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Artist To Give Concert

Eminent Violinist to Play at
Lindenwood

Boris Koutzen, eminent violinist and
compoger will give a recital at Linden-
wond College next Friday night,

March 13, iIn Roemer Auditorium.
Mr, Koutzen was born at Uman,

Southern Russia, and is not yet quite
thirty years of age. He graduated
from the Moscow Conseprvatory in
1918, and then completed his educa-
tion in Germany, Among hls teachers
are Leg Zetlin, (violin) and Rheingold
Gliere, (composition),

Mr. Koutzen is the son of a famous

violinigt, He was only eleven years of
age when he began giving concert
numbers, Thig is his flrst American

tour, and his concerts have met with
great suceess in hoth the Bast and the
West, His program is as follows:
I
Partita In E minor....._.. ... Bach-Siloti
Prelude—Adagio ma non tanto—Alle-
mande-—iiigue

La Folia s Corelll-Kreisler
1T

PO iirerieaisrrsmmnrssiianiis G IR R BROD
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Legende PISREERES (< el b ot

~Koutzen

Nocturge i
{kowsky-Koutzen

Russian Dance..Tsecha
L'

Spanisy Dance “Malagnena” . Sara-

sate-Koutzen
JOth . il s ..Defalla
Inroduction angd Tarautella ... Sarasate

Writer's Opportunjty
—Fraternity Contest

Stema Tau Delta, natlonal honorary
English fraternity, has recently an-
nouneed that it s sponsoring a contest
to soleey the best piece
work contributed by & freshman

The contest is open to all memhbers
of the freshian class, anil the eompo)
siifon must he in Miss Parker's pffice
by four o'clock, an Friday, March 20,

Any original work may he entered in
this contest—an essay, a short story, a
poem or a groop of poems, The com-
positions will be judged and medals
will he awarded for first and secand
plnees, The two best contributions will
he puhlished in the Linden Bark.

I News from the Dean’s Office

The grades for the six weeks are
and Dean Gipson iz being kept
gy geeing students,

The new 1931 Catalogues ara out and
are heing sent already to parents, They
are very 4atiractive this year. The
cover igs of soft, gray vellum and the
printing and the erest in a bright blue.

Dean Gipson said that she had re-
ceived g letter reeently concerning
[he eaps and gowns for the graduates
of June, She also sald that plans
would soon get under way for the
eyent,

ont
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Interesting Talk
By Dr. Wilson

Old Friend of the Roemer's Tells of
Great Northwest

Dr. Alfred Lee Wilson, pastor at the
Kenwood Park  All-Denominational
Churel in Chicago, addressed the 11
o'clock assembly Thursday morning,
Fabruary 26, in Roemer aunditorium,
Dr. Wilson I8 a personal friend of hoth
Dr. ang Mrs, Roemer, which made hiy
lecture additionally interesting to the
students,

In his address, but it wasn't an ad
dress, [t was more of an informal niar-
ration, he spoke of a camping trip
which he had taken one summer into
the northern states. The [linerary
comprised about 4,500 miles, the
meansg of travel was a Ford, and his
eompanion was his son, This trip
brought to Dr. Wilson a new apprecia-
tion both of the Northwest Territory
and of the hardy pioneers who had
settled that reglon.

When Thomas Jefferson, then presi-
dent pf the United States appropriated
$2600 for the exploration of thiz far
away tereitory, Lewis and Clark start-
ed out from 8t. Louis in an attempt to
| vanch the Pacific coast, They securad
1 their guide the Indian Birdwoman,
Sacarewlin who was going bhack to her
land from which she had been stolen.
Throughout the entire westward jour-
ney the struggling party felt the nead
of Tondian ald and assistance, and when
ihv_v finally came upon two groups of
ndiang belonging to her trilie, they
foundd thot hor brother was one of the
lenders of the party. "It was this
aoman, Sacagewia, whe wWas respons.
hle for the success of the Lewis and
Clark Expodition, and thepe Tis recent-
v boen erected, in her honor, a bronzoe
Zitne fn the City Park in Portland,
Orseon:'

“Another party of plonears who de-
serve g great deal of pratse for their
axploration work ‘in the Nopthwest,
‘ag the group of people who set out
with D, Marcus Whitman, Mr, Spald-
ing and their to reach the
‘nast. They traveled from St. Louis
Fort Leavenworth and
canght up with & group of traders, and
on July 4, 1845 the entire party veach-
ed the Vireat Divide”

YAt that time there was considerable
tallke of trading the Northwest [or a
few flshing posts off the coast of New-
foundland. Dr. Whitman had the
ausa of the west at heart and drove
hy wagon. in the dead winter, back to
| Washington tn interview President
Tyler in an effort to save this terri-
tory for the United Sates. After a
time, ho Secured President Tyler's
sermisslon to settle the territory, and
to toke a colony of 1,000 heyvond the
Mvide, Although he was killed dur-
fng the next year in a massacre,
the work that he started was valaint-
¥ earried on by his collengues, We
should however, that Dr.
| Whitman gave not only his afforts, but

hrides

n

remembar,

Read the Linden Bark.

finally |

Chances For Career
‘Sznjore Scanning Occupational Qutlook

The Bulletin Board of “Ocecupationad
information’ for this week iz very in-
teresting, It presents a variety of ma-
terial opn the various types of oppor-
lunities for women of today.

The first is an article on *Opportuni-
ties in Boston for Women trained In
Home Economies,” These nelude the

following: Caleferias, Lunch, and Tea
Rooms, Miscellaneous positions  in
Busineszs, Institutional Management

and Dietetics, Home Economics Work-
ers in Social Service, State Positions,
and Teaching.

There appears, also, an article tell-
ing of the twelve women who have
been selected as the greatest in the
Tnited States,

“The Value of Stenography to the
College Givl in the Publishing Field" is

the subject of a second interesting
pamphlet.
Other articles, which show that

women are advancing in otheér ecoun-
tries, gs well as in the United States,
include one entltled, “Moslem Women
are Advancing”, which shows modern
changes in the position of women in
the Neap Bast, “Chinese Women of To-

day,”" “Czecho-Slovakia," which has
peen ecalled “the land of women's
dreams come true,” and “Japanese

Women next?”, an article which says
that suffrage in China is looking up.

“Librarvianship as a Career” is the
Litle of @ new government bulletin,|
whiieh tells of the many opportunities
for women in all typex of libravies. A
similar government hulletin 1.
titled, “Legal BEducation.”

The remainder or thiz week's

is

art-

leles concern a discussion on the need|
h

for integration In selencs, by Dr. Far-
(rand, the recent nssiz nt of &
womany eonsul, Mizss Constance R, Har-
vey, of Buffalo, New York, az Vice-Con-

sul af Ottaws, Canada, a girl radle ens|

gineer, gnd the great opportunities ol-
Sorial work, as a career, he
1 board, this week, is very in-
. and certainly shows that
women are hecoming more and more
‘mportant it every field, and in avery
They are looking up!

e

country,

Improving In Health

Mary Edna Trammel, who was 4
freshman o Lindenwood this year, was/
recently foreed to leave her studies|
| tere, on account of illness. She will
|not return to school this year, but, ac-
cording to the latest reports, she is
much beter. She is now at her home,
in Oklahoma Clty.

Agnes Kister has been off the
camipus for & fortnight with a quite
sprions pttack of the flu, but at last ac-
counts ghe is sitting up and improving.

iis iife as well. in the cause of the
| Great Northwest Territory.”

Dr. Wilson closed with a poem as a
ribute to the ploneers of this vast

erritory,

PRICE 5¢

Dr. Case Delivers
Second Lenten Sermon

Special Music Arranged By
Y. W. C. A.

The second of the Lenten Services
was held in the auditorium Sunday,
March 1, with the new officers of Y.
W. €. A, in charge. The service
opened with the singing of the Doxol-
ogy, ftollowed by a prayver by Rose
Keile, the president of Y. W. TFran.
¢es Marie McePherson sung a solo, ac-
companied by Betty Leek at the piano,

Dr. Ralph T, Case gave the sermon
or the morning. Speaking on the sub-
ject of “Surrendered Life”, Dr. Case
nsed as his text two verses found in
eremiah and Galatians, These verses
deal with the dominant motive of liv-
ing and experience. There are two
wayves of living, one of advancement,
ambitious, purposive self to which
everything contributes and the other
Is the influence from without life. It
“s the influence which separates a re-
ligious or surrendered life from the
non-religious life.

