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Rev. R. L. Kenaston
At Vesper Service

Rev. R, 8.
0t yesper

kena=ton was the speaker
serviee ou Sunday night,
11, in Roemer Auditorium.
The choir sang two numbers. one of

lanuary

which was an unaccompanied selec | Janaury 9, at eight o'clock.

tion,

Rev, Mr. Kenaston spoke on the art
i listening. People come to college
lor various things, he said. One of
the things is that we may learn some
of the fine arts. The finest art is the
art of listening. We live in an age of
many veices, and hearing has a large
place in life.

Rev. Mr. Kenaston said our listen-
fitg reveals character, for it is what
we listen to that shows the Kind of
people we are, Consistent listeners
pre rare, for there i too mueh being
sidd and not enoungh economy in words.
There is too much “personal bhroad-
casting”, and we must all he careful
wlat we say about other people. In
the Epistle of James we find: “let
cyvery man be swift to hear hut slow
to speak.” Differences of opinion may
vise bhut differences of opinion shounld
not cause s to use swilt words.

Rev. Mr. Kenaston sald that listen-
lng i= the receipe (or mental expans
slon. We all want to be thinkers, and
it is the lesser man who talks.

(‘onscience 1= another great voice
which should be listened to. We should
wlso make it a point to Hsten to that
Volee of the Man of (alilee. No man
lnows too much to be religious. The
volee of God sald, “This is my Son,
liear Him."

News from the Dean’s Office

Many things are either happening,
or abont to happen, in and about the
[ean's office. The proof for the new
catalogue has been received and 18 be-
Plans for the final examina-
ms, now only a short way off, are he
concluded. Reglstration for the
semester began Monday aftor-

The Juniors and Senioys regls-
tered pn Monday atternoon, the Sopho-

ing read.
tir

Lg

new
neon.

mores vegistered on Tuesday after
noon, and the Frezshmen on Wednes-
tay alternoot

Uf course everyvole already knows
that Lindenwo las a new registrar,

Misy Margaret (. Sheldrick, who Is &

Econontles
administration,

specialist in and business
who takes the
place of Miss Thurman.

Calendars for

atd

thi

New Year, and
Very attractive ones, with pictures of
one of the reading rooms of the new

ithrary, have already left the office.
Dir, Gipson added that she was de-

lighted over the great unumber of
Christmas cords that she received,
hoth from this country and abroad,

learing most favorable comment re-
garding her novel, “Sllence”, for which
=he has receutly signed a contract with
her publishers, The Caxton Printers,
of Caldwell, Idaho, for o five-thousend
volume second sdition,

| Miss Gordon's Reading

| itie art department, read James M.
| Barrie's play “Quality Street”.

Rector Expresses Regret
' At Leaving Lindenwood

Presentation of Barrie's
1

Delightiul
| “Quality Street”

| Rev. H. Marsden, rector of the St
- - (‘harleg Episcopal church and arch-

The first recital of the yvear 1091 was [deacon of the diocese of Missourl, has
wiveu hy Miss Mury MacKenzie Gordon |yoe) fransterred to the Church of the
| in Roemer auditorium Friday evening, | Lincoln, .NF._,,,.i,,qm_

iy | Holy Trinity at

| Miss Gor- [ mp g news is of especial interest to
| don, whp is an instructor in the dram- {Lindenwod students and faenlty as
[both My, Marsden amd Mrs: Marsden
Ihave done a great deal for the college
during their stay here,

Rev. Marsden has often spoken at
Sunday vesper service In the college
[ nuditorivm. He and his wile at various
(physician and Misx Phoebe Throssel [times entertained Lindenwood students
wito dsiche youumel ol AN uRmATtied |and teachers who were members of
sisters. The young man s called AWAY | his chureh and have held open louse
to =erve in the wars. He returns ten
vears later to find the object of his
love has become rather a settled mai-
tden lady. However, through a very
clever masquerade Miss Phoebe suc-
copds in regaining (he young man's
admiration, and the story ends happily.

Mizz Gordon did exceptional work
in her characterizations. She was re
celved with great enthusiasm by a
capacity house.  Among the aundiencs
several St. Charles residents
[who had come to  hear "Quality
if"-ll'*—.'*"t"_ They were very appreciative
ot Miss Gordon’s talent. of

Miss appeared in a lovely
| light blue and slippers of the
same shade. This eolor was very be-
coming to her brunette type of heanty.

The play is in four acts. It I8 a story
of England during the period of the
Napoleonic Wars on the continent. The
story is concerning the love of a young

on Sunday evenings for any who could
come,

Speaking of his departure last wealk,
| My, Marsden sald that he would miss
Lindenwood very much but hoped to
form new acquaintances at the Uni-
versity of Nebraska which would serve
lto remind him of the friends at Lin
| denwood,

Miss Sheldrick Welcomed

wers

Lindenwood has had a new member
the administration
firs, of the Miss Margaret G
Sheldrick of Wilton, New Hampshire,
succeeded Miss Charlotte Thurman,
who resigned her position. after six
yvears, and returng to her home in Co-
Tumbia, Mo,

Misgs Sheldrick 18 a graduate of Bos-

Gordon
Zown

year,

| Eighteen New Members

I Of Beta Pi Theta
| 5 1rm1 ["niversity, where she received
At the Iast meting which Theta XI the degree of Bachelor of Business
She also took grad-

[ held in 1930, eighteen girls were hl-i-'\‘l"““i:‘”'“”"IL
|lli:tlt-ll into that chapter of the m,”[,n_|ualv wark in the School of Education
| Béta |at Boston University.

For the last seven yvears Miss Sheld-

| honorary French [raternity,

| 'l Theta.

The =irls who were initiated gre: |riek has been teaching. She was Déan
'; Mary Kthel Burke. Mariorie Burton,|of Givls in a high school at Woodsville,
Blanche Day, Helen Duppe. Eleanor |New Hampshire, and later, Advisor of
|Eldredge, Betty Fair, Virginia Keck. |Girls at New Drew Seminary in New
Dorothea Knepper Eleanor Krieck- | York Siate.
| haus Maxine Luther, Ruth Nesbitt, Her residence in St. Charles is at
| Florence Parks, Mabel Ponder Ann 1073 Madison street,
Ragsdale, Mildred Reed, Plivebs LTI gy T

| Sparks, Jennle Tavlor, and ann Wray "
New Calendars Display

Vanorden

Josephine Peck, president of the or- Picture of Librarv
ion presided by Mary -

Wilhoit, Doroth: Marp aw 1931 Ld nwood College

H_-. cale recen gzued, in addltion

- to being most artistically designed

a1 ol heauatifal
of the gast wing of the new Margaret

“Christ And World” | Leggar Butler library. The five-place

P

|
|
|
|
|
|

Ti[li‘ Blb]e ESSJ\' and the Lindenwood crest at the ex-
ol MR " treme end of the room show up to very
Prasident Romet's annial Bible Con- |good advantags, as also does the
AN RS . g SR | Gothiz architecture and the hige chan-
|test has started, and those who enter| LAl e i
|have until the middle of March to|Othis architecturs and the high chans
deljers

|complete their essays. The title of the
|esgay i to ba "Christ and World
"_,-1,1,,.“:;!11!,0_ rounded by & part of the campus

This is the same sgubject as the i-‘m]-,-‘”“’“"“:"i in and pale lavender.
erial Council of Churches of Christ !nr']"h-:— calendar, in addition to being a
America has chosen for its annual |MOSt useful little article for markiug
[contest, and the lucky person who |[Off the days aad keep up with
wins the Presidents’ prize will have |Father Time, makes a fitting souvenir
& to complete ln thte Federal |of the college ,or o most sttractive ple-
Couneil Contest, ture for the wall.

The pleture of the library g sur-

gray

o

A CRBAnp

|

staff since the |

Seniors’ Memorial Gift

Bronze Bust of Burns Presented to

Library.

The senior clasy of 1931 has pre-
sented a bust of Rohert Burns, the
Scottish poet, to the librarvy. The un-
volling and presentation of the statne
took place at chapel on Wednesday,
January 7. Marjorie Florence, presi-
ldent of the class, presented the gift
to the library, and it was recived by
Dr. Roemer who made a short spesch
of acceptance,
| Mrs. Rosmer, lonorary spongor of
the elass, and Mise Hankins who is
the spousor, also made speeches ex-
pressing their gratitude at receiving
Ithe gitt. Th class of 1931 has already
made one present to the library, a
heautitul picture of a ship.

