. It
is time to become conscloug of the
(iod who led Abrgham.”

i3

— e —

“Dreaming’” and consisted of gorgeous
harmonies and melody, and was io-
terpreted with depth anod beauty of
touch, The conclading number of
Thelma's was “The Irigh Washer-

(Continued on page 6, Coli 4)

comlort of a religlous)

Easter Services Are
An Inspiration

Dr. Roemer gives message and Choir
sings "The Risen King."

Palm Sunday vespers was character-
ized by two of the most dellghtful
events that have graced Sundays dur-
ing the entire year. It was not a pro-
gram made up ol the talent of the
surrounding or outlying districts, The
first event was the Easter cantata
and the second Dr. Roemer's BEaster
message, “"Resurrection Now."”

Under the direction of Miss Gisgsels
man the choir presented that lovely
cantata, “The Risen King," by
Schnecker, The introduction of the
cantata was sang by the chorug, “This
{s the day the Lord hatnh made.” There
was a delightiul contrast etween the
strong, Jjoyful motif and sweet, low,
mournful motif, The story of the
Resurrectlon was sung. A pleasing
combination of chorus. trio, and solo
diztinguished the cantata. “"With lov-
ing hearts and laden hands” was sung
by Dolores Fisher, Mary Loulse
Bowles, and Maxine Namur, “They
have taken away my Lovrd,” was sung
by Mary Loulse Bowles, and “He
whom ye seelk ig not here” by Alice
Denton. The finale was a chorus num-
ber, "Unto Him who loved us.”

)r. Roemer's
ing, inspiring.
rection is the
Christian

message was convines
He said, "The Resur-
cardinal prineiple of the
chiurel, By the Resurrect-
fon, it Is prv to men that they
ghall die to lHyve again, If this e is
all, ig it not merely an enormous joke?
In the victory of the Resurrection,
people rejoice, .

“The Apostle Paul was the practical
theologian the Bible. It was he
who exhorted to the Christian life o8
exemplified by Jesus, Are we llving
the rigsen lfe on earth today? Again,
it was Paul who gaid, ‘If ye are dead
in Christ why are ye subject to rules?

“This philosophy i= practical, It
means the emancipated life. Today
we are in bondage to standardization,
slaves of tion, and we follow
convention rather than spirit. Law-
rence Dennis In his book, “"Doomed,”
said pertinently, ‘What we nead is lea-
dershilp of #plrityal life ratheyr than
lite.! Ninety-nine percent of
tha people don't think; they are un-
der the bondage of no thinking. We
are the slaves of ambition and mere
vain toys. We must give reason for
the faith we follow. The depression
will ha o potent factor in taking some
of this selfishness out of us. Recent.
ly a member 6f the House ol Repre-
sentatives sald that ws are further in
the dspiths of Communism than any
country except Russia. A liw was
proposed which stated that If o man
were to leave un estate of over five
million dollars, sixty-five per ceulb of
it Id go to the government. We
must rise beyond materialism to ns-
cand.

“The rlsen life is ambitious. Paul
sald that we must seek those things
that are above highest ambition. We
must have n pregram and p goal,
giriving to adbere to the mark of lifo

{Continued en page 6, Col, )
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“Phere isap frigate ke a hook
To take us lands away,
Nopany conrsers Hke o page
Of prancing poetry,

This traverse may the poorest
Wilhout oppress of toll;

How frugal is the chariot

That hears a human soul!”

take

—Emily Dickingon

e e G M R

Sophs Climax Year With Prom

the hirds, tle bees, the Howers und the
trbEs 4ve oy it to the Sophomores. Take oft your hats, cheer your loudest,
client, and shig your swoolest soneg to the class of 34 Do you realize whut
they've done, No, not any more fhan any other sopliomore clags, put they've
followed the precedent, and that's something,

To be able to put o bunch of wild and wooly freshman down; and teimt
them fivet to cotton: then muake celanese oul of them, with prayers and hopes,
for the next vear, that they will return as sophomores, as [ine a silk as the
last soplis, would be the biessing of the class of voyal color and blood.

Such are (he driads and Stribs’ of the sophomore class—do you wonder
they have gray habr?

To pay homage to themselves and their royal blood, az all "kingly” peo-
ples do they must do their ntmost in evéry way., They must lye up to thelr
true letter of mphht!entlcm—\\‘hlt.-h in the true sense means “wordly wise! —
fine out 41 dvery ten have it-—rather think they have—but all they have is—
fet's spe-—call It constitutional fortitude or nerve, v

To top the cake with whipped eream, the sophomove class furnishes s
Vietorian and governing vear with the SOPHOMORE PROM, {n all the pump
Aand tashion of o qlﬂmq&,m ocpasion. A suocesstul year, from begituing to end,
fdde g0 by o successtal class:

So everybody—the depression’s over—ring out

Hail vou purple and white so true!
Hail to the Sophsr 0—2! !

And tnow, hesides snyving 1t to

the bells—

CTIEE O B O O O 0 B B

April Is Memorable In American History

April, the month now besinning, seems toohave been markeqd of the yeav for
the cecurrencs of memorable, époch-making events. "Twas in April, thut
a Beston sflversmith made the midnight ride to warn the New England coons
tryside thut the Red Coats wei's marching on Lesington and Concord. Many
gignificmit lneldents in our nutlonal Bistory took place in Apvll. The inatg-
uratinn of Washington opened the fivst period of United States politieal free-
dom. I Apell, 1885, the end of thy Clvil War came. Flfty-two vears later
Woodrow Wilson, in that month, declared way on Germany, and the groatest
Wiy in history wus entéred iy the Unitad States—and we ave still immediaiely
alive to the trugedy and dramaof that conflict,

Aprll nineteenth is obdetved 10 England a= Primrose Day in commenora-
tion of the death in18s1 of Benjamin Discaell, Diseaell’s famons oa WEer A8
Prime minferer has been gtten dramatized. 1t i3 only lately that there have
Beén muny revivals of the story, and there hos beesn muel praise of the
dratia. The clnema interpratation of George Arliss Has heeh u favorite topic
this winter,

In this month a few years ago, Perry discovered the North Pole,

The mouth containg over one hundred anniversaries including the birth-
days of eighty famous man and women, Among these arve Shukespeare, Defos,
and Worddwnrtly,

And dear unto our Kittenish souls, April Fools Day {s celebrated.  April
used fo be the fArst month In the vear. Some simple folk could not revise
their schedule when the new arranzemment was made and continued to cele-
brate the aldveént of the New Year the first of April, Thereupon jokesters
seized the oportpunity to play tricks upon them and thos the tradition of
the day, z

i
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Why the Decrease in Sending Easter Greetings’

For reasons which are causing much spedulation in certain clreles, there
geems (o have been a decrease in the number of Easter Greeting cards sent
this yvear, In former yvears i has been the eustom at Bastertide; as at other
holidays throughout the year, to send decovative cavds of greeting and best
wishes for the holiday sedson to one's friends. Althougi the sonding of Bast-
er cards was not as generally popular as the gending of Christmas and New
Year greeting cards, still in the last few years the custom has been growing.
This vear's nlmost total neglect of the Easter season, other than in religious
eonnections or in the advertisements of the fashionable haberdashery estab-
lishmeiits, has oceasioned many guesses gs to the underlying reasons.

Some of the more economically minded speculators have suggested that

Jboen eoming to Lindenwood for elaht

Talk On Modern Art

—_— ——

Mrs. -H&lchings Gave Hlustrated
Lecture

On ‘thirsday morning,  Maveh 40,

Mus. Emile Grant Hutchings give a

legture in  Roomer - Anditorium on

Y3ignificant Currents in the Art

Stream.” Mrs, Hutchings is head of

the Narcissuz Club of St Lolls, drt

éritie on the “Globe-Denjodral™ and

has heen abroad many times; She has

vears with her lectures.