Paul tells us of his career in Judea-
ism, He had advanced {n ways above
most men, making a name for himself,
On hig way to Damascus a viviid image
came to him and changed his life. He
wed new allegiance to God. The pur-
pose of his new lfe was to give him-
sell utterly to a new cause. This is
an example of a great surrendered
life——Christ lived in him.

The disciples were voluntary in
their desire to deny themselves, take
up the eross and follow Christ, Chrige
tiun  Discipleship maoans first allesd:
ance must be Christ, Llven the word
“hristian signifles that. The story of
rich young raler illustrates tha
selflsh life. He was not willing to
glvp up “‘(:Tll”)' gmn!i ta the needs of
Christ,

In order obtaln @ surrénderef
e Il jg necessary the individual sur-
ropder evervihing to Christ, be near
to Wim ip his influenca. The following
men ghow that surrender 18 typical of
taligiong life. Thomns A. Kempis

the

To

|stated his platform when he said that

we are {p find in the example of Christ
Il we are or all we see. He set forth
four ways to the land of peace, to do
the will of another, to choose to have
the less fo sesk always the lowest,
and to wish and pray always lor will
of tod tg be fulfilled. Willlam Borden
attendeq Yale, had wealth, physical
strength, intellectual vigor, and social
standing. Whila traveling abroad hs
had @ meeting and “He was much
helped and surrendered all” He went
to Yale as a christian to make his
wealth serve the Christian way of liv-
g, It was said of him, “"Few men at
Yale have left g0 strong an impression
on the character of students” He
started for Asia to give himself to tha
propogation of the Christian Religion.
His surrender was &0 complete that
hisz life was an inspiration.

“The relizious source of joy, peace
and happiness is In the surrender of

(Continued to page 6, Col. 4)
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The stormy March has come at last,
With winds and clouds and changing skies:
1 hear the rushing of the blast ;
That through the snowy valley flieg,
William Cullen Bryaut,

£ N T R
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Lenten Services Prove Favorable

Lindenwood's Sunday morning T.enten Sepvices under the direction of the
YW 0L AL seems to bedecented by the students with taver.

Bunday morning church-goers Lo 8t Charles have no break in their routing
but the “stay-in-their rovms" have a chance now to do something elee berides
stadyin that hour betore dinher.  All Lindenwood students may give up lazi-
ness aldd a study hour to carry out their Lenten resolation to attend services
evely Suntday morning.

We have even hearvd one student voiee great enthnsiasm over the general
tedling of well-beitg und content 1t gives her to go to these services, “The
catidlen qdid a note of beauly and somberness,” shg sald, The entive atmosphere
of 'musid, fowerd and white dresses against g dark background is made for
rvestfulness. The good thonghts and thoge “something to think abouat ideas”
sent out by DroRoemet and Dr. Cage arve stimulants to the mind,

Lenten Servvices are a change from the ordinary and all students surely
fesl in them a gain of something better in the daily makeup of life.

E R R e

What Does The Moon Mean To You?

Most of us have probably lived our entire tives without so muech as realiz.
ing huw Haster Sundoay is defermined. However, whether we know it or not,
there I8 a very definlle reason why Baster comes on a certain day each yeay.
One moon has a nmne, This 14 the Paschel moon which this year will reach
its fullness on April 2. The Sunday following this (ull mmoon will be Easter.

Last week on March 4 the moon was at its helght for the last time hefore
Paschal moon, Karly in the evening Roémer Hall was silhonetted against a
horizon of flame, Slawly rvising In the Northeds| came the full moon. From
o deep crimson it torned into a burnt oranges, We saw it alb its height—a
bright yellow—then as I gank lower, turning burnt orange again and crimson,
All ndght long it crept across the sky,

We felt as though there wad a strange resemhblence between this moon and
@ beantiful lite, They both are intrefinced in a blaze of hrilllance. As they
go on in their duration they both mellow, Then finally when the end comes
thare Is one last radiance before the darkoness.

The moon means very diffevent things to all of ug, Some of usrémenmher
the beauty of color, Some of us recall incidents in which the nll moon has
figured, Bul, however this may he, none of us deny the loveliness of this same
mill moecn as it rises over the water or through the trees.

There is the moon that rises on hot summer nights: that enchants os all
as wo ride, dance, or swim., Then there is the famonsg harvest moon rising on
the riotous colors of autvmn. Later thera is that full moon that rises over
the ‘doep snow casting a fascinating, cold, white Heght. At lagt there is that
lovely soft moon that rises on fhe (reshness of spring nights wheyn our minds
ure swddenly consumed with & hurning desive to follow this light anywhere—
jnst to follow,

*ROR R R B

Promotion Of Drama At Lindenwood

T recent avicle of the Columbia Spectator, Barret H. Clark, play reader
forthe Theatre Gaild und editor of the Drama Magoazine, layvs a rather astound-
ing clilege at the door of college dramatic organizations. “Unless something
unforseen neenrs in the near fmture,” he says ¥ don't g€é how our theatre can
become much more than o mere manufacturing plant—subsidized by the mo-
tion pleture interest—or Tuiming out obhvisus t¥pes of popular enfertainment.”

The reason, of course, for this deplorable condition is that the theatre can-
1ot hé ragardeﬂ s i monev-making organization, and still retain its valoe as
an art, Better equipment iz necessary and the edueation of the actors, du-erf
ors, and the theater-going publie,

CMr, (Mark eludms thitt the whole solution ta thig problem Hed with college
dramatics, The provinelal Theater and the onlle;.,e Aramatic aggociations are
nut limited by cinemn standards or finaneial necessities and for this reason
thm possess the kev with which to emaneipate the stage from disintegrating
commercial influences,

The value of drama on campus is a matter for sevious thought, too. How
inany otherwise dull week-ends nre livened by somé dramatic presentation,
and how mueh we all ‘enjoy them! Lindenwood hag had such an organization
for a number of vears, the former Lindenwood Playvers which now lias been
susperseded by the Alpha Phi Omega, The latfer honorary fraternity leads
in all college drantutic activities, producing fwa plays a yvear. the members
taking an active part in many more.

It 1= for us to stand behind Alpha Psi and jts program, and do our part to
angwer the challenge thus offered by Mr. Clark,

NOWHERE

By Beatrice Van Druft

A gquaint, shovt, red-hajred nian had
pighed me (hvough dim, silenl cor
ridors on a bed on wheels into a
brightiy white, eclean-smelling room,
and placed me upon a hard, white
operating table. A elink of metal
jarred my Lerves; conpetent gloved
handy moved; low voices murmured,
A gubdued- hurry pervaded the room.
Bright morning light flooded serenaly
in the great paneless window at my
feet, Someope was holding fast (o my
hand. T was halt cotiscious ol all, yet
8 strange dread and anxiety, a semi-
cirions  expéctancy  deadened my
senges, 1 heard padded footsteps moy-
ing, and a low moan from the corridor;
{ raiseq my head in time to sce a
white attendant laden with a pile of
blood-goaked cloths passing the door
belors some one held me down and
closed the door. 1 felt a sudden
nausea, a sutden hatved of this dread-
Iul cleanness, this blank whiteness.
thiis hushed nofse, this slanghtering
room. | walted to be at home fn my
own roon. But the doctor, In his
Iunny little white skull cap and suit,
was jovially advising me to le gquist-
Iy and to breathe deeply, Beliind me
a sniall, foreign lady began murmur-
g hlnkeuh in g low, gpothing, mono-
tonous voice while she hield a heavy,
sickly sweetsnielling white cup over
my face,

1 felt them strapping my leges and
arms tp the table, My head felt sud-
denly heavy, drugeed. Tt seeted as
it u preat, cold stone pressed against
my throat, half-choking me, Volces
were  murinuring  Indistinguighabie
words, Al was dull heaviness, slow
sinkKing, sinking into the veéry table,
into hottomless depths, Heaviness
wlomed i over me; above e 1 lefl
somethipg, Still | was sinking, now
lasler, faster—licavy, heavy limibhs—
volees; pwoherently clamoring, now
died away inte infinite nothingness,
Now they returned, growing tgain in-
to a hurried, habbling, confused noise.
dehoing and reechoing in endless
cool. pnarrow passages. It was a circle
I traveled, at the top of which the
voices grew mearer and louder, and
ue 1 dropped they reached into o dull,
throhbing silence, I felt a doep beat
thad regularly  grip my being
brletly, and suddenly free me. [ hadn't
arms or legs any more; 1 wasn’'t con-
sciung of my person at all. 1 don’t
think 1 had any Hmbs that [ could
move: ' was neavly- an atom, a tiny
molecular part ol this huge, rusling
pireutar plan, - Al was, white nothing
tégs, g colil, erisp, white yvoid.