In honor of the occagion Josephine
I Peck read an original sonnet. It fol-
lows:

To Burns

| Blind Milton sang
strains
| Like a cathedral organ's gzolden tones.
[Bold Byron sang the mighty song of
raings
|And winds, the music of the sea's low
moans,
Sweet Shelley
divine,
So pure it was, so delicateiy falr.
Young Kets sang songs with images
as fine
lAnd glowing as &
| hadby

in lofty, glorious

sang a4 song almost

Viking's red-gold

But lowly Burns sang like a meadow
hird

{That pours sweet tones from out ita

| tiny throat

| And zings not to he praised or heard.

| All natures beauty lay within his note,

While other poets sang of pomp
and power,

Burns softly sang of
mountain flower,

the wild

'On Writing in Burns’

Favorite Verse Form

By Margaret J. Wilhoit

A i =2 SUSHL averns
try my skill;
An' now I maun the Muse cperce
To do my will
| T 3
i F e s model [

provides the
‘ Of this my son
| Thyee =cores o' lambs,
To it belong

praceive

subjects Scoteh [ should be writin',
zplf an’ thritt I do be slightin’,
O plaids an’ pipes an’ kilts racitin’,
P'raps [ shold be;

fav'orits form I'm citin’,
"Twill do for me.

| Still, if his

Read The Linden Boerk.
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Courage isn't a brilliant dash;

A daring deed in a moment's flash:

1t isn't an instantaneous thing

Born of despail’ with a sudden spring,

1t ism't a ereature of flickered hopa

Or the final tug at a slipping rope;

But it's something deep in the soul of man

That is working always to serve some plat.

Conrage was never designed for show;

It isn't a thing that can come and go;

It's wriften in victory and deteat

And every {vial a man miy meet,

It's part of his hours, his days and hig years,

Back of hig-emiles and behing his (ears.

Courage is more tan a daving deed:

It’s: the hreath of life and & strong nian's creed,
“Oourage”, hy Kdgar Guest.

B oo o8 ow s 4
Save Yourself Worry of Examinations, Be Prepared!

Will the third week of January. 1931, be a time of great stress and worry
among Lindenwood girls? Examinations began yesterday and will last
thronghout the week, It a thovough preparation is made beforehand, exams
will not disturh any girl's mind,

Now in detérmining 'wha.t s meant my prepavation beforehand, that does
wot wyean eramrming the night hetore your exam and sitting up into the wee
hours of the morning frying to make yourself comfortable somewhere out of
Yirr room where thera are lghts. Surely no givl can do her best the next
day when she gets only two or three hours’ sleep, 3

© We hive all heard some students tell of reading an interesting story, orv
lightly going through their Hiscry or English Book and then going to I;vrl at
nine o'clock with that same History of English Bobk under their pillow,
Sleeping on their "bwoks of knowledge” surely works some charm, for the
next day they are able to answer fully and precisel ever guestion on that
dreaded shest,

Examinations ate given for the purpeze of teésting a stident to discover
what proficency has been attained in certain lines of study and what know-
ledge is possessed or capacity for doing eertain lines of work in the future.
It Is the minimizing of the latter parpose that has caused so much criticism
of the scholastic custom of examinations.

Examiiations began ‘way back in the medieval universities, Each scholar
obtaining a degree fook svme sort of examination and presented his thesis,
Since then, examinations have hecome g practise of every part of the modern
educational system as a test of fieess for admission into more advanced Hnes
of study.

Girls, if you prepare your lessen every day in a thorough manner, you
will not feel as if you have to cram at the lds( minute (o make a good grade,
It iz easier to say ‘prepare ihovoughly’ then really to do it but
it is an easier wayv in the long run. Fair grades received by cramming are
worth nothing to us. We niust remember it 45 not ihe guantity of work we
do but the guality.

Are yvou going to be the girl with a clear mind, the girl with no ‘examina- |

tion worries”, and the zirl who does oot have to entertain horrid thoughts of
sitting in a bath-tub ¢rammed with cushions which dg ner even make you ¢om-
fortable; with a cold stiff feeling in your body and a hated attifude toward
the text bhook propped upon your kiees?

Food And Cosmetics Measure Intelligence

An fnteresting sur \.P\r which furnishes tood for thought was recently made
at Christian Collegs, g junior school for women, at Columbia: Missourl.” This |

having low ‘L Q.

According to their -tdti~i’.c~,. the highly intelligent givls are prone (o

manicure their fingernails earefully, while thoge with lower intelligencs quo-

tients use lHpstick in excessive guantities. The first group spend an average |
of 15.6 heours a wesk tor study conpared with an average 11.0 hours of the |

latter group. Both groups spend an equal amouny of time lor amusement, but
their time for vecreation difers, The higher group utilize the time hetween
Friday and Monday for their personal enjoyment.

“The age, helght and weight of the two groups averages approximately the

_pamg. Their hedlth, however, differs considerably. The givls with low ‘L Q.

are’more subject to colds than the brighter ounds: Ninsty per cent of them
are hungry at other timés than meal thme. According to pasvehology these

telligence of the girls
Almost half of the meore intelligent girls read for velaxation while only

THE LIBRARY
By Lillian Nitcher

They tell nig studying ig eusy there
On grey mornings.

But [ wateh a funny dull ship

That is turned unpside down,

Dumy its treasury of lighted jewels
Ona shiny oal table.

They tell me 1 should study there

In the late atternoon

When o stream of gold

Comes through a high cathedral
window

And splashes on a marhle Hoor,

Theg tell nie [ should study there
In the evening

When o thousand candles

Are playing with dark shadows
I the tolds of km it ved curtains,

Tell me,
With these hefora your-évas
Would voudesive to be wise?

Winding Up January

Weather conditiong sinee the réturn
of Lindenwood gitly to school might
prove a source for great argument.
Last week the weather man sent mild |
weather  Dut Sunday  Tindenites |

rain,  Bunday night #t really began to|
get chilly and few swings on the cam-
pus were opcupied hy paird. Monday
EVervone fis st whapping  their
coats tightly around them and some
were dven wearing gloves., Tuesday
morning brought a heavy frost and
Old King Winter had dressed the
bushes and ground in white, Tuesday
night at dihner tinle it was snowing
an we heard squenls of delight and
diseomfort going through rhe daor to
the dining room. Wednesday morning
it was eold—some said zero. Boots
and wool lose of all kinds mado
tlielr appeavance. By Wadnesday
night some thin-blooded souls were
atill shivering., Again house mothers
made trips up two or thres flights of
stairy o 8806 warnings nol to open
witttlows too high.

This little history of Lindenwood
weather must end now with a Thins-
tay which i3 neither cold or hot bur
[dJust anothier day in January,

Read The Linden Bark,

brought out slickers to wenr in the

Great Field For
Welfare Workers

Miss Florence Schaper of the soecial
selence departnient gave a lecture on
social work to the freshmen orvineta-
tion class on Tiesday, Decemhber 9.
Slie endeavored to show the work and
development of social service organl-
zations, the characteristics desirable
in workers, and the opportunities for
naw people who are interested in this
worl, Social service hias developed in
the last gquarter of the century. It iz
an old thought but a new method.
Miss Schapey stated thal social ser
viee i “any attempt on the part of
any individonal or group of individuals
Lo arrest social decay and she empha-
siged tha faect that it iz not slom-
ming.”

There were five kinds of social
work discussed. These were the fan-
tly agency work, bedical work, carg
[ of delingquents, seftlement work, angd
industry. These ave all encosragd hy
nighly educated individuals and they
are doing a great serviece to modern
Isociety.

There is a great field for new pen-
ple in the work. 1050 more will he
fadded in 1931 and there will he work
for 6000 within the next few vearn.
The salaries at first are not larze,
about $125 a month. The chardcterts-
ties desirable in social workers are:
a sense of humor, even temper, abir
|il}' to mix with people. optismistic
Vview, and a knowledege of the Tocsl
community,

MUSICAL PANORAMA

By Alice Virginia Shoemaker

I like the city streets at night—eols
|m el, musical dots and lines on a
background of shiny navy blus. A
negro baby ina checked yvellow ging-
| ham cried and scraped it feet—or it
{may have been that o saxophone play-
fed its-moaning note against the tinglo
of the cymbal, A car stopped and
sountled a rtrombone's bass. It moved
on when the officer at the intersection
of the traffic cross whistled the Aute.
[T heard the yibrant carol of a violin
when g langhing girl walked inte ma
fand said “Hxeuse me, please.” A blue
|Tight burst on the high black wires and
a  slreet-car crashed the applause,
Ceaselessly, a tambourine tank-tinklel
as the people talked.

|12 pergent of the lower group use this
|group reluxes more easily lving down

Thig: smivey is rather startling.
coemetics and refreshments hetween

diversion gz a means of rest, The latter
or sleeping.