Mrs. Hutcliings said that her pur-
pose was Lo shew *what modern art
Iz and bhow it got that way.” Modern
art iz art that grows out of our own
time: caell orn brings its own modern
wyt oxpression, whieh iz the forernus
ner of civilizdtion, 'The modern ait
of today is a protest geainst art, sym-
metty and beatuty., A movement wus
egtarted abour 1905 calied the "Sociely
of Wild Bousts,” Hs aims were to
destroy preceding art.  Because there
was no mayket foy pietures from the
Fprench sehoM, they set up rules whiieh
were the reverse of Lhose employved
by the French schisol. Thres outstanid-
Ing currents i Lhis movement were
gelling a hearing: being heard, and ad-
vertising,  As speed ie the dominant
symbol of this genevation, It I8 ve.
leeted in the wret. Mps, Hutehings
safd, “The old walls and roofs of con-
venrtion are tottering about us” She
compated this to an ervuption of Ves
uvins,

The first pleture Mrs. Hutchings
showed wis palutad by a prominent
painter of 8t luouds, in Pompeil. [ is
an emblam of the strong stage of de-
velopment of Romuan art. The scens,
thiroush a Roman avch, looks towanrd
Vesuvius: The art, color. atmosphere
and the line of the pletnre arse con-
servative.

The second pleture was o great eons
trast to the Hest: I was the “Bar:

'- Sir Herbert Ames.

Noted Lecturer, Speaks

Sir Herbert Ames, the well-kntwn
authority on world-wide politics and

raetivities, wis the guest of the Inter
nationul Reldtions Club and the Stu.

dent  Body on Tharsduy  evening,
March 21, when he spoke In Roemer
Auditorium on “Has the League of
Nationd Failed in Manchuria,” St
Herbert {8 a Canadian although at
presenl he lep in the Thnited Stites,
He haw hed a l-mxg and varied expen
fence In public service, In 1919, be
was invited to assume the post of
Financial Director or Treasurer of the
League of Nations Secretariat then be:
ing ovganized it Londan, He tilled
thiz potition from 1818 to 1826, Dur
ing the past three years, be has twica’
vtcﬁtm Guneya, he%rhu. up to date on
tall Lies igite activities.

In his talk on Thorsday evening,
Sir Herbort sald that it is top early to
Ay whether the League hag falleg or
swecopded, But we can review {ta
actions und dvaw our own ponclusiong,
He gave a short outling of the” main
artieles and stipulations of the Leazie
Covanant, Both China and Japan had
aigned the Covenant, The United
States dil not join; President Hoover
sail that we did not join heciause pub-
lic opinlon wonld sufflee (b check
violence [n our hemisphere,

When Jatian started the tronble with
China last September, it was thought
that settlément would he made easily.
However. all steps thal the Leasus
took were ignored by Jupan, and the
trouble  continued. 1Y Japaun had

brought hep greievance to the Leagus

instead of fighting over 1it. things
woiuld have been different. Most of
the trouble and all of the embarrass:
ment could have been gvoided. It
soon becume apparent that Japun did
not intend o live up lo any sgres:
ments made o Geneva, tor the agita-
tion has continuad.

barie Legend”, painted by Panl Gau:
gin. It is very tepresentative of the
movement etyrted in 1903 Anothey|
pleture shown by Mrs, Hutclhifuzs, tu

ol thie Spring”, is done in ene range u[|
colers and 18 supposed to vepresent
Ponee (de Leon lunting for the spring
of elernal vouth, The golor of the
pletnre s intoxicating.

One especially Interesting pictire
shown by Mrs. Hutchings was Franz

Mare's - productlon,  “Firefrightened
Hotses”, The background is conveins
tlongl and symbolizes five. Three

lorses are in different positions: one

The Leigne has succedded in unify-
ing all the world asainst Japan and
cendemuns her actions, Thls acls &8
axpiiple to other eonntries who
zhe hoave been anticipating follow-

an

represent the modern  governmant, 111;, pReh bk, Ntk 7
it called, “The Goldiish” hy Matlsse, l ; FR R g AR
Thizs shows o revolt from stiltness|S€is or does by force will be Tes
find pradery to the exact opposite, iz:;;;ljld I_;":“_:ii:" ‘:]t;l‘m‘:_l_l‘\l_ %:11“!:??;?1
B I L. im ako | (| 14
IH,M::;;_'_; '.llil:t‘thilullil-'j“:5':;':“;:1:.9: Hil:;:;___;l_-!'.erseii isplated—an outeast., I the
1eiﬂmnﬂil it was I;il‘ﬂ'::'l impossible ['_J]Lenguu were not lere (o cosrce
distinguish what they were.  Amone ,"‘"im“"' Japan wonld go on, uncensor
these was one entitied A Youns|Sd BY the world.
Giel,  Mrd, Hutehings expiained tl\.i.‘ilmp tire, one has falt ‘the heat and
by saving laughingly, “Who eaves|eniene to deluk. and the other has net
what it means7 IL expresses emol|eansed e five and s turned sway
lons." Another of these, “The DURCE | from b, Tiils pictiure expresses action,

symbolism and design.

Atter ahowing more piclurés, bMra,
inteltings sald in conclusion that as
e progresses the jepliness and dis-
tortion is becoming exhausted and
there will be o movement lsack toward
begaty, “The basis of all real art is
nature, and the bask= of @ll real civ-
flization {8 charaeter”

which is maddened i turaed toward

Read the LindenBarlk, =

finuncial prosperity could affect such extravagances as gresting cards, espse
fally when postage must be consldered, but it {s hard to belleve that the
American peopla would stint n small expenditnre for an occasion so hound up:
with thelr religion, if their emotlons on the subisct were genuine. It is true,

hus come from our economic depression may have ¢rushed out any sentiment
which the Amerlcan people as a whole could feel this year. A more lksly
explanation is that many peopls who are now watching thely expenses closely
for the first time have realized the needless waste and confusion caussd by
a deluze of greeting cards seat throngh the mail each holiday season.

A suggestton advanced by & few of the more ¢ynical young moderns is
that thiz decrease in the sending of Haster cards 18 an indieation of the de-
erease of Amerean relizlous fervor. They would have us belteve that our
negleet of the Ettster meuson gz anything bur a time In which to demand
new spring clothes from our hard-pressed parents is but snother triumpl for
America’s growing materialism, 'Be that as {t may, less and less Interest is

us never befors saw & more generul religious observance. Perhaps (he mass
I8 repudiating cuher' n&éaﬂiﬁgleés uentlmentahty and sedarching for the desper
‘slgnificancs of

our scape-goal depression should receive the blame, Undoubtedly the luck of

however, that the mental depression and Inck of spiritual exuberance which

being taken in the outer evidences of the Eastér season, although this year

"l
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BLACK VASES
—_—

By Sarah Louise Greer

Arlene walked slowly down the

mirror-lined reception haii, conscious
of the reflected Arlenes accompanying
her. Slowly she turned her small, oval
face toward each reflection, critically
surveying the slender, lovely figure
which unbelievably was hers. Some-
times her mirrored loveliness startled
Arlene, Her perfect, shining head
rose on a soft white throat from the
gleaming folds of black around her
shoulders. Its graceful tilt was elo-
quent; its too perfect poise revealed
the woman's extreme egoism. The tiny
silver quill in the dull black beret
settled daringly over one eyebrow
seemed to stiffen proudly when
Arlene's glance approved its smart-
ness. The instep of her small foot,
shadowed by the swaying, persuasive
folds of her all-black dress, arched
gracefully as Arlene walked over the
deep-piled, purple carpet in the hall.

The reflections were gratifying, she
cdmitted, smiling slightly. She had
achieved the sleek, sophisticated
ciect expected of the wife of the
town's richest man. Again she would
dazzle the stuffy literary club, whose
boresome sessions she detested. One
must have somewhere to go, Arlene
conceded to herself, and it was true
that the humble members of the circle
appreciated her presence. Their envi-
ous silence on the occasion of former
well-timed entrances was sufficient
proof of that. Then, too, it was al-
ways the charming and lovely Arlenc
whom they selected to entertain cele-
brities or to preside in aloof exquisite-
ness over the tea-urn and inevitable
vanilla wafers.