Strangely, it all seemed very fami-
Har te me, Swrely 1| had been there
pelore, This heavy, slow, striving
ill of ascending the huge spheve in
a dusiy twilight | had surely exper-
fenced somewhered before, A sudden

o

whiz, g wide, ‘swiit, breath-taking
sirve, cut fharply into the bright
lght, aecompanied by a wierd, rhy-
thmic glirieking or shelll  chanting,

which died away Intg the bleak, crisp
gilence of the sickeming ftall to the
bottom of the cycle. The light was
4o sharply white and cold that it hurt.

[ had no will, no elfort; all move-
ment was involuntavy, 1 felt help-
less, but unafrald.  Again and again
| whitled about this eyvele. It seemed
that all my life [ woild continue to do
50,
repeating present,

Suddenly thete wias a sWilt upward
rushing, 1 heard voiees murmuring
indistinetly again. calmer atd guieter
now. I could feel cumbersome, heavy
limbs and they weakly responded
when [ tried to move them. The
heavy, sickening, sweet odor of oper-

There was no past or fture, only

Miss Tucker an Authority

Paris Via Home Economics Depart-
ment This Spring

White gtlier women must go to Parig
to Patou ot Iavin to find out what the
well dressed woman will wear, we Lin-
denwood girls have only to go to Miss
Tueker, head of the Home Ee, Depart-
nent (o he assured of the latest styles.
S0 a reporter was sent to Mige Tucker
to get the lates{ news, and; being of a
generoys nature, the BARK is passing
the news on. Here it is.

Box pleats, it seems, are gaining in
avor,  In the suits the students are
making, hox pleats and flaved skirts
are yieing for honors, Three plece
suits, and dresses with jackets are
most popular. Indeed; so popular are
boteres, that the slogan of the fime
sebmy tn be “Now 18 the time for all
good dresses to have a jacket',

The -materials. helng used are wool
crepe, and the new woolen material
of @ looge weave suggestive of a twead.
Vines, light tans, or tannish mixtures
plalds and the old standby, white, ave
ool colors,

The creations, representative of
[hoge Weing made; are the sleeveless
white wool erepe with box pleats and
1 green jacket of Louise Anderson,
and the three piece suit with a flared
skitt of the mew woolen materigl in
navy bine by Hannah Hardin,

Ancient Romans

And Their Mothers

The main topic of the Roman Tat-
ler this week is “Mother’s Day", and
its origin. A shori history of this day
runs as follows:

The Matronalia

“Mother's Day as we observe [0 is
ot new, It Is an age old celebration
known as the Matronalia which the
Romang participated in centuries ago.
It was celebrated first in honor of Juno
who witg the matron's dejity. This
celebration took place on the first of
Mareh when all the Matrons of Rome
marched in procession to the lLemple
of the Goddess Lo offér her flowers
ang libations.

The Matronalla was also celebrated
in the home when the wives received
presents from thefr hushands, and os
mothers, they were remembered by
their ¢hildren. The families entert-
tained their slaves, amnl feasts were
held in the homes on this holiday, So
Mothieyr's Day i8 just unm her of the age
old, beautiful customs.’

It keeping with thig subject, then-
is an pleture of Hera, “&rherml Juno™
which ¢ copied from the picture found
‘n the Vatican at Rome. There is also

v picture of the Aldobrandini Marri-
TEE,
ating room ether aml chloroform

strnek me. Somewhere T felt a dull
pain, but 1 couldn’t locate just where.
My eves filed with a dazzling white-
nesg when [ opened them, so 1 let
them pemain cloged. My lps moved,
and my voice sounded unnatuval, T
knew dimly the words I wanted to
say. but | couldn’'t hear them. Was |
speaking or not?

Afterwards they tried to explain to
me that it was the heating of my
heart that caused the huge rushing
eircle of which 1 was so definite if
tiny, a part. But It still seems to me
that it must have been the whole
plan of the lost past universe, or fu-

ture life, or the cyele of the Hie that

ta nol heing lived. | must have been
interminably whirling there before
I hagd g body- Lo possess this spark of
Hre. Al least that would he a logieal
canelugion which could clear up my
windering,
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“HELLO"

By Edna Hickey

‘Whatever one may not get by being
associated with a Dime Store—either
snooping before or presiding behind a
counter—one certainly gets more than
enough of the wish top be as far re-
moved from its clatter of dimes as
possiblg, It not only affects the feet,
the fingers, the range of vision, and
the humor, but it figures largely in
one’s luck. About the last I am quite
sure.

On Saturday in a Dime Store, that
hour of peace and utter relaxation
that the poets pralse comes at ten
o'clock, Even the decorative adver-
tisements on the wall flutter in a gigh
of relief, Just so did I sigh, and my
night when noisy surprigse bubbled in
this unburdening sigh! The sound of
it had barely floated away in the dark
pariner with me. How short-lived was
its stead, There, on the corner, with
hands thrust in pockets and smiling
serenely, was either my partner's
friend gr mine. Thus far, we had been
unable tg discover which of us he was
courting, so divided had his attentions
heen,  And, further, these same atten-
tions, as drama has i, were “"unwel-
comed” by us. Of course, he was no
ordinary corner loafer. Not at all. He
was very niee—very nice looking, very
nice family, and very nlce clothes.
But imstead of reviewing for us our
respective beauties, he insisted upon
expounding at us—most certainly not |
to us—the various good points, and

these points seeming to be without |
number, about himself, the places he ||

had seen, and then about himself
again. Now, you know yourself, that
cne may be ever so niee, but as soon
as he forgets to remember that there
is someone else in the crowd, his
nicety becomes a bore.

“Oh, hellp,” I sald.
“hello.)

“Wera you looking for some one?"”
asked the partner,

“Yes., You know, 1 thought I'd like
to finish telling you girls about the
time I rode that wild horse out in—"

“Sure—very interesting. Don’t
start it again. We've got to get some-
thing gt the drug store, don’t we, Sue?
Tell us next weak."

This dddn't even make a dent.
would have blown any one else over.

‘Y30 ahead,” he smiled. “I'll wait for
you.”

Oh, Inek, would that youn weren't a
lady! Into the store we went. We
hadn't a single thing to buy, so we
lookeq at all the perfume labels and
smelleg all the powder and got the
tips of our noses white, In the back
of the atore, reclining against the
piano at a lazy angle, was the daugh-
ter of the owner of the store. We
pounced upon her and unloaded our
troubles, She straightened and con-
templated the tip of her finger.

“You can use the back steps and
slip out the alley.”

To get to the hack steps, we had
first to go up the steps behind the
piano without being seen hy our friend
waiting for us at the door, T decided
to disappear first. 1 walked slowly
aronngd and made a qguick leap for the
dark shadow behind the plano. A
second later my partner Joined me.
Sueh whisperings and laughter! Cer-
tainly we had left our simple friend
high and dry, alone with his wild
horse put in somewhere, In the man-
ner of voung and foolish maidens, we
claspeq each other about the middle
and gave way to a peculiar noise,
half laugh, half ery, that terminated
in a sort of puff. Did we fool him?
One more siege of giggles, and we
proceeded to ooze out the back door.
We stepped into the soft night and

(One must say

It

ITALIAN NOON

By Burnette Billman

We had left Naples aud her smould-
ering guardian, Mount Vesuvius, be-
hind us, and were traveling north on
the Strada toward Rome. By noon the
choking dust and blistering hot sun
forced us to stop in a typical Italian
village. After a bite to eat, which we
were too warm to enjoy, everydne
seemed suddenly to disappear for the
customary siesta, Not yet being used
to sleeping at this hour, I walked out
with a lazy curiosity to poke about un-
molested in the village, I stepped out
into a narrow, stone-paved street that
was completely deserted except for a
fat, oily native who dozed in a door-
way. The only discernible movement
was that of his heavy, black mustache,
ag he breathed laboriously. A few
huge loaves of black bread hung limply
above him, and around him lay baskets
of warm fruit and wilted vegetables
that even the flies were too lazy to in-
vestigate., I began to realize just why
the streets were so utterly deserted at
this hour. The rough stones bheneath
me vied with the sun in pouring forth
heat. A nauseating odor of garlic and
spaghetti from the noon meal still
lingered about the bhuildings. The nasty
rubbish in the street made me walk
gingerly, Listlessly | gazed now and
then into the shops at brilliant beads
and Eknickknacks, all coated with a
fing dust, Filth, suffocating filth—and
heat, a penetrating, grinning heat
everywhere! 1 was dripping with per.
spiration that each step aggravated.
had a sudden insatiable desire to
be back in the hotel—any place away
from this street, the picturesqueness
of which T was too thoroughly uncom-
fortable to enjoy. After a seemingly
endless ten minutes, I came to our
hotel, and rather weakly, I contess,
stumbled into the door, My throb-
bing head and parched throat begged
for water which I had been warned
not to drink, So I sucked a lemon
and stretched out in a chair, In a
semi-doze I fanned myself for the
next two intolerable hours.