If these facts concerning the use of
moils apply to Lindénwood givls too,

(we shall have a few gqualms about ysing lipstick, and shall alniost be afeald

o goto the tea roem for fear our acti

and hasty conclusions drawn in regayy
|
LA G

ons will he notetd by faculty membears,
1 to cur mtelligence,

{ What Christmas Means To Lindenwood Girls

| Christmas! The word conjures uy
|

p & thousand delights 1o the home-zoing

leollege girl. Oifts ta buy, parties, new clothes, no gtudies, eatehing up on 6ld

i!.'u-r_luain[urlveri and keeping unp with new ones. And then, of course, there ig
:111(- half rejuctant, half eagey return after a qizey whivl of fun to the sober

Chusiness of studying for exams,

For different people thiz business ¢f Christmad vacation nieans vavious
Pt things. For the {réeshmen ft marks the culmination of a long period of joyfnl
census was taken among 25 of the givls having a hish ‘L Q' and 25 of those !ﬂl‘tllCl])&l-Liﬂll‘——(!{'atiI]i.i-r}g th Wesks. Auvs, hours, qid even. mivuteE uatl 1as

cactual departure,
several days before the appoibted tim
novel and thrilling:

But tor the seniors this is § perio

They have all their cléthes packed and are ready to go

e. It i#all so néw to them, so atterly

d of mixed joy and sadness, The new-

ness and glamour of leaving for the holidays has becomse somewhat worn cut.

They are a bit blase anil duite condescendingly tolerant about it all. The)

|never pack their trunks until the

with' the calin effciency of three yeuars'

last miinuie and ithen theéy do it
practice,

| For them there i3 & touch of sadness in the zood pheer of the season,

|Somehow, the time has Hown and Chvistiias has crept dp on them from be-
hivel.  Thisds e last thne they will leave for ths Christmas holidays,

the last time they will enjoy the traditional _c*'s' ier which make the ocea-
last two characteristics might he called causes’ rather than effects of the in- sion so testive. When they come back for the dew vent, it will be only o short

time until their college days will be o

Ve

Thus Lindenwood looks ot Christmon.
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PA GIVES IN

By Dorothy Comstock

The sun had set in a wash of gold
and purple, accompanied by two blind-
ing sun dogs, a chill, blazing hurst of
color at the end of a bright, cold day.
Tillie Wentz, driving home f{rom town,
was not aware of the ecold and the
snow-packed road, flanked by acres of
naked corn stalks, sifted over by dry,
hard snow.

Little squinting lines wrinkled her
eyes, as they tried to pierce the fast-
sattling gloom, and the mouth quirked
up on one gide while her teeth pressed
in to her lower lip. She rehearsed in
her mind again the events of the af-
ternoon,

She had gone in to call on Grandma
Crander, taking with her a glass of
sparkling, clear, crab apple Jelly.
Grandma was getting old now and
such little things pleased her. She had
taken it in her shaking, withered
hand, caressing it, holding it up to the
light, twisting her little, yellow parch-
ment face to peer through it. “Jest as
clear as a erystal,” she quavered, “Do
you foller your Ma's old receipt? I
always said her jell couldn't be beat,
but I dunno but what this of yours is
jest as good, Pretty as a pleture, ain't
it?" she admired, turning it "round and
'round, It seemed to Tillle that her
little body had shrunk, until she look-
ed a wizened child against the back-
ground of her shawlcovered chair.
There was no doubt about it, Grandma
was getting old.

Mildred, Grandma's daughter-in-law,
came in, wiping her hands on an old
blue apron. She was an oldish, worn
woman, of about forty. “Hope you'll
excuse me, Tillle”, she sald, as she
sgeuted herself on the gray, ruffled
cushion of the low rocker, “But I had
to git them pies in the oven befors
I got set or goodness knows when
they'd have got baked. I'm tryin' to
git most of the baking work done up
for the quiltin' next Saturday. Every-
thing comes in such a bustle then.
Made the mince meat last week.
Grandma helped chop the apples,” she
said indulgently.

“How’s your Pa?” she inquired. “I
suppose that he's lookin' forward to
havin’ the kids all home for his birth-
day dinner soon. You always have a
regular family reunion. Takes a lot
of work, but then you're young yet
and I ‘spect you enjoy it: 1 did in my
day, There wasn't nothin' I'd rather
do than git up a big dinner.”

From this point, the conversation
drified from one thing to another, un-
tHI—"Milly," said Grandma, “you ain’t
told Tillie here, about the fix that wild
Helmer girl got herself in.”

Tillie leaned forward, interestoed.

“Well”, Mildred began, “It’s Rose,
the youngest one. You remember, they
were all right pretty, but it always
seemeqd to me that Rose had more to
her than the rest. When she was just
a little shaver comin’ to my Sunday
School class, 1 kinda took a shiner to
her, but she turned out just like the
rest, boy-chaser and everything. Dunno.
as you could blame her, though—no
mother—and living across the tracks
like she did. Father never home, Well
about two years ago, she ran off with
one of the gravel haulers working on
No. 94 between here and Winton. Now
she's come back with him and a sick-
ly baby added to her troubles.

“They're living over in the old shack
of Hank Rose's by the brick yard. I
wouldn't be a bit surprised if he's
pressin’ plenty hard 'for rent too. He's
as tight as the day is long. Some say
she's made her bed, but it does seem
a pity that someone don’t help them
out, He can’t gel work nowhere. It'll
be a pretty slim winter for them, I

guess,”

Tillie listened in silence. She too
could remember little Rose as she
came to Sunday School, hair flying out
in yellow rings about her chubby,
slightly dirty face.

“Well,” she said, “I'd better be git-
tin' along. It gits dark early now and
've some trading to do at the store.
I'd hate to get caught on the road
alone after dark and l've got one tire
that's g little leaky,”

She stepped to the wavery old mirror
to adjust her brown jersey turban over
long locks of blonde hair. Her face
was flushed from the heat of the base
burner, and her hlue eyes were al-
most black from looking through the
gray gloom of late afternoon twilight.
She wasn't pretty, but as she stood
there, a tall angular figure in a loose
tan coat and high, four-buckle over-
shoes, the light flickerg from the rose
glow of the fire, enveloped and soft-
aned her,

“Bye,” she said, opened the door,
and slipped out into the clear, hard
cold.

“Some real winter weather we're
having", greeted Sam Millard from his
seat by the stove In the store, and then
squirting a stream of tobacco juice
against its sizzling side, “Won't have
ao more snow though—too cold!"

While Tillie gave her order, strange-
Iy enough, the story of Rose Helmer
itept running through her mind.

She had best lay in a good supply of
candy. She wouldn’t have time to make
any herself—anyhow store candy went
tarther than home made. Goodness
knows it would take enough to go
around, with all of Albert’s and sister
Huldie's kids cluttering under foot and
teasin’ for more. She'd probably have
Jiem for two meals—always  did—
Well, she supposed they did like to
come back to the old home place, Ever
since she could remember, they had
had a big family dinner on her father's
birthday, and since her mother's
death, five years ago, the burden of it
had fallen on her.

Now as she was driving home, she
was thinking of Rose and her sickly
baby.

She found her father reading the
newspaper by the cook stove, his shoes
off and his feet in the oven. He had
pushed the teakeltle forward and it
was steaming zestlully,

“Cold, ain’t it " he said. “Have any
trouble with the tire? It gets dark
pretty early to be galavantiin' around
the country with a bad tire. The first
thing you know, you'll he campin' 'long
side of the road, freezin' off your fing-
ers changing a tire.”

Tillie took off her coat and hung it
behind the door. Her overshoes went
in the wood box, And then smoothing
her halr with red hands, she pinned a
stiff, blue apron over her best dress,
“I won't have time to change it now
before supper', she thought. *‘Cause
Pa has to have his meals on time and
I'm already a little late.”

She moved easily between the stove
and the cupboard setting the table.
“Pa", she said, “have you hLeard about
the Helmer girl that come back?"”