Today was an oceasion on the club’s
and Arlene’s calendar. The great Carl
Fritsch was to be their guest. As a
poet Fritseh was famous; asg a man
he was notorious, notorious for his
deadly appeal to women. It was be-
cause of the subtle challenge of the
man's reputation that Arlene had be-
come suddenly interested in that af-
ternoon’s reception. She had been
thinking of it for days, and now as
she moved down the long hall, in her
mind she formed f[uture romantic
scenes in which she and Carl Fritsch
were together in a moonlit HFrench
garden, his lips close to her pale yel-
low hair .....

Still smiling slightly, Arlene paunsed
in the arched doorway of the club-
room, conscions of the excellent frame
its heavy purple velvet curtains made
for her blonde beauty. The room was
¢rawded with the colors of many
dresses and the noise of women's ex-
cited voices. The little groups of
‘alkers did not separate nor turn to
the slender figure in the doorway.
Their eyes were on the tall, browned
pret quietly standing with his back
azainst the old-fashioned marble
mantle piece.

Arlene frowned an instant; her
smooth white forehead wrinkled unbe-
comingly. and a peculiar greenish glit-
ter flashed in her deep hlue eyves. The
cabm brown eyes of the poet looking
over the heads of the stodgy intel-
lectualists saw the hard glitter and
the impatient gesture of the woman's
slender hand. Immediately Arlene
smiled. The silver quill in her smart
beret quivered with the sharp upward
jerk of her head. Graciously she ex-
tended her hand to the stiffly-corseted
dowager who came to meet her and
allowed herself to join one of the little
groups. For several minutes Arlene
was careful to avoid the poet's level
eyes, which she felt gazing at her.
Then casually the woman turned her
lovely face directly toward the great
Carl Fritseh. He was talking with
great enthusiasm to a thin, colorless
woman of middle age! Arlene bit her
tender lip until its redness faded to

purple.

During the hour that followed, the
wife of the town's richest man suffer-
ed miserably. Carl Fritsch, the poet,
had enchanted even the dullest mem-
ber of the club. They stood and
listened breathlessly while he talked.
answering their questions with fas-
cinating personal anecdotes. Arlene
was ignored. After Lthat one signfi-
cant look when she had entered the
room, the man had glanced al her on-
ly a few times. It seemed to Arlene
that with those calm brown eyes he
had challenged her, the only beautiful
woman in the room, and then reward-
ed her with absolute indifference.
Arlene felt humiliated and angry, but
still strangely attracted to the man.
A few minutes ago when they had
been formally introduced with the aid
of the well-corseted dowager, the poet
had silently looked at her for a long
moment before murmuring a conven-
tional response. The meeting had been
litile like Arlene's imaginings. She
had winced and turned away as soon
as possible, peculiarly angry with her-
sell.

Now that some of the crowd had
left, the woman abruptly deserted the
little group, in which she had been on-
Iy half-interested, and sank graceful-
ly onto a damask divan. BShe closed
her splendid eyes from feigned fatigue,
Iknowing the attractions of an attitude
of even momentary repose, She hoped
that the pale yellow afternoon sun
coming through the creamy marqui-
settes on the wide windows veined her
delicate eyelids with gold, Self-con-
aciously Arlene fluttered her dark
lashes and saw the poet, Carl Fritsch
standing alone in front of her.

He spoke in a low voice, “Please do
not move. The sun has glorified your
beaunty as its own.” The poet's brown
eyves smiled at her. To Arlene it
seemed that they smouldered with the
divine fire of genius face to face with
beauty. Her white hands slid to her
throat and she rose ag if hypnotized,
unable to speak, conscious only that
he had acknowledged her golden and
white loveliness.

The poet murmured, “In that black
2own you are to me a slim black vase.
..... Yes, a slim black vase holding
‘he white and yellow lily which is
vour head. Remember that; il is what
Carl Fritsch has said of you!" Across
‘he room his secretary signalled to
him it was time to depart. He bent
over her hand briefly, “Goodbye,” he
said. “In you | have found the physi-
cal reality of an imaginary woman in
one of my recent poems. Please read
it in this volume after [ am gone . . . .
Then you may hate me and I shall
not know.” His smile was strange,
but Arlene took the proffered little
book of poetry. It was enough that
she, Arlene Hollingsworth, was the
embodiment of a woman about whom
Carl Fritsch had written.

When he had left, she stood there in
the sunlight thinking of what she had
said. She was very gentle with the
curious women who surronnded her,
chattering and questioning. To them
she answered, “He has written a poem
in this book which he says might have
been written to me.” The women
were awed by the spiritual expression
on her lovely face. Slowly she open-
ed the little volume to the title poem,
“Black Vase,” and in her mellow voice
began to read:

“When I saw you standing

Tall and slender in your shimmering

Black gown,

I thought; ‘She is a slim and shining

Black vase,

And her golden, glimmering

Head is a white and yellow lily,

Rising slowly.

Then I loved you blindly,

Seeing not the ugly, squirming
Green worm

Crawling behind your white petaled
Forehead. .

Yes, von are a slim black vase,

But the shining white lily that

Shonld be yours to hold forever is

Worm-eaten.”

The woman stood for a moment
puzzled. Then she raised her eyes to
her reflection in the mirror over the
mantle piece against which the poet
had leaned. Slowly the poet's words
came back, “Then you may hate me,
but T shall not know . . .. I shall be
gone!" With a stifled seream of rage,
Arlene hurled the book against the
mirror. Suddenly she saw a jagged
erack across the glass . .. .....

TO T. D.

By Betty Hart

1 see you standing there,

In the glare of the street-light,

In the coolness of the moon-light,
In the brightness of the sun-light,
In the softness of the fire-light,

I see you standing there,

I hear vou calling me.

In the sighing of the pine-trees,
In the laughter of the rain-drops,
In the murmur of the sea-shell,
In the whisper of the stars,

I hear you calling me,

I know that you are gone,

By the sadness of the moon-light,
By the shadows in the pine-trees,
By the emptiness of laughter,

By the longing in my heart,

I know that you are gone.

I know yon will not come again.
By the ashes of the starlight,

By the weeping of the rain-drops,
By the silence of the sea-shell,

By the loneliness of heaven,

1 know youn will not come again.

MONOTONY

By Carlene Holt

Lifting her head from her book and
glaneing out from her window, she
saw that the sky was gray and the
earth below a faded brown. Tall
trees—slim, half starved, raised their
bare branches as if reaching, or at
least praying for the sunshine. They,
'ike the girl, seemed darker after the
previous shower. Out there all was
q ie!. Inside the room she could hear
the ticking of the clock, and when she
listened more carefully—the pecking
of a typewriter in another room. How-
ever, the continnous buzz-like ringing
in her ears bothered her much more
than these material sounds. Thought-
fully she closed the book and pressed
a finger tip on each eve lid, as if she
gould shut out all unpleasantness by
a gesture. When she felt the cool,
damp air breathe upon her forehead,
she dropped her hands upon her lap.
She wished that the air might have
come to break the monotony, but she
felt it go away. The yellow window
curiains quivered and were quiet. She
kevew that she would not be nearly so
bured if it were spring and sunshine
ontdoors, or even if she had the mem-
ory of exciting days. They said she
was yonng—if sixteen be young—yet
she felt old, since it seemed she would
always be silting, walting for some-
thing that would never happen.