A MIDNIGHT SWiIM

By Margaret Carter

The blue night was peaceful as we
crept gilently out of the tent-house, be-
ing cautious not to tread upon creaky
boards and disturb the slumbers of
the other campers.

Satfely outside weo followed the dimly
outlined path winding through the pine
trees toward the cliff. The air was
heavy with the odor of balsam and
pine, and as we hurried along, the moon
shed its rays In light splotches through
the branches above. Evervthing was
intensely still; even the fitful night
breeze had died down and our footfalls
were deadened by the carpet of soft,
springy pine needles. At the edge of
the ¢liff the path took a sudden swoop
downward. It was strewn with sand
and jagged pieces of rock that made a
Aull gritting sound as we half slid, half
tumbled down to the level of the beach,
Asg we stood there looking out over the
ruffled expanse of the lake, rippling
waveletg crept up along the sand, just
touching our bare toes and receding
1gain, Without wasting more time, we
slid between the silver-fringed jet
waves gending a fine spray flying about
us. We dived and splashed and played
to our hearts' content, experiencing the
joy of being entirely free in the water
vith only the man in the moon for the
spectator.

smiling friend, waiting for us in the
alley,

“Oh, hello,” I sald, (One must say

furning, came face to face with ouv

“hello.”)

DREAM TAVERN

By Lillian Nicher

There is a low-roofed cabin
Below a high hill's crest,
Where every night I wander,
And there I dream and rest.

There’'s one big heavy log aglow
Within a e¢rimson fire,

I sit and watch the pale blue smoke,
As it goes higher—higher.

The log is of the dream-wood tree,
And that is why, my friend,

1 love to wateh the pale blue smoke
And gee my dreams ascend,

Perhaps you wouldn't like to burn
These dream-wood logs,........ but I
Think it is a lovely way

For all my dreams to die.

ROBERT

By Charlotte Bangs

We saw Robert in Sunday School
every Sabbath, bulging over the little
red chaiy in which he invariably sat.
His pasty, hameshaped face settled
between his drab halr and dirty collar
like a great bowl of yeast-bloated
bread dough. He rested spinelessly
in hiz place, his shapeless coat flap-
ping open to show the record of nine
yvears' steady atlendance al the Sun-
day School written across hisg ragged
vest in tawdry brass and silver medals.
His thick legs, encased in white eot-
ton stockings always streaked with
dirt and grease, twined themselves
about the legs of his chair, and his
clumsy feet shifted incessantly, serap-
ing heavy-nailed boots acrosg the
wooden floor. He had one accomplish-
ment—he could recite whole chapters
from the Bible. Leaning back, his pink-
ish eyes half shut, and his puffy, shape-
legs mouth stuttering glibly over the
passgages, he would repeat verse after
verse, while the rest of us pinched
each pther and popped our gum.

OLD BALE GURNER

By Wilma Jane Stephens

I never saw old Bale Gurner bhut
what I thought of some fat, rambling
house with the whitewash wearing off.

' He breathed that same odor of decay,

stifling uninhabited rooms, and cob-
webed walls. His saggy coat was heavy
with the thick fumes of cheap tobacco.
wirner always had a dingy two-gallon
cowboy hat perched on the top of his
stuined grey hair, and his face floated
Leneath it ke a huge milk-white bal-
loon, puckering as the alr went out.
His eyes cried continuously, and the
swollen tears rolled down the deep cre-
vices at the side of his nose. Under-
neath the flaps of flesh that had once
been a chin the narrow collar slowly
wilted and became yellow and spotted.
There was a shoe-string tie in front,
but the chin almost hid it. A gold
watch chain with heavy links stretched
painfully across the old man's central
rotundity. I often pitied that poor
chain when T saw him eat. Gurner's
legs looked very unflt for their task of
upholding such a bloated body, When
the wind blew, their outline wag flimsy
and shaky under the thin grey trous-
ers, but two huge blocks of feet held
them fast.

When old Bale talked his body shook
and the deep roar of thunder mumbled
up from hollow caverns in his throat.
His words grumbled and growled and
rolled into one another until they be-
came just one thudding roar. The
watery blue veins on his face puffed
and swelled into little canals., To see
Gurner grow angry was to see steam-
ing, erupting Vesuviug at its worst.

Read the Linden Bark.

IN THE TAXI

By Mary Cowan

When my exams were over Thursday
morning at five minutes past ten, I
was ready to celebrate by spending
the week-end in the city. As the street
car leaves for Wellston at ten-fifteen,
I rushed over to Irwin (I would have
to live in the bullding which is farthest
from Roemer) and called a taxi. I can
never explain how the driver managed
to get his eab out in [ront so soon, un-
less it is one of those magic machines
which have the ability to sprout wings
and fly. Anyhow, before I had scram-
bled up the stairs, two, and occasional-
ly ‘three, at a time, he was outside,
honking an asthmatic horn. I grabbed
my hat, gloves, purse, and hat-box. I
told my roommate goodbye and was on
my way out of the door when I réemem-
bered the tonic which “Nursie” had
given me. [ snatched it off the shelf,
put the large hottle in a pocket which
was at least two sizes too small to
hold it, and went on down to the wait-
ing taxi.

T told the driver I was in a hurry,
and he took me at my word. We
vounded a corner on two wheels and
then went tearing down Jefferson ave-
nue, After a falr amount of jostling
and bouncing, we reached the station,
only to find that the street car was
leaving., But the driver, refusing to be
daunted by a mere trolley, parked his
c¢ab on the tracks which the conductor
had planned to use for his car, My
driver jumped out, grabbed my bag

and me, and literally shoved us on the

street car. Then, hero of the hour, he
smiled, patted himself on the back for
his gallant deed, got back into his cab
and drove away.

After T had settled myself comfort-
ably 1 reached into my pocket for the
bottle of tonil. But, untfortunately for
my raw-edged nerves, the bottle was
still jostling and bouncing about in the
taxi.

A WHITE SAIL

By Marjorie Danforth

The long pier stretched sleepily out
over the green-blue water like a great
segmented worm sunning itself and
supporting several small figures on
its flay back: brown girls clad scanti-
ly bug comfortably in brightly-hued
hathing suits. The sun-bronzed bhody
of the one on the far end of the pier
was dangerously near to joining the
fish head first. The startling scarlet
of her tight sult stobd out against a
background of sky-blue, watery blue-
green and foam lace. She reclined
half on and half off the hard, gray
boards, idly dangling the tips of her
polished nails in the clear liquid, She
watcheqd intently the movements of
the glistening sun-fish which were
like silver discs ecatching the sun’'s
rays and reflecting them. Her hang-
ing head permitted the ends of her
goft, brown hair to barely touch the
water and form a network of shadow.
Eventually she looked up and saw the
sky patched with a tiny triangle of
white. Pulling herself up on her slim
legs, she gazed with interest at the
hoat. Lazily it advanced, its small
qailg filling with the soft breeze, Sud-
denly the girl stood erect, her feet
far apart, her head up and eyes bright,
her lips parted in a brilliantly-fram-
ed grin, She motioned to her com-
rades, signalled the boat, and with a
wild yell, dived into the cool, deep
lake. The others followed; and like
young Indians, they sounded their
war-whoop before wedging themselves
into the blue. Strong young arms cut
‘he water; in the distance a group of
bright dots swarmed over the sides

of a jolly little sail-boat.
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A SKETCH OF THE
MERMAID TAVERN