“Yes,"” said her father. “It's a pity
ain't 1t? But I don't know as it can be
helped: she's made her bed—"

"There you go!” blazed Tillie. “She’s
made her bed——Bah! She never had
no chance to do anything else.” She
stood Dbefore him, her fine wide
nostrils dilated, her blue apron rising
sharply with gquick angry breaths,

“Why——" began her father,

“Oh, I'm sorry, Pa," she said in quick
remorse, taken aback at his hurt sur-
prise. “But I'm sick of hearin’ that
sentence, Tain't true, she didn't have
the choosen of her lot anymore than
she had the choice of being born. Such
things just happen. And now she's

came back as pitiful a figure as you'll
see anywhere and everybody’'s ready
and waiting to push her down.

“For once I'm going to do some thing
of my own accord; I'll give them a
home; I'm going to ask her, and her
husband to come out here on the farm
and live until they git on their feet.
They can have the old part of the up-
stairs. He can chore around the barns
and look after the chickens some, and
she’ll help me in the house.”

Mr. Wentz sat in open-mouthed
amazement. What in the world had
gotten into Tillie, he wondered. 8She
talked like one possessed, She had ael-
dom showed such spirit before. One
glance at her flushed face, however,
showed her to be in dead earnest. “"She
can be get'in her ways, “Pa reflected,
“when she wants to be.”

But he said nothing to her, think-
ing she would forget it in a day or so.

It was several mornings later, that
Tillie came in from the hen house, the
toes of her overshoes covered with
fine, new snow. She stamped her feet
on the old rag rug before the kitchen
door and wiped them carefully, be-
fore she entered. She came in glow-
ing with the fresh odor of clean, cold
air about her. The sting of the morn-
ing had drawn the red blood into her
cheeks and numbed her fingers. As
the chill had scarcely been taken oul
of the kitchen by the roaring, snap-
ping fire that Pa had coaxed up from
the red coals with corn cobs dipped in
kerosene, she crossed the room and
put her long hands on the tea keitle,
to take the frost from them.

Pa came in from the lean-to, with an
arm load of chopped wood, which he
dumped in the box by the stove. Then
he straightened up stiffly, with a hand
to his back. He had evidently not
been up long, for his wispy, tan hair
usually plastered down with water and
vaseline, stuek out in a fuzzy halo
around his shining bald spot, and the
usual conspicuous blue suspenders
were absent.

Tillie cleared her throat, “Pa,” she
said, “that wood pile that vou started
to chop ain’t any lower than it was
last week at this time. If you don't
tend to lt'before the snow melts, it's
going to be so wet that it won't dry
out in time to burn all winter. You've
put off chopping it here, for over three
weeks and this makes the third time
it’s been snowed already.”

Pa, who by this time had his face
plunged in the tin wash basin, delib-
erately reached for the crash roller
towel, pefore he said, with an air of
aver-tried patience, “Tillie, you know
as well as [ do that my back has been
on the bum for two weeks or more.
I'll chop that wood as soon as I can
and you know it! Quit harpin’ on it.
You're just wantin’ another c¢hance to
tell me how much help Rose Helmer's
man would be around the place. We've
hashed that over often enough. 1
won't or don’t intend to have the rifi-
raff hero, We pay taxes to keep up
a County Farm for the lkes of them,
an’ when ['ve paid my taxes I don't
feel like I have any call to go handin’
out charity.” And Pa clamped his up-
per plate over his lower, with a final-
ity that made the muscles in his jaw
dand out, and went on scrubbing his
hands.

They had been through a number of
such scenesg and they had all ended in
the same way—each time with Pa be-
coming more stubborn and immovuble.
“It isn't" she thought to herself, “that
Pa is sgelflsh, he just has a streak of
pure mulishness. He has been a kind
father and a good neighbor and he is
respected and liked in the community,
in spite of his being so contrary.

“All pright”, said Tillie, “but just
the same you'll see that I'm right.’

She went about the preparation of

the breakfast. In a yellow crock, she
mixed pan-cake batter and dropped it
in large spoonsful on the sizzling
griddle.

“Pa,” she adressed him, “go down
in the fruit cellar and bring up some
side meat to grease up this griddle
with, And you might as well bring
a can of that mulberry and cherry
sauce too. It's over on the left side
by the potato bin.”

Pa went off mumbling while Tillie
poked another stick of fire wood in
the stove.

He seemed an unusually long time
g0 that Tillle called to him to hurry
up. She could hear him grumbling to
himself. “Where did you say the
fruit was?” he shouted. “I can't find
it, It's a pity that you can’t put things
where a person can find them.”

“It’s right where 1 sald it was,"”
Tillie directed.

He had evidently found it, for Tillie
could hear his slow process up the
stairs. 1t was true that his back was
troubing him,

Suddenly there wa a crash—falling
glass—a long howl with a smothered
“Goldam” at the end.

Tillie rushed to the cellar door and
looked down. Pa lay at the bottom
in a erumpled heap, She flew to him,
‘Pa”, she eried, “are you hurt?”

He raised his head “Oh no,” he
groaned. *“just erippled for life, I
think,” and dropped his head on her
arm,

tihe saw then that his foot was
twisted undev him. As easily as she
could, she lifted him and staggered up
the steps.

Later, when Doec Kent arrived, Pa
was propped up in a chair coverszd
with & cragy quilt

“Ankle’s hroken,” the Doctor rum-
hled. “You won't be on that much
again this winter, and Tillie, you'll
have your hands full waiting on him
for a while.”

Ps winced.

Tillie smiled in spite of herself, al-
though there were guivers in the cor-
ner of the smile. “I suspect, Pa,” she
said. “that we'll need some one to do
lehores now, do you have any idea
who we could get?”

Pa kept his blue eves on the ban-
daged ankle. “Have it your own
way,”” he growled, “guess that Rose
Helmer and her husband would do
about as good as anybody."”

MOUNTAIN RAIN

By Teresa Blake

When 1 lay under tall and dripping
trees,

It seemed to me that the rain had a
friendly sound

As it made a startled rustling of the
leaves;

While it wag slowly dripping on the
ground,

Each cloud seemed very
giant's gourd,

And all the world seemed just to
stretch and sigh

As I lay there listening while the
thunder roared,

And watched the lightning scrawled
upon the sky.

The pale gray mist was reaching o'et
the valley,

Like unto the fingers of a ghost,

Through which faini sunbeams vaia-
ly tried to rally;

They were a very perserving host.

The unhappy sun was like a shielded
light

As it shuddered, then sank slowly
out of sight.

like a
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“WRITE ON ANY SUBJECT"”

By Jane E, Tomlinson

Subject matter? Why the very
words are as broad as the Kansas
plains, and as indefinite as the dis-
tance to the end of the rainbow; and
by saying subject matter for an in
formal essay! Well, the sky is the
limit there, because just almost any
subject under the sun may be treated
in practically any way the writer feels
like treating it at the time, and
presto! You have an informal essay
as the result.

There are always gso many interest-
ing subjects to choose that I find it
quite confusing to settle on any one.
Ideas generally come to me on some
one subject, but I no sooner get into
the midst of a theme on When a Col-
lege Girl's Room Looks Like a Chinese
Laundry than I find those thoughts
crowded out by much better ideas on
Swimming Back from a Canoe Ride.
However, before I even get a good
start on this, I decide that my instruc.
tor will be much more likely to give
me an “E" for writing My Observa-
tions of the Instinctive Actions of Peo-
ple at Football Games.

Even my friends are not much help
in giving suggestions for a subject.
One thinks that “Shoes” would make
a wonderful subject for any essay. I
discovered that she had once made an
“E" on an essay dealing with “shoes”
and has ever since considered that
the best subject there is for informal
essay writing. Another girl suggest-
ed “Gelatine”, because, I suppose, we
were at the dinner table eating gela-
time at the time; but that, too, failed
to inspire me. I have never liked gela-
tine, but have never disliked it vio-
lently enough to be moved to discuss
my dislike of it. Perhaps the dinner
table isn't the place to ask for such
suggestions, At least, I was not in the
mood to be inspired.

Often the teacher gives the class a
list of subjects to choose from., The
very thought of such a list cauges my
mind to hecome a complete blank, but
it she gives us no snggestions whatso-
ever, I am again in a muddle. I wonder
and wonder about it and think how
much easier it would have been if she
had only given us just the tiniest idea
of what to write about. I could be
inspired even on such a subject as
Worms, Human and Otherwise, if she
had only suggested it, but, because she
didn’t, not a brain cell in my head will
register upon it. Ol, I tell you this
search for subject matter is a difficult
thing, no matter how you go about it.