A SUNDAY TRIBULATION

By Jean Campbell

His appearance on the stage made
me think of an old black spider crawl-
ing out on the foor. A stiff white
shirt and an ill-chosen green tie
emphasized his garb of conventional
ministerial black. A swallow-tailed
coat swooped behind his spindle-like
legs, accenting their unusual skinni-
ness. They were so tightly enclosed
in the dark striped trousers that the
bony knees pushed out, and his feet
looked much longer becanse of the
thin ankles and heavy-soled black

shoes. . His head drew the most at-

tention: hair not quite all gone, speil-
ing shiny rendez-vous for flies. His
ears stuck ouf, coming to gueer points
like the ears of elves, and as if to
stress his forcefulness, they wiggled
emphatically. His forehead, narrow
and protruding, terminated in bushy,
iron-gray eyebrows. Rimless glasses
re-enforced his queer eyes. His long
nose was pulled down as though from
smelling an unpleasant o dor. His
mouth continued the downward lines
of his nose, and wrinkles ran from
the corners of his nose around his
mouth, pulling its narrow line into an
expression of sneering distaste; and
as he delivered his sermon, unsmiling-
ly, mechanically, in irritatingly
smooth tones, his lips smacked as if
for self-applanse while he ultered
words of exposition on his seripture,
with no special ideas. When he be-
came unusually perturbed, his large-
knuckled fingers wagged under his
nose; the erooked fore-finger pointed
in a jagged line before him. He con-
tinned to expound, and to become
more ehalky, and older looking, and
miuch more unpleasant as he con-
tinued.

OLD BROWN HOUSE

By Mary Ethel Burke

Long low house all old and brown,

That the winds and the storms just
can’t blow down;

Most of your windows have no
panes,

Stufied up with rags Lo keep out the
rains.

From a brown-black chimney only
half there

Yellow smoke rolls into the air.

To the tireless patter of small
brown feet

Three brown doors furnish rapid
retreat.

A piano inside bangs “Silent Night."

On a tumble down poreh twe chil-
dren fight,

And an old brown man with soft
white hair,

Promises stories to quiet the pair.

Near a large grey barn that's tumb-
ling down

An unused car rests rusty brown.

Beside the house is a broken chair

A thin brown girl with her babe sits
there.

Long, low house all old and brown

That the winds and the storms just
won't blow down;

As long as a brown sonl dwells
within

You shelter him, though brown and
thin.

ILLUSION

By Catharine Marsh

(For Virginia)

Your smile betrays youn; yon have
seen a flower,

A rose, o be exact. [ think I know

Just how its petals droop, and what
a power

Of sweetness winds will carry when
they blow

Afar. Who walks this way will flick-
er half

A smile, or set their moniths to hide
a sigh

They cannot help. How hard it is
to langh

Except with twisted lips, when

roses die!

But have [ told you what you will
not see

Because you sigh bnt still keep
walking on?

Now wait, oh heartless, waich the
soul of me

That dies a littla for each beanty
sone.

I count each brown-edged petal as
it goes,

And laugh at you—who (hought it
was a rose!
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ADVICE

By Martha Mason

Think not of parting from thy maid

Asg it all joy from life would fade,

What is a moment's emptiness

When soon thou sharest life's hap-
pinesgs?

When she departs, her thoughts of
thee

And thine of her, will make time
flee,

Will keep the loneliness away,

And make tomorrow seem today.

8o pine not now, nor shed a tear

Ifor absent maid, so sweet, so dear,

But think of quickly passing hours,

She'll come in spring, to bring thee
[lowers,

Hand in hand with youth's caress,

Hurt not, nor changed by time's im-
press,

INCENTIVE

By Catherine Williams

Bra-rarring! The alarm cloek was
ringing but the little roll of blankets
did not stir. Silence for a minute,
and then again came the mad cry,
This time a shock of yellow hairv
popped out from one end of the heap
on the bed and two grimy hands rub-
bad two swollen sleepy eves. Bkeet

after a little effort, he just left it un-
done and tied his tie over it,

Everything was in his pants pock-
ets that he needed. He reached low to
make sure that the knife he had
traded for the day before was still
there. Ie guessed he was ready now,
all right. But he almost forgot his
hair, That was quickly taken care of
with one stroke of the hair brush. He
started for the door and rememberad
that he still wore his bedroom slip-
pers, But they would do until after
breakfast. But wait, he had not even
turned on the water in the bathroom.
He ran in and splaghed water all over
the bowl to show that it had been useq
and then wiped his hands on the
towel to moisten it. Then the wash
cloth was put under the faucet and
wrung out. The cloth touched the
tip of his nose, each cheekbone, and
each ear very lightly hefore he placed
it on its hoek. Now, he could =ay he
washed everywhere,

With three bounds lie reached the
door and threw it open, They were
eating pancakes downstairs;, and he
loved them.

ON MY BED

By Ruth Cooper

All day long my Firench doll sits
and stares at the wall, the door, or

for the life of him could not think
what was making that awful racket |

Then he remembered. It was the
alarm that he himself had set. Keep-
ing the covers around his neck, he

muaged to sit up, to reaclk ocne nrm
out, and turn the thing off, A slight
s(ueaking of the hed springs, a jerk
of the covers, and Skeet had once
more disappeared. All was silence for
a short interval. |

“Skeat,” came a cory from some-!
where, It was a feminine voice, pitch-
ad to its most plercing tone,, “Bkeet",
get right up. Don't yon go back to
2 again!”

“Yes'm, I'm almost up now.” Bnt
Skeet had again merely stuck out his
head to shout back to his mother. The
window was wide open and an icy
blast of air rushed over hig bed. IIiy
noge was cold, Ile stuck one arm out
again, but guickly drew it back under |
the covers. “Good old bed”, he|
groaned.

Skeet was awake now, It was just |
Kitim pwiowl eehasclk drTr( emaaD)
will power he lacked. After all, why
should he hurrv? Getting up meant
{reezing—until he got that window |
pulled down. It was not right for any.
one to get out of u warm place into
such a cold one anyway. He distinct- '
Iy remembered hearing that at school
School! That was another thing. Get-
ting up would just put him nearer go-
Ing to school and listening to Miss
Simmg all day.

“'Skeet”. This time Skeet sat up-
right, for now he heard his father's
menacing  voice, “Skeet, will you
please hurry? Your mother has break-
fagt almost ready.”

““Yes gir, I'm almost ready now."” As
he spoke he gave a dive for the win-
dow and slammed it down. There was
no time to stand and shiver now, Off
went the outing pajamas and then he
wag cold, He grabbed his underwear
and started pulling. This task took
real skill. The idea was to pull on the
underwear without losing the stock-
ings that still clung to its dangling
legs. Just a little more—ah, success,
With a couple of extra tugs underwear
and hose were on safely., Trom then
on the progress was not so fast. The
room was warmer and the incentive to
hurry decreased. The pants came
next, Then Skeet pulled a clean shirt
out of the dresser drawer. Funny how
the buttons were always too large for
tha buttonholes, But he supposed that
women invented that idea, It would
be just like them. 'The top button

the dresser. Against her rather yel-

low, cardboard skin the scarlet of her
lcheeks and lips contrastg startlingly,

yet, with the immenge blue eyes and
long lashes of real hair, the facs is &
pretty one. A pink straw hat holds
in check the long Dblond ecurls, and
rolls back off the face as do the lat-

ing the fly-leaf of a hymnal with a

crayon, turns in her seat and sticks
out her tongue in the general direction
of the tiny disturber,

The minister remaing calm, and de-
livers his message. At the end of the
aervice, he hastens to the entry of the
church. Holding his Bible under his
left arm, he extends his right hand
in greeting and smiles as he shakes
hands with each member of his con-
gregation.

MORNING SCENE

By Beity Barker

A small white dog ran around the
corner of the house. He paused and,
looking up at a window, barked. He
stood still for a minute, then walked
over to the bird bath. Standing on
his hind feet, he placed his fore paws
on the edge of the howl and lapped
up some water noisily, He raised hig
head when a little fox terrier came
pattering down the brick walk, then
left the water in a great hurry and
went down the walk with the other
dog,

An elderly Negress came out of the
white-shingled laundry carrying a
basket full of wet white clothes. She
put it down under the clothesling,
pleked up a sheet, shook it, and hung
it in the sun. The sheet flapped in
the wind as the two little dogs hes-
itated at the laundry door. The old
washerwoman bent over to take a
towel from the basket and turned
around to see the dogs dizappear in-
to the laundry. Waving the towel, she
sturted at the door, The dogs ran out,
velped when they saw her. and scamp-

est creations at Palm Beach. Banded | ered to stand behind a tall boy who

in pastel-shaded strips on skirt, col-
lar, and sleeves, the pink organdie
dress stands out almost as stiffly as
the huge bow, The wide hertha col-
lar perks up from the shoulders, but
e¢rosses smoothly in front to form the
voke and to enlarge into the bow,
forming a fine background.

had just eome up the walk. He laugh-
e as he bent over to pat the dogs.
The old colored woman frowned, then
grinned at him, and went back to her
vlothes, muttering to herself,

The hoy, followed by the dogs, went
up the steps of the back porch. He

Spike-| slammed the screen door, and the

on the cold ground. The other hall
are stagegering, one after the other, in
line, muttering their strange prayers
with their bodies a [filthy mass of
blood. The smell of the dried blood
mingled with dust is very offensive
and disgusting, During the day the
few stronger ones, in their great
agony, beat themselves even harder.