By Doris Wright Bomford

Jacques Morlot was a most ambit-
ious Frenchman. He had not more
than a score of years to his admir-
able existence, yet he stood straight-
ly and courageously in his fight to
gain an education, For he had a
poet's vision influenced by the ideal-
istic reign of Her Majesty, Elizabeth.
His presence in Londen all started
in his rebellion against the wishes of
his father, a middle-class merchant of
Havre, that he take a place in the
sturdy, water-front shop, Jacques
patiently gathered together enough
francs to transport himself across the
channel to hig much-dreamed-of “ecity
of clouds”. His good mother made
wossible his meager living while he
attended school. She sent a letter
to an old music-master, who was a
triend of her father's, and Jacques
procured a tiny room and tended the
dusty little violin shop during his
spare time. He grasped eagerly at
knowledge and dreamed great dreams
of laying a writer's fame at the feet
of hig dear, English mother,

He was a gquiet chap with far-sesing,
dark eyes which seldom roused them-
selves to a higher degree of liveliness
than an intense, piercing gaze, His
strong, symmetric body seemed only
to contradict his reserved manner,
Although he was not disliked among
hig fellow-clagsmen, he seemed to
~alke np attempt to cultivate their
companionship and would have re-
mained always in his own company
had not Ben Arden sought him out in
conversation, Ben was a fine lad from
a very good family of London, and a
lasting and close friendship formed
between the two boys. They discussed
books, ideas, and lessons, Finally Ben
succeeded in persuading Jacques fo
accompany him fo student meetings
and even for a few social functions
in private homes., Jacgues, however,
muech  preferred private chats with
his friend across some old, nicked,
oaken table,

One damp, drizzly night the two,
after long studying in the narrow
sparsely-furnished room of the music-
master's dwelling, set out to find a
bite to eat and to idle away the dull-
ness caused from studying., Ben, al-
ways the jolly fellow, suddenly halt-
ed in the dripping rain and made a
deep bow to his comrade,

“My friend, I beg your most
humbleg pardon. Through fault of
mine you have never been to our Mer-
maid Tavern. Come, let us go! Who
knows, something of interest might
happen even on this drear night.”

He seemed quite excited by his
new ideg and the two, buttoning their
cloaks against the murky air, hasten-
ed through the streets, A few soaked
carriages rumbled and splashed along
and the lamps sent forth sickly, yel
lowish gleams. Soon they turned in-

the narrow streets of Cheapside
where there were only a few, hurry-
ing pedestrians. Buildings loomed
darkly on each side and only an oc-
casional lamp sent a eircle of polish
to the slick, dark cobble-stones. At
last Ben guided his friend toward a
massive edifice where another green-
ish-yellow lamp illuminated a huge,
stone gtep and a weathered sign read-
ing, “Ye Mermaid Tavern.” It loomed
darkly and not the least bit friendly
with its overhanging eaves and crazy
beams, Omne could but faintly discern
that it was stained a dark green.

Pushing open the creaking door,
they entered a short expanse of heavy
darkness, then suddenly emerged in-
to a large room. To one side was a
bar with several leather-jerkined pot-

boys running hither and thither at-
tending the tables,

Ben chose a small table covered
with a gleaming white cloth. When
they were geated, Jacques noticed
that their position commanded a good
view of the whole room. To the left,
a wide oak stair-way led above to the
chambers, To the right, one end of
the room was formed by parlors shut
off by wide, richly-carved doors. A
blue haze of smoke hung in the atmos-
phere and savory odors of food came
from the kitchen and from meat
roasting before a huge fire-place,

The youths ate ravenously of pip-
ing hot potatoes, cold meat, and
dark bread, washed down with hearty
pulls of frothy ale. Having satisfied
their hunger they idly discussed in-
zidenty of note and puffed smoke at
he flickering tapers in their silver
candle-sticks,

Jacques seemed greatly interested
in inspeeting the many types of
guests about them. In reply to his
friend's question, “Well, fellow, how
do you weigh it?" he answered:

“lI know not whether it be hand-
some or just excellent, Excellent, I
think, with a cup for all and all for a
cup.”

Botp laughed heartily at thig rare
display of wit and once more fell to
musing upon their surroundings.

A group made up of merchants,
politicians, and townsmen sat with
feet propped up on the hearth-rail,
beer-mmgs in one hand and long Win-
chester pipes resting upon their gen-
erous waist-coats. The dancing fire
reflected on their red and shiny faces.
Some were sleepy and lumpish, while
others bargained, told some long,
monotonousg tale, or aired their dry
wit.

At a near table a sea-captain gorg-
ed great quantities of food and pound-
ed repeatedly on the table for more
Canary and Muscadine., Between
mouthfulls he glared at a group of
auarreling sailors sitting not far
away,

A plump woman nodded and snored
as she sat before the fire. A little
boy slent with his thin legs sprawled
over a hench. -

From one of the carved doors was
heard, now and then, loud, rollicking
spasmg of male laughter and song.
Once the door opened and a flushed
voung man shouted lustily for the
pot-hoy, who scurried in answer with
the usnal.

“Anon, anon, Sir!”

“In there.” said Ben, “is the liveli-
est party of gentlemen in all London,
Raleigh, that silken-tongued rogue,
founded a club and now most of the
voung ‘writers belong. What a ripp-
ing gond fellowship.”

“Whe are some of the members?”’

“Oh, well, there's Fletcher, Greene,
Beaumont, Kit Marlowe and then Ben
Johnson and Thomas Dekkar, I be-
lieve, That hlockhead, Will Shakes-
peare, gseems to stand up admirably
under such a hilarious life.”

The youths still were lingering
when the hig door burst open and a
troop of very distinguished-looking
voung men filed out, All were in the
highest of spirits and some had a
very precarious foot-hold on the pol-
igshed brick floor,

Ben pudged his companion,

“The first one nearest us iz the Barl
of IEssex. Hisg armecompanion is
Shakespeare.” ;

The gentlemen seemed to he in
quite g happy state, They were sing-
ing loudly and very harmoniously:

“Seven wize men on an old black

settle

Seven wise men of the Mermaid
Inn,

Ringing MDlades of the one right
metal,

BLUES SINGER

By Frances Datesman

Plaintively wails
This modern muse,

The radio singer
Sobbing

Her

Blues.

THIS WILD NIGHT-LIFE

By Margaret Dodd

It was a silver summer mid-night—-
a metallic moon hung by black
hranches exactly between twin pop-
lars, and its light disturbed a sleepy
bird, A thousand miles acrosg a low
hill twpo crickets sang—a bulldirog
croaked once from his pond in the
pasture—a locust swizzed his melody
off intp the air—the poplar leaves
brushed ever so slightly against each
other like so many pieces of tinfoil
rustled by a breeze.

From the frog pond a stagnance
aame, and mingled with the tree-
smells and the sweetness of white
roses—and together they made a
moon-0odor, which can only be smelled
on such a night as this,

Everything was soft and distinct.
The breeze that ruffled the gray-white
grass was the ghost of an old South-
ern gentleman strayved too far north.
[ felt a chill glow from the top-sided
noon, A black cat slept in uncon-
seiong silhouette on the rvoof of our
garage,

WASH DAY
By Marjorie Bailey

I stand above the lavatory, and the
running water makes a forced, shush-
ing sound as it flowsg from the silver
faucet, The lavatory is clean and
white, but the hose that hit the water
with a splash will seon mark it with
dirty, gray streaks, The water oozes
up between the silk threads. As I
rub the hose together,the goapy water
awirls into bubbles and sucks the hose
into rounded balloons. Floating on top
the cake of soap slowly diminishes in
width, length, and thickness, It is
slippery, and continually slides from
my fingers and falls with a hollow
rattle to the floor, I have the sensa-
tion that my fingers are withering up
into nothing; they are wrinkled and
sponge-like. The  water spatters
against the howl, It was once warm
and made the suds cling to my fingers.
The cake of spap is now an iceberg
and is gathering the smaller icebergs
around it as the bubbles slide one by
one from my fingers, The soapy ice-
berg iz quickly chilling the sordid
waters, The lavatory is no longer
white and black and dingy with rings
of layered dirt. As the water trickles
down the drain, I hear a croaking as
it a frog were in the pipe. My nose
ig filled with the strong odor of lye,
which pervades the whole room, and
the air is damp.

What is the best that a blade can
win?

Bread and cheese, and a few small
kigses?

Ha! Ha! Ha! Would you take them,
You?