THE CALLER

By Mary E. Weiss

On by my humble door, nor stop
nor glance,

But straight ahead you stare and
always pass.

I sit and watch and hope that I, by
chance,

Shall pe the one called next, hut ah,
alas,

I wait and wait in solitude—in vain.

The evening, long and dull, crawls

slowly by.

My name is not to mend the golden
chain

That needs another shining link, I
sigh,

For each time that you pass along,
Yyou seem

So near. How long must I remain
behind

To bear this life? [ pray that soon
you'll deem

It wise to call me to my end, Be
kind!

I Iisten, and I try to hold my
breath

But no, Why do you pass me by,
O Death?

SINSOME ISLAND

By Phoebe Sparks

“l wish I could hear someone talk
about me, and learn just what my
faults are,” I said unthinkingly one
day.

“You can do better than that,” my
friend told me, “if you take the round

trip to Singome Island that is offered
now by Cook's. This is one tour that
youre not conducted on personally.
They give you a pilot and directions,
but you are very much alone. I'd ad-
vise you not to go, for everyone says
that it ig a horrible and gruesome ex-
perience, but you can try it if you care
to.”

I did care to. and I set out as soon
ag arrangements could be made, The
trip on the water was calm, placid, and
restful at first, but as we approached
Sinsome Island the surroundings be-
came unpleasant. The waters grew a
livid green. 1 thought at first that this
was my punishment for making the
Freshmen wear their green caps, but
the pilot informed me that this was
Jealousy Bay.

“You are lucky,” he told me, “Some
people that I bring down here go Llind
from the glare of the greenness, be-
cause their whole nature is one of
jealousy. It's easy to see that jeal-
ousy fs not your worst trait.”

I could not appreciate my good for-
tune, though, for the green seemed so
terrible that I could not imagine it
worge, There were many landings
that we could have made, but the nilot
did not stop. When I asked the rea-
son, he told me that the boat was out
of his control now, and that we would
drift until we came to the best place.
The best place was the worst, it seem-
ed to me, for it was the Huarbor of Sell
Pity. I disembarked. The trees had
sad, grey, drooping leaves on them,
and their fruit was mocking, leering
faces, Except for these faces hanging
by tears from the trees, the place was
drab and drear. Long, slim animals
with drooping ears and tails roamed
about howling softly, and occasionally
a hideous, sneering laugh would come
from pne of the faces.

I sar down under one of the trees
and clogsed my eyes to shut out the
horrible truth of the place, and Lard,
cold animals began to crawl over me.
“We are the insidious eels of selfish-
ness”, they told me, and they clung in
the folds of my clothes, and coiled
themselves in my hair. Their yellow
eyes never left my lace, and their cold-
ness made my body shrink. 1 got up,
hoping that they would fall off, but
they stayed with me the rest of my
journey,

I walked on, and came to the Jungle
of Lies, It was midget gize when 1
walked in, but everything grew rapid-
ly. There were tiny, soft, fuzzy worms
about that were not repulsive to me at
first, but as soon as I noticed one of
them, it began to grow until it reach-
ed mammoth size. The vines spread
capidly, and encoiled me. I was soon
chained there by the growth.

Ag I stood there, a cloying odor came
to me, It gickened me and invaded my
body. [ became limp, and would have
fallen, if the heavy vines had not made
my body stiff. The world seemed to
fade away, and 1 sank into an unreal
powerlessness. It was the Odor of
Wealk-Will, and it became stronger and
stronger., Consciousness was slipping
away from me when I was lifted up by
the Wind of Camouflage. I was bil-
lowed one way and another. The wind
tore my hair and burned my skin. Then
it turned icy cold and pricked and
chilled me. Finally it dropped me, a
shivering and quivering mass, on the

PORTRAIT OF A WOMAN
WITH BROWN HAIR

By Jeanne Warfield

What is the usual thing one says in
o self-commentary? Does it amount
to an over-estimation of the qualities
concerned, to an under-valuation of at-
‘ributes, or is it an impartial treatise
m the subject matter? Under-valua-
Jdon ordinarily belongs either to those

sell-conscious persons who dread al-
lusion to themselves, or to that rare
class of people who lack conceit. Over-
estimation I know from experience is
not remarkable: 1 remember our
fourth grade auto-biographies, my own
starting with an eluncidation of pink
toes and terminating in a grand finale
to a highly commendable mentality,
Ag for impartiality,—fio remark will
be passed until finis of present dis-
course, But seriously, does one des-
cribe one’s eyes as the clear green of
a ripe grape or simply cat-green, one's
hair as burnished gold or merely red,
one's nose as retrousse or pug? “That
is the guestion.”

And speaking of noses—I was
graced at birth with an organ of scent
that would have done credit to an
English Bench Bull. I am not referr
ing to retrousse. At six [ was too con-
cerned with kittens and lead soldiers
to bother about suech things as noses,
but by the time | had reached the soph-
isticated age of ten I had discovered
that Ruth Roland was both beautiful
and brave without having a nose that
turned skyward, In desperation I shut
myself in my room for hours at a time
with a clothes-pin on my nostrils. 1
have never decided as to the success
of the experiment.

Somehow, though, implements never
seemed to be efficient, at least in the
beauty culture self-administered. There
was the time I tried manufacturing
dimples by stretching adhesive tape
across wrinkles in my checks and tore
off all the skin, thereby leaving a per-
petual scar in place of an elusive
dimple, And 1 can never forget the
agony endured when I hung for two
hours from a turning pole by a strap
passed around my shoulders because
somebody had told me it would most
certainly make me grow tall and state-
ly. Stature, however, had ceased to
oppress me by the time | was thirteen,
for when a woman is saving pennies
10 go to Angkor there is all the differ-
ence in the world between ten cents
and twenty-five cents for a matinee.
And just in order to forestall any mis-
inderstandings drawn from that last
statement as to my ancestry,—it is not
Scottish,

All this may be infinitely more con-
fusing than informative, but after all,
perhaps it is better to leave only a
vague impression of good and bad than
a positive knowledge of evil. At any
rate, however desperately | may have
labored to impress a conoeption of
limpid eyes and cherry lips set in a
piquant, flower-like face, the whole
surmounted by a crowning glory of
dusky raven locks, I shall have to con.
fess to utterly nnromantic hazel eyes,
a mouth which is cherry—unde= ap-
plication, and an unmanageable haze
of “just plain hair.” But whon it
vomes to the force of character evineced
in the face pictured, words necessa. ily
fail me, Determined, or stubbors?
Thoughtful, or merely phlegmatic? As-
tute, or—well anyway, I shall never
811 tor g portrait,

Rocks of Indifference. 1 sprang up and
ran back to the ship.

“Let’s leave at once,” I sobbed. And
the soft, soothing Wind of Ego caught
our gails and took me back home.

GRAY DAY

By Mary Ethel Burke

Above all things I love a somber
day,

With grey-black clouds which form
a shroud-like thing,

In sullen silence like a beast at bay

Who fears, yet only waits his chance
to spring.

The whistling, rushing winds the
dry leaves whip

From off the barren trees down to
the ground,

Then whirl them all seized in their
mighty grip.

And make a splendid rushing, crack-
ling sound.

The streets are cleared of any liv-
ing thing,

One knows not if it's evening or
dawn,

And 1, while Nature has this glerious
fling,

Feel (ree and happy, all my worries
gone,

Then through the grey-black clouds
appears the sun

And |, and leaves, and winds have no
more fun.

ON A TOMBSTONE

By Dorothy Rendlen

A flawed, moss-grown gtoae,

Wryly slanting.

An inscription, short and simple——
"Ann—aged twenty-three".

Just a hollow in the earth!

Yet, once, she too

Knew joy——and pain——

And the zest and fire

Of living.

| HAVE SET MY LOVE

By Kathryn MecClure

1 have set my love in all the world,
And even the blind can see;

It shall be a taper in the wind,

A painted cloud at sea.

And though the world be deep and
wide,

The winds shall ever blow,

And there shall ever be a sky,

So the world and He may know.