Easter night the torture stops. The
agonized Mexicans then fall on the
ground in deep pain.

Monday morning the Penitentes
somehow crawl back to their adobe
hovels, where they lie torn between
life and death, The ones who do not
survive this self-torture are buried
during the week. A plle of rocks and
# black wooden cross mark their
grave.

SMALL TOWN DEPOT

By Barbara Benneft

I took one last glance at the drab
little station before 1 went speeding
away toward the north. 1 saw the
cheap novelty stand, a part of it, that
was ehoved into the corner next to the
tracks, and the gum-chewing, rather
low-caste Dblonde who presided over
it, flirting with any man who chaneced
to pass that way, Then | saw the old
ticket agent, aged in service, as he
nodded to some patrons Jjust as old
in patronage. In the center of the
room stood three short rows of un-
comfortable seats. A few peaple
wole sitting stiffly orect in them, at
briel intervals casting anxious glances
toward the solemn tieking cloek, The
room was dull, and cheap, and tawdry,
and smelt of tobacco and cheap pow-
der. It was a pititul makeshift for
something that would be greater.
Yet. it was another station. a small-
town depot on one of the big railroad
lines; and for me it was home, too.

SATURDAY AFTERNOON BOAT

By Winifred Diehl

heeled pumps and a choker of tiny |dogs sat on the top step to watch nI )
pearls complete milady’s finery. And | fussy robin bring her twittering fam-| The pler on a Saturday afternoon
still she sits, rigidly motionless, and ily from the old elm tree to the bird displays a brilliant array of expectant
Eteron, bath. The scteen door slammed |[#nd idly ecurious inhabitants of the
| again, and the boy ran down the steps, | Simmer resort,

HE CAN SMILE

By Katherine Simpson

As the organist plays the prelude,
the mellow notes of the instrument
hush the congregation, A sacred still-
ness fills the air. The sun, coming
in through the stained glass windows,
makes lovely patches of soft colors
on the walls. The chair sings a famil-
iar hymn as they tauke their places.
The minister opens his door and goes

slowly toward the pulpit. He begins
the Lord's Prayer. The peopla follow
him as best they can. With

thel

l and started the engine.

whigtling, 'The dogs saw the buneh
of jingling keys in his hand, and raced
out to climb onto the geat of the green
roadster at the eurb, The hoy got in
The roadster
moved with a pop from the exhaust
and soon disappeared down the street,

The robin took his family back to
their free, and the yard was quiet
agiln,

THE PENITENTES

By Ruth Adams

The Penitentes, who were formerly

"Amen” the congregation shake off ypom 0ld Mexico, create and arouse

the holy atmosphere and flop into
their rormer seats,

\

much interest in New Mexico and the
southern part of Colorado. They are

Now everyone must get settled for|very devout Christians, who believe

the sermon.
the right and to the left, coats are re-
moved, The ushers, deciding that it
is too warm, open the windows, The
women look at the offenders with
malignant glances: The wiggling be-
gins again, and contipues until huge
fur collars protect sensitive throats,
The minister looks inquiringly at his
autdience. He wonders if they are
ready to listen to the Scripture,
Some of the men, who have started
to doze, awake with a slight jump as
o [ist accents a particular verse. Soon
thoy nod again; and, although punch-
ed by conscientious wives, refuse to
loge an hour's sgleep. The passing of
the collection plate eauses little dis-
turbance; there is not a great deal to
put in it. As the sermon progresses,
o baby decides he wants attention,

Mary Ann of the primary depar:tmant.

proved to be the most stubborn, so

who has heen industriously decorat-

Amid much squirming to in torture for the repentance of their

sins. During Lent they deprive them-
selves of warmth, clothing, shelter,
and even food. A week before Good
Friday they go up in the hills to their
sanctuary, which ig called “Sango de
Christs,” and pray for three or four
days. On Good Friday they stirt to
torture themselves, walking on eactus
slashing themselves, and cutting each
other with sharp stones, Saturday
night before Easter they build large
bonfires and form their gruesome pro-
cession, They march through thelr
small village, wailing, ecrying, and
praying, while they slash one another
with sharp knives and long whips,
This procession circles through the
town many times. The weaker ones
fall out of the line, writhing and

twisting on the ground, These fallen
Healthy howls follow this resolution, | oneg are scorned by survivors, who

kick and curse them. By morning
mote than half are squirming in pain

An early evening breeze whips the
bright silk skirts of the women and
linen trouser legs of the men who
stand talking in groups. From the
diving-boards farther ashore swim-
mers in dripping bathing-suits trail
out in twes and threes, stopping
oceasionally to wateh a fisher throw a
casgt-net, A chalter of excitement
tises from the platform below where
several little negro 'boys are netting
a crab. The baggage truck lumbers
past on its rusty tracks—a sure sign
that the boat is three minutes out.
With a clatter of runway boards the
last taxi-touring car takes its place.

A toot, toot of announcement, &
clanging of the captain's bell, the sud-
den ¢hurning of the paddle-wheel, and
the big boat comes to a shuddering
standstill. The darkies’ warning as
they throw out the gang-plank pre-
cedes the sudden onrush of passengers
that crowd, shoving, jamming down
the plank onto the pler. The groups
of expectant chatterers of a few min-
utey before are now a mass of delights
ed children welcoming in loud voices
the tired husbands and daddies who
are to spend the week-end, Taxies are
hurrying off with the few confused
new residents, Suitcages, trunks, and
boxes are being hastily cast into the
truck or hurried into the baggage
shed.

The swimmers go back to their div-
ing, the fishers go back to their poles,
‘and the beat tugs playfully at its
ropes. Gradually the pier regains a
semblance . of calm as the happy
groups trail off down the pier to &
peac ful week-end,

Read the Linden Bark.
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BETTER ASK BELINDA!

I would know that Spring is hers
evon ff | were strunded on one of
those dark brown islands nofth of
Sibaria,  (U've often wondeéred why
Siberia fs such a terdible shade of
brown on so many niaps) Most of the
letters thiz week seem to concern the
heart, T bave tled to be ag pational
@8 possible In answeritg these letters,

Deay Belinda,

I am hotween the devil and the deep
blue sea, a8 it were, but don't let me
be facetisus. The point is that |
thonght 1 wags very much in love with
Bl but heve 1 oam letting my lyye
fuw toward a boy [ met during Spring
yacation. Do you suppose that this
means that T am fickle?

Mimi.
Jicar Mimi,

Yes. my dear, [ belleve yvou are of
8 flekle nature. hit you are 4 woman,
aren’t you! Keep np ¥our gorrespon
dence, with BHL  Lhough, - because
when Bpring is over, this Spring-vaca-
tlen affailr may wear off,

Cine, apaln.
Belinda,

Dioar Belinda,

1 have always wanted curly halr,
but my mother told me that 1 should
b satisfied with the kind I have. U've
trled using cirders at niglt, but 1 ean't
sleep with the Iittle things sticking
foro my hesd. My halr gets tangled
and my room mate has to get up amd
take the curlers olf for me. This
makes ler grouchy, but | ostill want
cirly hair. Can you lielp me?