—Ay, if Dame Venus would add to
her blisges

A roaring fire and a friend or two!"

When they lhad hoistrously depart-
ed from the tavern, Jacques spoke
slowly and with serious deliberation.

“Someday, my dear friend, I am
going tp write about the seven wise
men of the Mermaid Tavern. I shall
call it ‘Moths at Tavern Tapers.'

POST MORTEM

By Pearl Hartt

There 1 lay
Stretched out—
Stiff, white,
Hollow-eyed—

In my coffin,

The too-heavy odor
Of flowers
Oppressed me.
There were not,

I admit,

Ag many

As 1 expected,
People were grouped
Around,

Some crying;

But many

Whom I in life
Had called my friends
Were not there.
Life and death
Are like that,

I guess.

GASOLINE ALLEY

By Catherine Marsh

iasoline Alley has personalty. There
are places, you know, that have per-
sonality—iust as people do. Oddly
enough, Gasoline Alley is sweet and
clean, bordered with gardens and
friendly houses and penetrated with
the still pungence of pine trees. A
place you would say, to take a stroll.

To begin with, at the fork of the
Man-trap Road, there is tall Norway
pine; to the one gide runs a highway,
wide ang handsomely graveled; to the
other gide wanderg my road, two little
threads of sand eternally forbidden
‘0o merge by the stubborn blue grass
in hetween them. All the houses are
on one side so that they may peep
through the pine trees at the lake, and
the road is like a projective arm
thrown around thewm, curving with the
curve pf the shore,

My, Brodersen’s house comes first.
With its varnighed log sides and low
roof, it seems as fat and comfortable
ag Mr. Brodersen himselt. The walls
around it are built of rock, laid in a
neat, cellular patern in the gray ce-
ment, just high enough for a season's
growth of wild cucumber vine, and
just low enough for one to look over
into Mrs, Tamm's yard. Or rather, in-
to Mrs, Tamm’s flowers, since they are
all vou can see, They smother her
garage and ice house, they obscure the
back door, they pour lavishly through
the fences to encroach upon the road.
A few petunias and zinnias have even
trickled through the gate into the next
yard, as if they were afraid of not
heing seen among the loftier cosmos
nd hollyhocks, There they bloom in
straight orderly rows, a quaint bur-
lesqua upon the straight, orderly life
of the McKee family, Not exactly in-
hosipitable, the MsKees, but just a lit-
tle aloof behind their wire fences, a
little afraid, perhaps, of the mad
beauty o £ Mrs. Tamm's flowers.

In the next house lives William
Henry, g retired memher of the Cana-
dian Royal Mounted. His buildings are
painted a proper Tory red, but, like
veterans, they sprawl leisurely all over
the grounds. In the grape arbor a
white collie eternally licks his chops
over g naked bone. The next few
houses are rental cabins, impersonal as
city people and twice as hard fo get
acquainted with, The road doesn’t love
such indefiniteness, It turns sharply
and rung up a stumpy hill, quirking
back pnce at the top to see itself, to
regret for the thousandth time that it
wasn’'t named Primrose Lane. Al
though, to be quite candid with you,
there are no primroses.

Read the Linden Bark.
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Among the Books

—

Kentucky Ploneer Life and a
‘Woman's Part

By B R.

The  Great Meadow, written by
Elitabeth Madox Roberts, jg a Liter-
ary Guild book presented by Dr. Roe-
mbr o the college Library, It is an
interesting story abont the early pio-
newrs op Kentueky, and the authoy
draws heautiiul, althowgh many times
vather sordid, pictures of the early
Kentueky country.

The plot i8 woven around a voung
and capable girl Diony Hall, who
ledaves her hame to marey o young
vi_'nm_‘.(-n‘, Berk Jarvin, and to make the
long journey (o Kentueky (o ninke a
home for him. They settle in a fort,
and the author presents vivid and real-
Istic chavactorg in the men and women
who Hyve in the setflement with the
voung Jarvig'.  After they have made
thoir home, Bork snddenly leaves i
ony and thEr yonng son, to go out and
avenge the dedth of his mother, who
was Kiled in an Indian eaid, He fails
fo return, and finally the roporlt comes
to the seftlement that he hamx besn
kifled by the Indlans. Diony, after
goveral yvears, marries again and has
anothep child. She lives happily, and
althongn she il grieves over the
death pr Berk, she rveally loves her
gecond  huegband, Then, ‘¢one dav,
Herk comes back, with many stories
of hig fights with the Indians,  Diony
hog o decide which of the two, Berk
or her second husbund, she wishes to
continue her life with, and she final-
Iy chooses Berk., The story ends with
Diouy and Berk stlarting 1ite over
again, together,

The real Meadow ig a vnovel well
worth reading and it presents & vivid
pletura of Hie ‘in early Kentueky.

Lindenwod Observes Lent
Variety of Penances

Lindenwood is opserving Lent, this
yvear, in the proverbial spivit ol sell
denial, and penitence.  Although the
zivls do- not have the tenmprition of
too many dances and movies, while
lere at school, vet they have decided
in the majority of cases that there
are things that should be ghven up.

Upon  inguiring of the many stu-
dents  drifting about ecampus, it is
evideny that candy and sweels is one
of the forbidden indulgences, some of
e ghls arve alloting themselves a
nitkel g day for tea room expenses,
dnd others are golng withoul, entire
ly. The oceasional girl wilth an ex:
cogs amount of will power is denying
ing herself the weekly pleasure jaunts
into St, Louig, Incldentally saving the
nu:nimy glie would thus spend to ap-
ply on her Spring yardrobe.

Al of the “M" students of Tlast
gemester have made an inter resolu-
tion to spend morve time In the
library, and less time in Mever's drug
dlore. At this rate. there had ought
to be a pick-up of grades thls next
six weeks.

In addition to these penances, some
o fthe, more clover prankers about
campug have glfen up favorite past-
fimes, Sue Taylor has stopped biting
hér fingernailg, Abe Olsen is having
a hard time sticking to her resolve
to stop eating potatoes; Lucille Grif-
fin Ig (rying her friends hy being the
perfect ‘Pollvanna’, on  gripes, uo
frowns, nothing hot smiles and sunny
gongs: Klizabelth Clark has added
eating watermelon, to her ‘Do not in-
dulge’ list (we wonder where the
temptation comes in!)

Basket-Ball On
Wednesday, March 4

The geniors made the first score on
the free throw which Clement made
zood, Clement made good on another
tfee throw, but the lead was wiped
out by Reith’s goal: the first of the
game,  Reith shot the next basket to
il the Frosh ahead 42, and then the
“rogh got going so that the score at
Hie halp was 84 In their favor,

The Seniors scored but once in the

dropping them in (rom all angles, The
clover playving of the Freshman cent-
org was, inqa large sense, rosponsible
for the success of the Presliman,

The final score was 23-6, favor of the
#rosh,

Por the Senfors, Clement, Schaper
and Weber plaved forward, Blair, Da:
¢1s. and Roble center, and Clark, Cobb,
ind Foree guards,

For the Frosh., Reith. Horn, and
Chappell playeq forward,  Holtgrewe,
Hull, Vernen, and Morgan were the
cemtera, and Weleh, John, and Ballard
wors the guards,

Sweetness, Not Severity

L. C. Girls Thinking of New
Spring Coats

Muareh 21 Is the calendar date set
fEide popr the greival of Spring, bat she
sERmME to have pul in an early appear:
ance at Lindenwood, The most striks
ing evidéence of the early arrival of
Madamaiselle Printemps jg the array
L wpring conts sven on campus, both
during the week and at Sutday even-
g vespers,

Marian Graham, Marvie Schmutzier,
and Louise Goulding are wearing new
eamils’ halr swagger modols: “Hank”
Mulnix las a new aport ensemble with
a wonly topooat Bheila Willls lias one
nf the modish Redingote costumes bul
I3 managing to keup it under cover;
“Jehnnie” Johnson wag geen sporting
arcund on thivd floor Irwin in a smart
wroy eoat of plaln-eolored wool decor-
ated in the matter of collay, so far she
hasn'l appeired oo campus wearing
it, merely waiting for a lintle warmer
wontlier.

Spring costumes, in genernl, are a
“hriglitey daye ahead” slgnal., The
new (weeds are very light weight and
are developed along plain lines. The
aite color woels ol sinededike finlshed
are alsg enl along simple lines, but
re finished with attractive decoration
gy the collar and cuff detail. The fact
thnl many of the spring coalk are col-
larlegs makes the fur searf an import-
Mt RCCessory.