QUIET

By Evelyn V. Brougher

Long grey shadows dropped o'er
SNOWY mounts,

That rise and fall in valleys wide
angd deep;

The distant calls of birds that die
like counts

Of music in the dreams of blissful
sleep,

Moonlight spilled like silver on the
lake,

She goftest smile across the orange
moon,

A call to break the stillness and to
waka

A bird that sleeps; a lovely lonely
loon,

A clarion ery that echoes through
the wouod,

The crash of dying timber breaks
the mood,

A great tall tree, so broad and green
that stood

A sentinel to die by storm winds
rude,

A wild roar of a beaten beast in
pain—

And then the quietness prevails
again,
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Cousin Of Mark Twain
Speaks In Chapel

Cyril Clemens Gives Interesting Talk
on “Celebrities | Have Met"”

My Cyril Clemens, & cousine of Sam-

el Clemens (Mark Twain), address- |

el the Lindenwood College Thursday
mevning  assembly  Junuary 8, on
“Celehrities 1 Have Met',

My, George Bernavd Shaw was the
frst person about whom Mr. Clemens
spoke, “Mr. Shaw was greatly interest-
el in Mark Twain; he said he thought
Osear Wilide and o good muiny Hng-
lish amthors got thelr sense of exag-
geration from Mark Twain, My, Shaw
commenied upon his belief that the
distinguished mark ol greatness was
to learn to distinguish the important
things from the unimportant, and (o
seperate one from the other,”

Mr. Clemens had tea with Shane
Leslle, the Irish writer at Lis home
in London. In addition to the con-
\“ﬁn.limml cakes and wafers, Mr, Les-
e served Southern walermalon,

cAngustine Birrel, the sayist, was the

s person whom  Me.  (lemensg
visited, “He was very interested fn
Amerfed., He lves In Chelsea s

never gllowed an American newspupser
in hig NHouse.” Wlhen gquestioned as
to (he reagon for thiz singnlar bane
MY, Bievell said, “In the first plice,
1 could not understand anyrhing they
saild, and secondly, they are so big
that my litle honse would not hold
many of them.”

Among the many other prominent
pergong in London with whom M
Clemens had interviews were: W. W.
Jacoby, the leading humorist of Kng-

Idnd;: J. B. Priestley, anthor of “Ang- |

el’'s Pavement”; Mrs. Bellos-Yvons,
1{!10 is an ardent admirer of Kdgir
Allen Poe; and A, B, Housman.

At Cambridge, where the summoer
school was in session, Mr. Clemens
met Mr, Stefanson, the Artic explorer,
and H. Rthodes, noted Wdstorian, At
Beaconsfiold Mr. G K. Chesterton
was vigited,

AL the gate fn (ront of My, Ches-
terton's home in an enlarsed sign,
‘Look out for the dog—He bites'. The

aforesaid dog was named Lumbesco |

in an attempt to bring the hook with
that character back into popularity.'

“All of the Buglish aulhors seem to
he extremely inferested in Amoertea,
they do not laok upon us in a super-
cilfous manner. They are inclined to
have their habitats In extraordinary,
oit-olsthie-way  places  and none  of
them haye radios i their houses and
some of them do not even have tele-
phones.’

When mecting Mus=zoling, M. Clem-
eps sald that he totally praparved for
meeting _any number of secretaries,
afiles and what- nots, but when ho wie
eseorted by -a soldier into a4 huge,
mugnificient room with marble floors
and no furniture with the exception
of i desk behind which sat a dark-
clothed man, he was Indeed surprised
to find that the person with whem ha
was (o have the first Inteérview was
fiohe other than the Fascist leader,
himself. “Mpy. Mussolini spoke oxcel-
lent English, chuckled softly to him-s
sell occasionally and gave me the im
pressfon that he was familiar with
Engllsh and Awmeriean Htesature,”

SHADOW LAKE

By Maxine Luther

_Beneath a wan moon,

Cool, deep treacherons Shadow Lale
Lies girangely beautiful,

Amid the lofty, ghastly crazs

And spires of Phantom Canyvon——
Beautiful as o woman I= heautitul
Who sits far away in cold mooniight,
Her jat hair snd nalked skin
Gleaming.

Gift to Alumna Helper

Miss Stopkey, the A, A, and all of
yvour Hockey friends at Lindenwood
wish wvou a Merry Christmas™ read
the card which was enclpged with the
gift sent to Miss Gortride Wehl in
token of appreciation of her help dur-
inz the Hockey ssason. The gift was
a beautiful black perfume hottle of
cut glass, ity white stoper, also hand.
somely designed, forming a4 charming
contrast, The presenl was especially
appreciated becauss of itz unexpected:
ness. Miss Webb wisheés to thank her
friends and especially Miss Stookey
and Rose Kiele for thelr thoughiful-
ness, and also for their kind eo-opars-
tion during the Hockey seagon.

Miss Schaper Attends
Scientific Meeting

During her vacation, Miss Schapor
spenl several days in Cleveland, Ohlo,
where she attended a mecting of (he
American Asgociation for the Advance-
ment of Selence. There were a great
number of ovganizations meeting there
representing all brauchos of science,
lhtlr. those in which Miss Sehaper found
|cspecinl interest were the Ameriean
Sociologieal Society, (he
| BEeonomic Association, and the Ameri.
tean Statistienl  Assoclation, whose
mectings she attended,

Some of the sessions of the conven
fion were held at Western Reserve
rmiversity, and others were held at
|\fa|‘i(1us hotels of the city, There were
about thvee thonsand vigltoys in Claves
lund in pttendance at the conventions

One pf the most interesting mesatings
was that of the American Statigtical
| Assoeltion, together with the Ameri-
lean Beonomic Aszociation, Here, Col.
Leonard P. Avres. of the Cleveland
Trast Company, was an ontstanding
speaker, A review of the economite
sitnation of the year 1030, and 2 gen-
eral forecast for the year 1931, was
given.

Another, a meeting of the American
Sociologleal Association, was outstand-
ing, At all of these moetings, import-
ant men and women {rom the leading
universities of the country, and ve-
search workers in the varlous fields.
représentatives of large corporations,
trusts; and-didustries, were the chief
gpeakera. An ltem of particulgr du-
terest gays Miss Sehaper. was the {act
Ithat a large precentage of these, not
|insl thoze in attendance at the con-
vention, hut “on the program” in all
societies, were women

The remainder of Miss Schaper's
vacation was gpent with her family, st
| ker home in Washington, Missouri.
|

Lighted Christmas Tree
Introduces Holidays

| The Christmas Tree was first light-
ed Thusday, December 11, the night
of the Rotary partv. But it really
came into ts own, Sunday night, Dee-
ember 14, after the Chelstmas Vesper
Service. It wasg an inspiving sight to
s¢e the star atop the tree beckoning
o us atter the lmpressive service. The
|star seemed to be one of God's own
which had dropped into the tree to
serve as a guide and a reminder tous.

The colored lights strung throngh
the tree were a cheerful sight., and
zave a warm glow to every one seelng
them. Lindenwood’s Christmas tres
has hecome on institution and ons
which the girls would miss a grea:
deal it it were to be obnmiitted. Long
may our Christmag tres stond.

American |

Prospects for the Play

A, W, O L. (fignre it out for youw-
sall) s the name of the musical
comedy chosen for produetion by the
Athlétic Assochntion this vear. 1t was
writteny by  Marvjorie  Taylor and
Louise Wardley with music by Maxine
Luther and Frances Marie MePher-
S0, The date of the performance is
Mabruary 27.

The plot ol the comedy concerns
the lost pic-eating trophy of the Eta
Rita Pi fraterunity, and in the course
of the action nearly evervone in the
cast is suspected of the theft, Even
the hero im under suspicion and is ex-
onerated only with diffienlty, Natural-
ly just before the final curtain

The chief partgz have already been
nssigned, Madeline Johnson and Ca-
milla Luther play the roles of Ted and
[Bllen, hero and heroine respectively.
Bill the Burglar, who hag o prominent
purt, = plaved by Dorothy Rendlen:
La Vern Wright is to be Lil, his part-
ner in all the merrymaking, Then there
fg adumb fréeslunan, who tarns out 1o
be not so dumb after all, played by
Elizaboth French, The absent-minded
professor (there's one in every well-
regulated college) is impersonated by
tith: Clement.  The Judge who pre-
sider at the hero's triel s Dorothy
Comstock.

The settings, which are being ar
ranged by Mlsg Stovkey, promise to
be guite mnique. The anditorinm has
heen eguipped with a new lighting
system which will make possible some
unusual =tage effects

' May Queen Party

The Senior (Class will give a party
(the evenring of January 30 to announce
the May Queen and her attendants,
The hostesses lov the affaly will be
Mrs. Roemer. the honorary sponsor,
Miss Hanking, the class sponsor, Mar-
jorie Floronece the President, Mary
Louise Wardley, vicepresident, Mar-
garet Cobb secretary, and Frances
Blady, freasurer,

Elizabeth Thomas, Josephine Peck.
iDorothea Lange and Shefla Willis are
In charge of the decorating, After the
Queen and her attendants have been
annenicad and edeorted to the (hrone,
w program will be given.