Faithiuily,
Nuomi Bell.
dredy Nagmd, X

Whai abont a permanent wave, my
dear? IT yon have trouble carrying
0o conversation with paople, o per
manent iz also an advantage. You
can always tell abont how muny thnas
you were burned and how many
shades Heghtor o haly is. Then too,
you can turn the suldect in that dirv
cetion by  starting a  conversation
skout bookd, and thetr gay, “0 read
the mest vnosual book while T was
having my parmanent.’” Youlean nren-
fion the name of the book and then
flart in on youwr trinls and tribula-
Pons. M the permanent ided doesn'l
ault vow, 1| mizht augegest Lhat fem-
porarily you move your hed nearer
that of your yvoum male so that neither
of vow will have o got up Lo et the
turlers out,

Hellnda,

Dear Bellnda,

I @z cixteen years old, and | think
I'm atiractive, bat I'm not popular,
T've tried 86 hard te make mysell
agrecnbla hut every thae I hit some-
one on the back he moves away, What
shall | do?

Hopetully yours,
15 Snodgrass.
Deuy 1. Snodgrass,

All T can sav o you Is thit per
Laps you hit too Lord, It may hart,
v know,

Belinda.
Dear Belinda,

What am | to do? I am constantly
annoved by the attentions of n young
swaln, Every day [ get a letter from
him.  He considers himseld very much
the poet. He ealls me his larkspur—

e loves to see it growing at his feet.

What am [ to do about these cbnox-
fous attentions? I must get out of It
gracefully.

Hopeful.
Dear Hopeful,

My, dear, I think you should write
and tel him that he reminded you of
tiger lily with & snake coilad beneath
it. Many kinds of larkspur ave pois-
onous; what do you suppose he meanl
by ealling vou o larkspur? Please

Jthing about it. I'm tired of studying

“Dual Life"”, Sophomore?
As Diary Tells It

Tueeday, Aprll 5—Ho Huom! Thisz
spring  weather makes “schonling”
practielly impossible—or rathor more
inpossible. Ol Well, one can console
onesell with the thoweht that it won't
he long now.” We had an Alplia Sig-
me Tan meeting and heard a very in-
tevesting talk Ly Dr. (frepg.  Umo be-
ginning to veally apprectate just how
much Major Sihley aceomplisied,

Werdneaday, April 6—And do | Lave
hany classes?  Besidos heinz a stu-
dent in ong place 1 have to hecome
faculty at gnother—a lg the St Chnr-
les High School, 1 wonder just whet
I thevght of teachers when | was
“young"—perhaps s better I can't
remember. @t leist I ghan't develsp
an infevtority complex over it since
I can’t sepm to remember,

Thursday, April 7—I was (old it
rained during the night nnd this morn
ing was 8o ales for sleepinz. Thaae
eiht o'elock classes higve the habit of
getting I one's way duile often.
Chapel toduy wis vory good—oratonry,
And spenking of playy;, Morning Se-
comis Electra {8 all thilt could e ex-
petted of Buweneg O'Nefll, While 1t
gtartles the public now, H probably
will b thrgotten in about ten vesrs.

Friday, April 5—The last day of the
weak but there’s yo rest for the wesry
~—tomortow i the Soph Prom. bt it
will he worth the work, We staried
this ‘afternoon; und stopped—I've for-
gotten when, Boat I think 1 conld
write an intaresting psyehological ac-
count of just how the working man
feels about long hours of digglie
ditches and what not! I'm dead tired,
Blary, good nlght—there’ll be lig
times tomarrow!

Saturday. April 9—1 tokl yon so!
The Prom was porfect and everyong
loeked  so nige—Ineluding our old
Iriend the Gym, and the favors were |
darling. Why oan't we lave oune of|
those every wepk? Lxcept I wonld
suggest just saving the decoratlons
over from one Uime (o (he next—in|
faei, | would thefst upon i

Sunday, Aprll 10—1 huve m‘f'nnvl
pHshed nothing today in the way of |
sigdying—“the  mmorning  after the,
might hefore”™ DE Kenaston spoke ot
Vespere—he's mlways 80 Interesting,
O ctntse ‘my good intentlons to ac.
complish much after Vespers went
“Hooey"—tho day was not saved from
being o toral rost period, We wallved
arciond to ses the varipns “dates', and
then to bed!

Monday, Aprll 11—Mondays get
ey and Bluer when one {s posad to
liave lessons prepared aml one does
not have lessons prepared. Perhaps
Fol - hetter turn over a new leaf but
it's tog mueh teonhls: The Senlors
ore begluning thelr ply-—try-outs and
wihat pot! Wondey how many Ethel
Barrytmores we'll find hidden in that
class!  Time will tell!

E— — — —
eome again. this sounds Interssting,
Belinda.

-

Dear Balinda,
I have Spring fever, and can't do a

and of doing everything. It [ didn't
have c¢lasses. [ think that I would
even get tired ot sleening.

Colled Heat.
Dgar Colled Heal,

So yen have another name for
Spring fever. You are adapting the
wrzay pasouology, my-dear, by thiaks
ing of voursell as Coiled Heat, I
would suggest that you try goli. ten-
nis, sassafras bark tea, sulphur and
molasser, or lols of lce wataer, but first
of all make up your mind that you're
not -zolng to bave Spring fever. 1.
doubt it any of these will help, but
they are suggested remedies.

Belinda,

Poetry Society _
Recognizes Lindenwood

Al the Prigasl, April 1 ehapel, Dr,
Gipson annoitneed that all ghls who
are to obtin certificares and at ths
end of thu year shoul see Mr, Motley
pencorning the number of invitstions
they desive:

An extended time has beon given 1o
ull the Freshmen who wish to supply
material (or the Sigma Tan Pelia
Medal contest. The thme lHimit is now
Aprll 232, at 50D p, m.

It wes announedd that Lindenwosi

‘wollege has been invitéd to loin the

College Postry Soefety of America,
This 18 o distinguished organization
havipg sueh wallknown members as
Eidpa St. Vincent Milay. Sara Teas-
dole, Robory Frost, John Nafhardr,
Curl Bandburg, and others, A mesting
wits eulled to ovganize this seclety.

M. Thomas announced thst g sevies
of tiplea reclials hins started whieh
raprogents the peaak ol work dene by
tie department for the yvear. Kvery
omo is mvited ro attend thoese roeftals
#fven gt 4:45 every Tuesday,

Music Department Active

With spring the music department
aotivities plek up added momenni
dnd from now on until the close of

itehool the practice planos and “do

g0l mil, do's" may bé heard in a lusty
taeliton all over campus in praparation
for the spring musicul evenis,

April 14, Lindenwood’s Alpha Mu
Mn chapter Is to e host 1o Mrs
Georgsy W, Lamke and Mris. Bkhe)
Knohloek Hayward, representuatives of
the Mu Phi Eps=ilom. leading music
fraternity in the Tuived States. For o
long time this orzanization lws hee
interested n Lindsawood music tlent
and the feelifig has Heen véciprocal.

On this dale the annual Alpha Mo
My Thiwsday morning chapel mrogiah
Is to e given and the nationul head-
nuartars in Chlcago fs sendlig these
two represenlatives, Mrs, Lamks, past
national prosident of the ehaptér and
a vesident of Clayton, Missoutl, and
Mrs. Hayvwarid, provinee president of
this disgdet, who i¢ o restdent of St
Lotis, anl onn of [is finest viollnists

to bear the progeim and mest the

These outstanding women will ha
Lindenwotd's lunehsnn guests, and af-
terwards a vecaption at ong o'elock
will k& hedd In the club rooms for the
wembers of Apha Mu Mu and the
misle faculty. This will provide an
opportunity for mueh Interssting i
Pormation witteh s almost impossible
to-abtnin by correspondernces,

Otlrey outstanding events on the
miusioal calenidnr are the sscond se-
MESTEF prehestiu conderl o be given
the evenlng of April 22, a Tuesday af-
ternoon recital in Sibley Chapel Apri)
12 Ly Audrey MecAntlty at the organ
wnd Katherine Davidson on the viplin,
and the recltgl of April 19th to be
ziven by Jacquellne Venderluur and
Tedrle Seiling.