Awoan afterthonght, it might be men-
ifoned that sweelness and not severity
[s keynote to smartness this season.

Poor Little Mr. March

My, Marcl, third ehild of Mr. and
Mrs Year-1931, way officially welcomed
to Lindenwood Sunday, March 1, Mr
March, who's & dear little lamb when
one really knows him, was becomingly
attired in a Hon's &kin mueh too large
for him, and with a rough volce equal-

s ill guited to him.

In a personal interview granted to a
BARK reporter. Mr. March disclosed
1 most charming personality which
showg promise of growing warmer as
aequaintanceship developes. Mr. March
aaid that he truly wasn't as bad as he's
painted. The fact is, that he only has
ta live up to hig reputation as a
nanghty boy: one can't disappoint

ane's publie, you know.
Meanwhile. Mr. March is having a bit
of fun with these long skirts, is help-
ing the bhoys enjoy themselves by kite-
flying, and sings us to sleep with his

wind song,

socond half, while the Freshman were.

Junior Dance

The tormal dinner danee, given by
the Junior class, on Friday evening,
Murel 6, was a big guecess. The party
glarted at 6:30, with an elaborate din-
ner in the dining-room. at which time
Dr. Roemer introduced, as ‘speeial
puesis of the evening, Dr. Bose and Dr,
Dewey, both of the University of lowa.
The singing of several Lindenwood
Bongs was anothor feature, at dinnner.

The decorations were in the popular

planes, the emblem ol the Junior class,
flew around caeh of the Hghts, and
fourteen hlack asroplanes, of all types,
ranging from monoplanes, seaplanes,
und biplanes, to pargehutes flow, in
avery direction, ever mountaing and
valleys, against the white background
of the gymuasiom walls, A Black aero-
plane was ountlined on the white or-
chiestra pit, a huge aeroplane was out-
Hned in white, on the black eortatn, st
the far end ol the gym, and at the
front, there was a large dirigible, the
J. C.—32 rvelueling a small plane. The
black and white was also carried outl
In the dining room, whére small aero-
Planos made alivactive nut-cups,

The entertainment of ihe evening
consisteq of an original playviet, by
Margarer Jean Wilheit, Two pilofs,
Katherine Davidson -amd Wlizabeth
Premel, ‘whose plang had been wreck-
ad,, found themselves at Batoen. Al
Ler discussing thelr misfortunes, they
tectded (that wellbuilt aeroplanes were
ust like a squadron of beagtiful but:
forfiies, At that moment, Madeline
Jolingon, in butterlly costume, appear-
o, and did a lovely butterfly dance.

‘harvlotte Lehrack, as a brown moih,
followed, with a shorter dance. The
avintors decided that poorly congtritet-
ol planes were much Hie the moti,
whon comparod with the butterfly.
Next, Jane Baboock appeared as lear-
us. with the wax wings and weleomed
the aviators to Safurn. She introduced
the new and hetter type of planes, the
monoplanes.  Bleanor Eldredge, Rose
Kelle, Miriam Runnenberger, and Mar-
rie Tayior, in white knlckers, with
‘hetr black helmots, goggles, and pro.
wllers, did a (np dance. The aviators
decided they wonldn't mind Saturn al-
ter all, This concluded the program.
The favors were small men with hel-
mels, in kesping with the Junior aero-
nliane pavty,

Kleaner Klilredge, Jane Babeoek, Ma-
deline Johnson, Virginia Green. Lois
MeKeehan, Mary Norman Rinehart,
and Jane Tomlinsen, were the special
“ommittee, In charge of (the dee-

vatlons, and Miss Gordon, sponsor of
the elass, diercted the entertainment,

Lindenwood’s formals as usnal wero
beautifyl and the predominating colors
seeme to be black and white, although
there were some lovely pastel shades
and dyesses of figured crepe and sillk
which are now so popular.

Mrs, Roemer wore a flowered chiffon
with a main fowered background of
solt pastel shades. Lace was used as
a trimming and a lace yoke formed 2
hecoming neckdine. Mrs. Roemer's
jewelry was a rope of pearls,

Dean Gipson wore a satin evening
dress of salmon eolor made with a full
slelrt,

Misg CGordon, Junior class sponsor
vas attired in a lght Dblue taffeta
trimmed with a hoge bow at the back
of the waist and with a smoekinglike
trimming along the hem line. Lois
“Shing"” McKeehan wore a hlack crepe
dress  trimgned with flowers of the
spme material in a line half-way down
‘he baek. The dress was tight at the
watlst, fitted around the hips and with

4 full gkirt Tine, Shing's slippers were

Wack and white, Four black aero-

ON THE CAMPUS

“Peep” Hartt and “Squirrel” French
woearing new white felt hats—"dowa
over the right cve, back over the left
ear’—Junior acroplates on the wing—
lane Babecoek and Rulh Gibbs on
campug  for a  weelk-entl———Tielen
Duncan  back for the Friday night
tormal HSMaoe” suffering from a
siointed thumb Dol Dinning
and Mary Liz Miller catching up on
gleep———Canada" at a formal,

black erepe and she had costume jew-
alfy of a cirelet of brilliant and ear-
rings, Tleanor Bldredege looked her
best in a black chiffon with a skirt
trimmed in ruffles.  Madelne Johnson
wage algp wearing hlaclk in tafleta, with
i hem-ine of net. Rhinestone shoulder
straps and erystal drops were stunning
andd  glittéring necessorfes to Mad-
ellne's type nnd dark haly.  Vieginia
Groen had an attractive lormal ~ef
ghell-pink crepe (rimined with bhow on
the skirt and walat lined in 4 wine col-
0
Dorig Foree wore a dress of black
net with sleevoeless jacket oul very
ghort and outlined along the edges
with tiny pink flowers. The flowers
added an untsual note to this dress of
net and gave an embroldered effect.
Margarey Bell wag an attraotive Agure
of the evening In a pink crepe com-
bined with white lace. Her slippers

ore- of the same soft pink shade -of
crepe and slie wore white silk mitis, a
uramd of pink pearlg and enraings of
vhistered pink pearls.

“Bill" Davenport was dressed In
white satin. fitted tlight around the
walsl with a full skirt. Plowers of
white satin were worn on one shanlder
imd  were lned half-way down tha
baek. White erepe shoes and erystal
car-Arops comploted an attractive en-
semble,

Ann Ragsdale also wore white satin
trimmed in green flowers at (he back
of the waist-line. Camilla Tather had
ono & white erépe with a ruffled skirt,
The neck line was in the form of an
off the shonlder Wertha with narrow
shonlder straps.

Helen Weller wag in g flowerad silk
with g white background and red
flowers, Black gloves were worn with
vor dres.

WHO'S WHO?

The girl in question iz a sophomore,
One of her most attractive reatures is
her long, brown, naturally wayvy hair.
She plays the pipe-organ and the piano
henutifully—Dbut very tew people on the
campus are aware of these secomplish-
ments, One week last semester she,
with another very blonde sophomore,
arose at six o'clock every morning and
saw St Charles by the dawn in an ef-
fort to keep a youthful figure, She is
a French major and apparently very
well versed in the subject although her
surname is quita ohviously of Geérman
origin, Every noon she rushes across
town to teach third grade English in
the Lincoln School.” When she smiles
Ler eves wrinkle and when she doesn't
smilé she ig said (o be “Droopy.” The
answer to this i up to you.

EXPLANATION

By Frances Datesman

The waves of a storm=sky
Are pirate children,

All zeeking
A mischievous fireball.
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College Calendar
Tuesday, March 10—
b p. m—Music Students’ Recital,
Thursday, March 12—
11 a, m.—Dramatic Program by Mar-
jorie Moffett of New York City.
Friday, March 13—
8:30 p. m—Boris Koutzen, violinist.
Sunday, March 15—
6:30 p. m,—Vesper service by Dr.
Charles L. Chalfant of Pittsburg,
Penn,

Sidelights of Society

Miss Blackwell's sister, Mrs. John
M. Davis of Hopkinsgville, Ky., has heen
visiting her for the last few days.

All the Sophomores are looking for-
wird to the evening of the twenty-
first, Why, Ask any Sophomore and
she will tell you that the Sophomore
Prom is on that date, and that she has
been looking forward to it all year,
e going to be guite an occasion,

Dorothy Bolstad returned recently
from a ten-day stay at her home in
Joliet, 11linois.