. Whate Service At Vespers
Spanish Pageant and Music Special
Features
The annual white service
[wag hield it Roemer A
dny, December 4, at six-thirty in the
ovening This service takes place the
last Sunday before Christmas vacation
each year.
|81, Louiz missfons to use in their
| Christmaz work.

The program opened with a Spanish
Chrigtmas scene, “El Preéspio” pre
gented hy Bl Cireulo under the dirvee-
tlon of Dr. Walde Mwrrl. The scens
representad the vi=if of the wise men

vesnar

traped very eflectively. The settinz
was the manger with Joseph and Mary
guarding the Christ,

taken by the music department. The

Doris P. Gieselman, sang many beau-
tiful  earols. There were several
special mumbers,  Albenting Fluci
played a harp soln, and Allce Denton
singing a solo. Th‘the number preced-
fng the recessional Katherins David-
son and Kathryvn Mariin plaved a vio-
Hn obligato, and Pauline Brown sang
o snlo part,

| Read The Linden Bark.

Tha collection I8 eiven tn|

ON THE CAMPUS |

Alter Xmad expressions......long
Hees. ... pepless walks. . ... popular-
ity of colds.. .., .many boxes coming
from P, O. containing not éats but
wenrlng apparel ., . . Exams drawing
nighs .. ...s0cond semester gehaduled
...... popular teacher's new dinmoud

. «n Bounle Burns for the library
...... new registrar. . ... Mike” Mor-
ris still without a voiee...... Big Mya-
tery of why the deep conferences
every night this week at ten on third
floor frwin between four Irwin givls
and {wo Butler...... the new attrag-
tion In Glenn Jenning's room......
newly painted hall floors in Rosmsr.

By Way of Conversation
By D, .

In .groups the Lindenwood girls
straggled balf-heartedly back on the
campug from Christmas vaciation, Pa-
thetie [ tired-looking speciments wers
thesd girls after a two weeks' round
of dances and partios, Quité a contrast
were the girls who entered the silent
dormiltories to the lively and peppy
huneh that had dearpted from them
only two weeks before. As.soon as re-
apects had been paid to the houss-
molhersy and the roommate embraced,
compatition was Keen in the conversa-
tion ag they all endeavored to tell of
their marvelous time at home.

From ene corner came thig remari.
“Can you imagine what Bob gave mo
for Christmas? It's the cutest thing
I've ever séen. He was simply darling
all the time F was at home. Gee 'l
lHke to be now where 1 was this time
4 week ago.”

Mannersg for the time forgolien, the
presong talk wag rudely interruptsd
by a little «irl from the Seuth. “Tho
dance New Yeah's Eve was jus divine,
dohnnje was so adorable, and it felt go
good to dance with a man again  He
broke every few minutes and 1 had “no
breaks™ with him. 1 was so thrilled
eonldn'l stand it: He talked so sweat
when they played a dreamy waltz that
b just know he meant it, And guesy
‘\\'Imt. He's coming up to see me i
two weeks. 1 wish he could come uyp
for the Prom joo."”

On the other side of the rovm came
groans from a gripper. I late this
[place. Why in the world did I evar
come to a girls' school in the Nrst
place? 1'm going to write my family
tondght and ask them It 1 can't come
home gt the eud of this semester. And

aditoriym Sun. |JUSt think, exams dre ouly two wesks

off. Gosh. bt I'll have to cram. 've

| fergotten everything 1 ever knew., Wity

irln they have o have such things.
Talk drifted ou aimlessly for sey-

eral houyrs until [t was interrapted by

|the clang of the bell for dinner. The
t last romark made was, "1 hope we have

|

| somiethine

1to the infant Christ and it was por‘|

choir, under the divection of Miss |=mall dark Senior

good today. I'm just

starved.”

WHO'S WHO? |

She {2 on= of the more sophigticatad

Dr. Roemer pronounced the Invoea- members of the Senior class. She is
tion and the rest of the service was small and dark and most often found

rushing about in company of a seennd
Shs wags Junlor
May Queen  artendant last  vear,
Of course she lives in the room that is
e rarthest away trom all clags rooms
and the gym. She has thal accant
whith all northern girls envy., Whan
azked what her ambitions are for the
future she replies that she wants to
live with her small dark friend and bhe'
You all kKnow who this savy of all
n reporter for a Forrest City paper.

buxom lusses is, don't you,
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| Honor Kansas City Girls

f At Home Bridge Tea
l

|

College Calendar

Monday, Janunary 19: One of the IU\'(—‘.”UHIL and most

| joyable events of the

Semester examinations,
informal bridge tea given by the
14 L] . ap O 5 Y
Bunday, January 29 | Kansas City Club at the home of Mil-

6:15 p. m_ Professor George C.|dred Mayvfiled Kraft, of Kansas City,

Blakeslee, Chicago TUniversity, Lec- lon December 22, for the Kansas Ctiy

ture. elrls now attending Lidndenwood and
= e their mothers.

Lois Bockemohle Berry,
ldent of the club,

Sd 1 h S eral hostesses assisting Mrs. Kraft,

! ! e Ig ts Of OC!ety ‘lwhilﬂ Adeline Ayres Cross and Vie-
| ginia Hoover assisted in the evening. |

Before back on the| oyyisymas decorations of poinsettias |
campus from the much loved Christ- aml smilax added to the heauty and
ey Lolideys Bome: Snietu g, wels |l|n~tpit'111tv of the atmosphere which
planning week-ends. Kllen Jennibgs, crestedq the following students who
Ruth Steimke, and Helen Weber apentj“ ‘ere guests of llunni Belty Hart,
e week end in their respective homes [( tharlotte Allen, Myra Beatty, I'rances
in St Louis. Sara Stuck, Elizabeth|ooo  Ann Vanorden, Frances Gray,
Thmu.n and Hannah Hardin viﬂltedudlm Ford, Anna Marie Balsiger, Rulh
friends in St Louis, Margot Francis {payhte, ad Mary Frances Drullinger.
spent Sunday In 8t. Louis with friends. | : :

the presi-

evervone was

St. Louis Entertains
With Bridge Luncheon

Mrs. Wenger, Housemother of Sib-
ley Hall, spent Christmas visiting her
tamily in Cairo, Ilinois. She spent
New Yoars in Chicago visiting friends.
Among Intetestlng places visited was
the Planetarium in Chicago, one of
the two in the world; the othey one is
in Germany.

December 29, 1930, the St. Louils
Cluh of Lindenwooed held its annual
Chiristmas bridge-luncheon at the Cor-
onado Hotel, in 8t. Louis. A delight-
{ful luncheon was served in the Pal-

the card room. Honors were given
to “Abie’ Olson, Helen Reith, and Ann
Armstrong,

Twelve girls attended;

Frances Lemons spent Christmas
with Maxine Longacre at the latter's
home in Shawnee, Oklahoma. New

Years Eve found her in Kansas City the list fol-

B lows:, Virginia Sterling, Ann Arm-
visiting an aunt, b . =

L strong, Betsy Davis, Luciie Tralles,

Rk “ Anna Louise Kelley, Teresa Blake,

The other girls in Sibley “just went “Abie” Olson Marguerite  Miller,

pome" for the holidays, but each re-
ports g most enjovable fime—A time
spent in shopping. bridge-luncheons,
dances, and even some ice-skat-
ing and coasting.

Helen Relith, “Glen’ Jenniugs, Noami
Ruatz, and Lillian Webb, Lucile Trallea
president of the club, acted as host-
e8s,

t=2as,

| New Students Presented,
Sing Rotary Songs

Mary Elizabeth Miller spent the

weekend in St. Louis with friends.

Marion Harszy went to her home in Rl;lélmufe ;E‘?ta],i which wais 11.9.1(1 in
St laouis last Thursday because of ill- ok uditorium. at 11 o (1-1“(']{'

| Thursday morning, December 11, 1930,
geveral new music students were in-
troduced to the student body. Of the
nine girls who appeared only four
were second year girls.

1238,

Agnes Bachman spent Sunday in St
Louls with friends.