(Continued from page 1. Col. 4)
et by Jesdus (Mhrist. The rvisen life
is one of affections. =&t your mind up
on It, Love I« the gredtest power in
the world., Wlhers the heart is. there
is the mind. Love the higher things
rather than the iower things. As the
girplana looks down on Lingagwood
and roes it Ivdts trme praportions. so
must follew Fawnl's teaching te look
down upan thinzs feom. Gis higher,
the mors comprehensive standpolat,
the Godliks standpoing,”

Tha choir concluded with three vers
etriking anthems. The first of these
was that populsr pod famillar one:
“Were You Thers,” by Maunnoy; the
szeond  the uwnusual and  glorfeus
“Spanish Easter Procession” arrunged
by Gaul; and the last “Hark! | Hear
o Strain of Muslc” by Marzo.

WONDER WHY?

So many peeple were litte to thefr
classes the Wednesday after vacation.

Virginla Baket's termites died.

Lois McKeehan is practically penn-
1ens, .

Maurine Davidson doesn’t like the
idea of Saturday field trips anymare.

Mary Norman is sp anxlons to go
lorgeback rding,

The robin desired entrance into the
Philosophy class Monday morning.

Bunny Robertson is an cavly elser.

Barbarag Hirsch s sueh a tease.

Betty Wilson bounght new shoes,
Spring vacation,

ON CAMPUS

Spring Pever.,  spring clothes.....
spring llowers, Campus full of beau-
titul moonlight nights golng to waste,
everyone roaming aliont cumpns at gix-
thives—and mouning when the bel)
rinzs.

Formuls liaughter mile voloo
Wihat 15 iL? The Sophomore Prom.
Calendurs being sératched again—
why? Onty eight weeks more. And
I the meantime Junlors and Senlors
ure being kept busy with practice.. ...
alter practice... .. ulter practice.
Who's langhing—now stop it! You
Frashniet and Sophs! You'll be the
next victims, ~ Oh hoy, oli-boy oh, hoy,

New Honor Members

Pi Gamma Mu Etects Thirteen
Girls.

Pl Gamma M. the National Soelsl
Seience Honor Soclety, has recently
clected thirteen new members. This
sopiety has for Its members studenty
i all 4t the Soclal Seiences, such a8
soriology, anthropolegy, eeonomics,
commeree,  bhuziness  administration,
lww, politienl scienes, history, psyehol
ogy. edueation, philosophy, sthics, re.
Heion and biology. Oniy Junior and
Sentor students afe eligihle (or mem-
Lership. The purpese of (he ovgwne
Ization 4= the Inculeptlon of the ideals
of scholarship. sclentific attitnde and
methiod, and seeinl seryige, n o tho
stidy of w1l soeial problems.

A bnsiness meeting was held Aprit
7, at which the new members wera
inltiated and the ofcars tor the com-
ing wvear electsd, Plans arve belng
made for a soelal meeling late in
Anrll or edirly-in Moy at which thera
will Jie an Sut of thwi leclUrer.

The ghris who were recently chosen
to membership arc: Shivley Haas, Is-
abelle Wood, Margavet Omohuandro,
Botty TFaly, Pearl Hartt, lizaheth
Wheeler, BElizabeth French, Marjoria
Wyeoef, Jennie Jefferis, Miviam Run
nenburger, Mary Chowning, Evelyu
Kuippenherg, and lorence Schnedlar,

Yt A o i 9
WHO’S WHO?
She i{s Dblopd (natural), uuder 28,
=ings as she rizes, uses Colgates, owes
her beaoty to Pouds (wenauthentie),
Sle has a divine sende of humor, but
lenghs: sllently with her head tilted
for back., She hag another side to her
personality, She |s exquisitely pen.
slve at times, and makes u splendid
appreciative audience. Her talents
are along Hterary and aviistic lines,
but she is chiefly known for her great
ability of making friends, Her name
suggests o Bibical eharacter—her
abode is on third floor Irwin—shs I8
chiafly seen with the younger French
sister. P. 8. ber favorite [lower is
larkspar.

Read the Linden Bark.
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COLLEGE CALENDAR

Tuesday, April 12;

4:45 p, m—Juulor recital in Sibley
chapel with Katherine Davidsou,
violinist, and Audrey McAnulty,
organist,

Thursday, April 14:

11:00 a, m.—Musie recital in Hoe-
mey auditorium, Alpha Mu Mu
Day.

Friday, April 15:

§:00 p. m—Oratory vecital by Dor-
othy Haleomb, “The Prinee Chap’
f1 Roemer anditovinm,

Sunday, April 17:
@:320 p. m—Vespep services.

Sidelights of Society

Everyone is glad to see Mrs, Roe-
mer well again and prominent in the
activities of the school, after her re-
cent ilness,

Dr. Linnemann was guide and chap-
ercne last Saturday to a large group
of students from the Art Department,
who filled a bus, going in to the St
Louis Art Museum. to see the Carnegie
International Exhibition, which they
greatly enjoyed,

Mr. and Mrs. Tweedie of Jefferson
City, Missouri, have announced the
engagement of theiv daughter, Lllliuu,|
to Mr. T. C. Bruere, Jr, eldest son of
of Judge and Mrs. T. C. Bruere, Sr. of
St. Charles, Missouri. Miss Tweedie
is studying in the music department
of Lindenwood and taking post-grad-
uate work, having graduated from the
academic department some years be-
fore. Mr., Bruere's sister, Clarice,
who algs attended Lindenwood and
has since been prominent in dramatie
and musical cireleg, has recently an-
nouncead her engagement to Mr. Ber-
nard L, Thompson of Kansas CQity.
Mi=sourf. Miss Bruere studied voice
and dramaties in New York City and
recelved much peelaim in the musieal
come(ly, “Three Little Girls,” Of
equal! interest to Lindenwood was the
announcement of the engagement of
Ruili Bullion, of Little Rock, Ark.,
class of '29, to-Mr, James Bruere, al-
so son of Judge and Mrs, T. C. Bruere.

While plang for the three weddings
are not detinitely announced they will
probably be affairs of the June social|
SefsO,

and Irma Klingel and Virginia Sode-
mann of St Louis, speht a recent
weel-end at their hemes.

Students’ Recital

A stadent reeital conipriged the
March 17. Thursday mornlng assem-
By program for the frst tin
el weel b of

3 4n
Several of the numbers
were classical with enpugh modern to
sive g genze ol halance,

The majority ef the numbers were
for Lhe piang, and the opening group
consisted  of  three compositions.
HEmma Jo 8waney played as the first
two, Bach's “Prelude and Fugue, D
Major™ Irom the “WellTempered
Clavichord™ and Chopin's “Impromp-
tu, A flat Major.)” In the first number,
cleay, distant voices wete brought out
and the finger actiou of her technigne
was very fine, as wers the strong
chords at the cloge, The "Imprompti’
was rhyvthmical and tuneful with a
delicate middle part very typical of
Chopin’s loveliness,

The last number of the group, “Reon-
do a Capriccio, Op. 129" by Beethoven,
played by Allie Mae Bornman, was
highly enjoyed by the audience be-.
cause of Its. tamiliarity and because
of her interpretation . The <ampo
was well marked by the bass clet
and the runs throughout rippled
in p ecapricious tempo. The develop-
ments of the time in the various keys
were most interesting and Allie Mae's
technique adeguately filled the ve-
quirements of the number,

The violin group, played by Kathryn
Eggen, was composed of Boccherini's
“Rondo” and Czerwonky's “Village
Pestival” These were the only violin
numbers on the program and were
well received. The first number was
played very beautifully despite the
difficulty of the bowing and double
stops. The plaintiveness of the theme
between the typical rondo movement
made the number very expressive.
The other selection was modern and
picturezque, heginning with the double
stops on the D, E, and A strings to
represant the tuning of fiddles, and
continuing in a lively fashion,

The next pigno group opened with
Margaret Brainard playing “Noo
turne” by Grieg. This pictured a love-
ly night sad melodic tones that
wers interpreted with muech fesling
and depth,

Thizs was followed by the Allegro
movement of Beethovens “Sonata, Qp.
31, No. 2" played by June Thomas.