Dorothy Hamacher spent the week-
end at her home in Richmond, Mo,

Tone Nichols spent the weekend in
&t, Louig with her mother, who came
from their home in Grand Island, Neb,,
to visit her,

Betty Sinclair went to Aurora, Mo,
where she lives, for the weekend.

The guests in Nicolls were numer-
ous last weekend, Mary Ann Haineg'
family came from Augusta, Kans., to
vigit her, Luecille Crist had a guest
from 11 Dorado, Kang, Sue Marhing's
sister, who was a Lindenwood girl her-
self; visited Sue,

Carita Bradley spent the week-end in
the city as guest of relatives.

Isabal Orr mel her parents in St
Louis Friday and spent two days with
them,

Thera were two vigitord In Trwin last
weelk-end, Noble Hawk was the guest
of Chariotte Bangs and Helen August-
inug yisited Anna Lounise Kelley Satur-
day and Sunday,

Lucills Tralles, Betsy Davis, and
Aun Armstrong spent the week-end
ut their home in Kirkwood.

Betty Rose spent the week-end with
her parents in St, Louis,

Helen Davenport and Pearl Hartt
apent the week-end in Columbia as
the guests of Marle Hartt,

Virginta Heck went to the elty for
the week-end. While there she attend-
e the Phi Delta Theta formal.

The picture of Marjorle Jean Mlk-
ins, a sophomore, appedred in the St.
Louis Post Dispatch Rologravure sec-
tion of the Sunday, March 1, edition.
Marjorie was a maid of honor at the
['nited Daughters of the Confederacy
Ball recently given at the Jefferson
Hotel in 8t. Louls, and is shown with
the group, in the frout row.

Virginia Green left Thursday alter-
noon to spend the week end at home
in Belton, Mo.

Marjorie Filking and Mary Frances
McKee were week end guests of
Evelyn Hoyt at the latter's home in
Trenton, I

Hleanor Berkley visited friends in
Kirkwood,

Frances Lehmpuhl left for home af-
fer the play Fridav; she returned Lo
school Tuesday wight.

Ruth Abildgaard spent the weekend
vigiting friends in Tepeka, Kansas,

Ruth steimke and Elsig Priep spent
the weekend at their respective homes
in St, Louis.

Sarp Stuck attended a Beta dance in
Fulton, Missouri, last weekend.

Dorothea Lange, Helen “Shaver” Da-
vis, Margaret Cobb, and Elgle Tucker
gpent the weekend visiting in the
homes of “Cobb” and “Lange™ in
Leavaenworth, Kansas,

Isabe]l Mayfield visited last weekend
in Columbia, Missouri.

Dorig -Force had as her guests over
the week-end, Miss Meredith Moulton
of Chicago, Miss Jenuie Ruth Gamble
of Dahlgren, [llinois, and Miss Loulse
Fitzgerald of Lincoln, Nebraska. Miss
framzle iz o great-niece of the Sibley's,
and & former Lindenwood student.

Frances Kayser spent the week-end
at her home in Greenyille, 1llinois.

TFrances Blair and Helen Weber
spent the weel-end at Helen Weber's
home in Kirkwood.

Caroline Brewer had a guest from
Alexandria, Louisiana, for the week-
end,

Helen Reith went home to St. Louls
for the week-end,

Mary Alice Lange was a visitor for
the week-end of the comedy, with her
aister Dorothea Tange.

Laeile Chappel left for her home in
Bowling Green, Mo, Tuesday night.

WHEN
YOU ARE

BRASSIERE
BUYING—

You'll find it a pleasure
to select your favorite
style in your faverita
materials at your tavor-
ite price from the host
of charming modeis we

What People Lose

Bulletin Board Shows Great Variety

The most popular of all the bulletin
boards iy the one located right outside
the post office, known ag the Lost and
Foung Board. At almosl any time of
the doy, especially the ten minules be-
tween glasses and the two or three
minntes before the post office opens,
one may find a8 group of girls atten-
tively roading the notices on it, What
fg the big attraction? Most of all it
I8 the spirit of curiosity that prompts
cach one to stop and hastily scan the
notices to see just what has been lost
or found, Then, there Ig always the
girl who is in hopes she will find a
notice of that five dollar book she has
to buy for sale at half price. At any
rate, the board is read by every person
at some time in the yvear.

The hoard has a variety of notiees
posted on it, 80 much 8o that the Dean
often hag to eall the girls’ atrention to
the fact that some of the notices have
been up for weeks and are surely no
zood now. One will ind notices of loss
of fraternity ping, fountain pens, pen-
¢ils: books, notebooks, post office keys,
and purges. Hach notice is decorated
in ordep to attract attention. Then
there are the “forsale” notices, Near-
ly evepry book in the school is adver-
tised for sale at some time on the Lost
and Found Board. Gym snits with their
respective sizes and conditions, ¢can be
found for sale at any time, Various
articles are lost and found during the
vear, bhui with the help of this board
many of them have been returned to
their rightful owners,

Learning How To Teach

A number of Lindenwood students
are practice teacherg dat various
sthoolg in St. Charleg, Thoss teach-

ling at the High School are Margaret

Bell, Tlizabeth Clark, Margaret Cobb,
Marjorie Florence, Dorothes Lange,
and Melba Schaper.

Ruth Talbott, Evelyn Wualker, and
[KHzabetl, Wheeler teach at the Ben-
ton {Grade School; and Helen Duppe
and Marjorie Wycoff teach =at the
l.ineoln Grade School.

Frances Pedler is a practice teacher
in the Physical Education department
Were at Lindenwood, and IHelen Weber
is one in the Biology department.

(Continited from page 1, Col. 4)

life, That becames the basic character-
istle of Christian Life and points to
the Lenten Service. There is nothing
peculiar to religion and religions ex-
pressions, We naturally surrender
purdelves to traditions and developa
them. The same ig true with patriot-
fsm, In educational institutions we
find a record of great deeds in past
history, Something there challenges
ns and we must surrender ourselves to
this ideal, to the institution and its
spirit. In surrending to the Christian
Religion we are making the greatest
me in that it has higher values. In
this surrender thersa is no loss, but
rather g gain. We are replacing the
wer with the higher. The way to
surrender ig through a genuing open-
minded opinion to that to which we
submit ourselves, There must be the
involuntary aet of surrender which
PPaul set forth to us on his way to Dum-

ascus"

Advertisements

ST. CHARLES
713 Clay St.

Shampoo and Marcel

Collegiate Marcel
MARCEL

Manicure Fo
Evebrow Arch

$

Permanent Waves_

Shampoo and Finger Wave oy

FINGER WAVE
SPECIAL FOR TWO MO

HELEN STEFFENER

BEAUTY SHOP
Phone 393

NTHS ONLY:
$4.00. $6.00, $8.00

She returned to school Wednesday,

Billy Wallace gpent the weekend in
3t, Louls with her punt and uncle,

Alice Virginia Shosmaker and I'ran-
e Henderson spent the wesk-end of
March 6 in St. Louis,

Dorothy Joslyn gpent Saturday and
Sunday of the week-end of February
27 at her home in Lebanon, Missouri.
She was accompanied by Marjory Dan-
torth.

~

Eight girls of Avres Hall had a sur-

have here for you.

Most are priced at

$1.00
Braufman’s

Main and Washington

prise dinner for Mildred Reed on Pri-
day night, February 27, in the tea
room, in honor of her 20th bifthday.

Frances FPuarks left Wednesday.
March 4, for her home in Clinton, Mis-
sourl, where she will spend the re-
mainder of the wesk,

Phoehe Sparks visited friends in St.

Louls the week-end of February 27.

STRAND THEATRE

“NO LIMITY
Alsg Comedy, Cartoon and News

Wednesday, March 11

NORMA TALMADGE i
“DU BARRY, WOMAN of PASSION”
With gonrad Nagel—William Faruum
Also Comedy and News

Thursday and Friday, March 12.13
JACK OQAKIE in
“THE GANG BUSTER"
Also REX LEASE in
“THE UTAH KID”

Saturday Matinee—2:30
2 Shows at Night—7 and 9 p. m.
Read Sshow Speclal—All In nat. colors
“VIENEESE NIGHTS"
With Vivienne Segal—Alexander Gray
Jean Hersholl—Louise Fazenda
pert Rench—Alice Day