A = - | Elenor Hall, the first on the pro-

: Mrs, Kuhlman l!.[ California, Mo"lgramma. gang Carillon, and gave an
spent Monday at Lindenwoad, ]m"mg'extmllem interpretaion of the lght
brought Mildred back to school. ringing of the bells, Tearle Seiling. |
e T a1 5 = : who is an advanced pupil, sang two |
Mrs. Strobach of St. James, Mo, |nympbers, both of which were well

drove Louise to Lindenwood and u]‘em |executed, the breath control being ex-
the day here, Iﬂtoptmnally good.

W : ¥ | In the piano numbers, Anm\hel

Popular pPolly” Heninger, of '\Ion-u,“ugnatﬁ played Mozart’s“Air Varea"
roe.  Louisiana hasn't returned to|Her light touch was unusually ef-
school atfter the Christmas vacation. fective in such a selection. Rlizabeth |
Her room-mate, Shirley Haas, reports | Jane Thomas chosa as her selections |
that Polly is "sick in bed.” Polly has two interpretive pileces, “Gnolssienna™ |

had an Appendicitis operation. We all |and “Lake at Evening”. Elizabeth
join in wishing her a speedy recovery. Jane did very well especially in the
e e e [last  selection, in portraying the
Mrs. Sylvia Knothe George of @pirit of the compoesition.
Springfield, a Junior in Lindenwood After two solos by Mary Louise
fast vear was visiting her sister Helen Bowles. a quartet composed of Marian
the week-end of the tenth. Chraham, Kathryn Martin, Maxine Na-
=== mur, and France: Mac) MePherzon,
Girls from Niceolls whe spent the presented “The Christ Chill™ by Haw-
week-end of the tenth in St. Louls &
were Lucille and Loulse Anderson, | Pollowing the vecital proper, the as-
Barnette Billman, and Frances Freels 'RP“‘M' was given pver to the singinz
visited in East St. Louis. of the Rotary Club songs.
Girly spending the day in St. Louis | SKYSCRARPER
last week wers Kathtyn Martin, Theo. | e —
Frances Hull. Margaret Carier, A\[adu-! By Dorothy REendlen
ling John, Mary Margaret Hedl‘ick.{ Straight, swift lines

Flying np with grey grace
From tier to narrowing tier.
Slim, gloof, firm , . .
Argus-like

A hundred amber windows
Stare jndiferently over
And beyond the oity

[nty infinity.

Dorothy Holecomb and Adele Hereford.

Helen Girinspan had her mother from
Deg Moines visiting her over Sunday
the 11th. They spent Monday in St.
Louls ghopping.

Read The Lindsn Bark,

en- |
holidays was an

was among the sey- |

Hdo after whieh bridge was playved in |

Alpha Psi Omega's
Xmas Play A Success

Everyone Happy in
“1'tl Leave It To You.”

CMhe Christroas play, "'l Leave It
Ta Yon", a threeact light comedy, by
| Noel Coward, was given on the evening

g
of December 12, in Roemer Audi-
torium, It was presented by Alpha

Psi Omega, the dramatic art fraternity
ut Lindenwood, and was under the
|direction of Miss Lucile Oracraft.

I The action of the play takes place in ‘

Mulberry Manor, Mrs. Dermott’s home,
only a few miles out of London. The
|Hmt act opens in the large hall, with
a log fire burning brightly, and most
comfortable looking turpiture about.
[Joyee Dermott (Louise Warner), a
sehool givl, and Sylvia Dermott (Ruth
Talbott), her older sister, are sealed
in the room. Bobbie Dermott (Mar-
:jurie Taylor) enters, and starts teasing
(Joyee, Soon Bvangeling, (Sheila Wil-
lisy thejy sister, who is a4 writer, en-
|[ters and the children all start discuss-
[ing their Mother's worried condition,
|nmi the present stute of their family
finances, which they are quite sure is
the cause for all of it.

The children decide to call Mrs, Der-
mott, and to talk atfalrs over with
her. Bobbie says he “can”™ work, if
it is necessary, Mrs. Dermoit tells
rthem everything. They bhave only
fifteen hundred pounds a  year on
which tn live, Then, that she had a
check from her brother, their Uncle
Daniel Davis (Gretehen Hunker), and
very shortly, Griggs. the butler, (Mar-
|gaver Atkinsi arrives with a telegram
saying that Uncle Danfel is arvviving
that afternoon,  They cull Oliver, the
|older brother (Marjorie Burtonj.

Unele Daniel arrives, amd announces
his plans, The doctor has said that
he would live only
and he promises to leave his fortune
to the one of the five children that
(mtakes good, They ask,
|they are to do It
plies, “1I'll leave it to you!™
| The second act takes place in the
|same setting, on a sommer day,
Iul;..illeeu months latter, Evangeline is
Ibusy with her writing, angd Joyee is
seated gt the table dolng her musie,
which she jusists, “Bobbis might have
written g little more distinetly.” Mrs,
| Dermiott and Bobbie are busy too,
when there is a knock at the door, and
| Mrs. Crombie (Florence Schnedler),
dlll] her daughter, Faith (Dorothy
Wiutel ) enter, They are {rom London,
and are gquite different from the Der-
mott’s, though they are apparently
|very good friends. Falth and Bobbie
are especially good friends, and rather

resend intertences made by the resg of |

their families. However, Faith always
to Mother” what she may
do. Bobbie tells her that he ig to re-
ceive lhis Unecle's large fortune in on-
".l_v three yvears, but that she ig not to
tell a soul about it
Mrs, Cromble comes
tells her at onee that something very
fmportant has huppened, that she and
Bobbie are engaged, and her Mother
ohjects quite strenously from the start.
I'nele Daniel again arrives, and this
time all five of the children, talking
very enthusiastically about each of
ith(—.\ll‘ various professions, greet Him
[heartily. After zome time, they all
get up, leave the room, and zo out on
the lawn, except Bobbie, and Faith
who now tells him what her Mother
thinks their affair. Each of the
children talk privately with Uncle
Danial, and tell him that they feel it
unfair tp the others that he should
leave the promised fortune to himself.
the children confesses that

“has ask

in, and Malth

of

sach
But,

of

three more }aalq.'

at once, how |
and the uncle re- |

["nele Daniel has promised the fortune
to him, They ask him for an explanas
tion, ang he explains that he offered
the rveward lor their own good, and
Ithat he really has no money after all
!"l‘hr-y very, very angry, and
tell him just what they think ot such
a ek,

The third act has the same meeting,
amd takes place on the following morn-
ing., Faith and Bobbie are talking.
Mrs, Crombie has declded definitely
[that Faith shall not marry Bobbie, and
Faith i& very careful to explain that it
is not her faull at all,

Sylvia and Uncle Daniel talk thiogs
over, and he decides that since Sylvia
is the only one who is even friendly
to him, he will go to the Green Hart.
He leaves at once. The rest of the
family appear. one by one, in the
dining room and are seated at the
breakinsg table, When Mrs. Dermott
sends one of the children to the gar-
den to find their Unele, Sylvia ane
nounces that Uncle Daniel is no long-
er about, that he has gone 'lo the
Green Hart. Mrs. Dermott bhecomes
very upset, and sends (Friggs there at
onee, with the car.

When he arrives, their mother en«
deavors to excuse the rash actions of
the children, and begs him to pay no
attentlon to their doings. He eats
breaktast, and talks with his sister for
quite some time. Then, one by one,
the children appear and finally Evan-
geline succeeds in telling him tha§
they are all sorry for their actions and
wish to apologize to him. He [orgivesg
them. Griggs enters, with a telegram.
It 18 from his agent, and rveads like
this, “Struck big vein, Santa Lyta mine

-come at once!” Now he is worth
thousands, Sylvia asks if he did not
se1ld the telegram to himself, and he
answers, “Yes! 1"

hecome

F

at Braufman’s...

New Spring Fashions
are arriving daily

Ultra smart Dresses fashion-
ed in this season’s new gay
prints and plaids, vivid high
shades, the subdued grays and

the always smart navy
and black.

ofter talldng wmong themselves, |

Frocks for all occasions

Braufman’s
i Main and Washington

e

STRAND THEATRE

E2.—WED.
EARRY MORE

JEE

N

- in

[ “MOBY DICK"
|

THURS.—FHAL
rol—Richiard Arlen

in

“ONLY SAPE WORK™

Saturday Matinee—2:30,
2 Shows at Night—7 and 9 p. m.
(irace Moore—Reginald Denny
in
LARY'S MORALS
Baged on The. Life of Jenny Lind