<

head of the de-

a very Il
\

Mrs, Undarwaod,
partment of journalism, gave
delightful luncheon Thursday to Mrs:
Rosmer and the students of the de-|
partment, There were about fifteen|
membhers of the present journalism de-
partment and a number of cthers fram
the “Bark” staffs of other years, Two
tables were set. Mrs, UUnderwood pre-
gided over one, and Mrs. Roemer over
he other. EHach table was dacorated
with a lovely yellow floral center-
piese and dainty placeeards. The
lupcheon was three course; the first
of thess grapefroit cocktuil, followed
by a chicken course and a salad and
finighed with ice cream. QGaiety
reigned and everyone had a delights
ful time.

Rosalia Glenn's sister and o frisnd
drove down to see her n week ago Bat-
urday, and thok her apd two of the
other givls into the clty for the after-
noen,

Dorothy Hope Miiler and Juanita
Meckfeszel, who lUve in TUniversity
City, spent the week end [ollowing
Easter vacation at home,

Mary Jane Carson gpent the week
end of the 2nd. with Winifred Diehl at
the latter's home in St. Louils.

This is one of the lesser kndgwn' son-
atas of Besthoven's hut nevertheless
it is quite lovely. Jane interpreted the
number, as usual, very well and
brought out the numerous lovely har
monies,

The last group was vecal, was sung
by Alice Dernton in her ssual dalizht-
ful manner, The first was a French
number, “Plaisir 4' Amour” by Mar-
tini and was very smocth and con-
sigted of beantiful subdued tones, The
last number was ‘Do Not (o, My
Love" by Hageman aand had a sad
minor theme with a toueh of the dra-
matic very well expressed.

Assistance tn Minstrel
Given by Lindenwood Girl

Madeline Johnson, who ia dolng
practice teaching at the Si. Charles
Hizh School, recently assisted Dbiiss
Regan of the Physlcal Education de-
parment at the High School in direct:
ing the choruses in the Annual Min-
stre! Frolie given hy the students
lagt Friday and Baturday night, Ona
of thae outstanding features of the Min-
sirel was the Cadet Tap Dance which
wau very well raceived hy the aud-
lence, Madeline had entire charge of
thig dance,

The excellent music in the minstrel
was directed hy Mr, Skinner and Misg

Mariorie Bteele of Wehster Groves,

Criswell, of Lindenwood,

Home Ec. Enjoys Lecture

Mre. Johngen, of Stix, Baer, and Ful-
ler;, gave g very delightful tnlk to the
Heme Economics Club Wednesday at-
ternoon, April 6. in the club room, on
the period styleg 0 interior decor-
ation and the combinations-of perinds
that are particuldarly smart and beau-
tiful, The talk was informal, and Mrs.
Jolnspn was asked several guestions,
Bhe also colored her talk with many
Interesting anecdotes from the wvar-
lons perviods. One in particulae was
rather strange and romantic, Lonis
XVI had prepared a castle for hiz mis-
tress. The mistress, npon seeing the
castle, turned up her nose, Thele-
npon the proud Louis ealled in the
foremost artisans of the prealm, and
the work was redone in a very sumpt-
wous style, This particular incident
priginated the fameus Loniz XVI

| fect in their carrying of the melody

stvie.

Mrs., Johnson, in introducing her!
talk, gave a warning that one should |
never (ry to confine a room to mw:i
period. The primary reason for the
undesirability of thig is the fact that
a slave to one period is seldom able
to pick up an interesting lamp or pie-
ture which she may happen upon, he-
gause [t probably will not he of the
period. The first and most important
aim in furnishing g roem,is that of
giving the room as much utility as
possible, and second is in making the
utility as beautitul as possible. It is
not particularly smart to conceal mod-
ern conveniences in a perfod room for
the sake of preserving the atmosphers,
The sensible thing to do is to put the
lights and other modern Inventions
in plain sight.

The first period Mrs. Johnson dis-
cussed was the Jacobeun, which,
roughly speaking, lasted from 1603 (o
1488. 'This period style was brought
abonat through a number of influences.
During James I's reign England was
cettlered up, on art. Then came
Cromwell and the suppression of art.
With the return of Charles (I, who had
heen in exile in France, a love of
heauty was revived. Thus the period
came to use- large and beld design,
heavy, massive furniture, vivid colors,
and FEast Indian rugs and embroidery.

Mrs; Johnson went on through the
William and Mary Period, the Queen
Anne, the Chippendale, the Georgian,
the Harly Colonlal, and the later Co-
lonial, The story was very pictures-
que. The rise of women to promin-
ence in ths matter of decoration
Lrought the use of softer colors and |
the Introduction of comfort: Bach
period was directly influenced by the
person for which it was named except,
pessibly, the CGeorgian, Mrs. John-
son's talk was full of stories of mod-
ern ingenuity in producing the old
eifect on 4 large und inexpensive scale,

Read 3ll ye Faithful

—Announcements
The last “annual” gale was an-

nounced Tuesday morning in chapal
Wednesday and Thurdday were pos-
itivaly the last time annualz could be
hought.

Lois McKeehan announced the 13
pledges pf Pi Gamma Mu, the natlonal
hionorary soclal sclence fraternity on
the campus, Wednesday morning in
chapel, Dr. Gipson tsld of the inter
‘est displayed in the new College Poe-
try Club of America. A c¢hapter of
thig club will be established on the
Ccampus very Soon.

Miriam Runnoenherger, as president
of the Home Reonomics club on the
campus, invited the entire taculty and
students to attend the meeting of the
Home FEconomies club which is re-
ported elsewhere in fhese columns,
Helen REverett announced the meet
ing of the ¥, W. C. A. to be held Wed.
nesday, at which Fdna Hickey would

presence,

(Contliued from puge 1. Col 8)

womatt” by Sowerby, The familiar’
old tune was embellished, so'to speak,
with odd bits of harmony, and withe
the ald of elaboyate techiigue, and'_l
made a delighttul number of modérn
Lrillignes, Thelma showed unusual &
strength in this, )

Doris opened her second group with
Leschetizky’s “Intermeszo i Qotaves?,
vowall known and loved selection: THa
petaves were all very lght and pers

and the bass volled witl rvichness, An
etlivening tempo was kept up throughs-
out, “The Temptress” of Godowsky
obtzined a very different time efféct
The whole number was peculiar in the
fascingtion earried by its lightness
and grace.

The concluding number was the
third movement of the “Concerto, &
minor” by Mendelssohn which Doris
played with Mr. Thomas at the sec-
ond piano. This movement was as
highly successful and beautiful as the
fivst movement which she played ona
recent Chapel program. The tempo.
was racing and with the difficult
finger action gave it much brilliance,
Toward the conclusion the tivst love
ly theme was brought in again and in
its entirety a nice mutual feeling wag
expressed. This was indeed a strong.
climax to the program.

Both of the girls looked lovely in
their blending dresses of pink and.
blue, against the stage which was dee-
orated with baskets of pink roses,
and both played with admirable stage

L0

| SKIRTS, BLOUSES and ||

apeals, :

e

A Smart Qutft-

made with

is

SWEATERS

French Flannel and Bilk Skirts,
in new pastel shades and whita
sweater hblouses in pastel shades
and white, Lace blouses and silk
crepes.

$1.95 & $2.95 |

NEW ARRIVALS IN
SPORT FROCKS

Adorable Campus and Street
Dresses

$5.00

Braufman’s

Cor. Main & Washington

STRAND THEATRE

TONIGHT and WEDNESDAY
Gary Cooper—Claudette Colbert ind
- “HIS WOMAN" with
Rlchard Spiro, a little 9 months .t_;_T
haby who made a big hit; almost got)
away with all honors as decided ""J

country.

THURSDAY
Lois Morau—Charles Bicksford
“MEN IN HER LIFE"

=

FRIDAY NIGHT— SAT. MATINEE

“NC ONE MAN”" with

Carole Lombard—Paul Takas
Ricardo Cortes

SATURDAY NIGHT
“AFTER TOMORROW"

with  Charles Farrell—Marion Nixon



