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LITTLE WILLIE SEES SHADOW l

Ancient Custom Observed by Blr. !
Groundhog, Jr.

Mr. and Mrs. Groundhog, and soun
Willie were peacefiully sleeping in
their underground home, when N,
Groundhog suddenly awakened and
looked about him in a dazed mauner;
then with smothered yawn he turned
over in his bed and closed his eves for
another nap. But he couldn’t seem Lo
sleep—"Must be that coffes 1 had be-
fore | went to sleep last rall.” Then,
with a start Mr. Groundhog sat up in
bed, a look of horror on his usually
bright and cheerful conntanence, It
couldn't he—Dbut what il It was! |

He groped about on (he table for his|
gpectacles and peered intently at the
calenday on the wall, His worst sus-
picion was confirmed! Tt was the 2nd
of February and he hadn’'t been up to
see if the sun was shining., And how
he dreaded to venture oul in the cold.
The very thing!—he’d just send that
voung scamp of a Willie—he was old
enough to accept some responsibility,
decideq Mr. Groundhog, as he reached
for hig yobe and slippers,

Willie, Willie,—No response, Wil
Li-e, still no response. Willlam! (in a
gtern tone of voice), “Aw-—what d'yva
want?" growled Willie. Papa Ground-
hog told his son, in very definite terms
just what he wanted done, qud how
|00,

Willie, realizing that his father real-
Iy meant business, climbed out of his
warm bed, dressed, and lelt the room
with the muttered comment that “he
didn't gee why he hagd to do all the
work avound the place,” He hurvied
up the tunnel and, reaching the open-
ing, peered about him. He was unuc-
customed to the light and for a tew
minutes sat on the edge of the tunnel
blinking his eves. Then he glanced
over hig shoulder, and sure enouglh.
there was his shadow.

Now Willie had heavd his fathier and
cvandralher tell so many times, how
they had seen their shadow on Ground- |
hog Day, that he was not at all rright.|
ened, He knew just what it meant,
that he conld go back o bed for an-
other sixy weeks, “What a break!" he
anid, and with a long sigh ol relliefi
turned amd ambled back down to bed. §

FRANCES JENNINGS HONORED

Frances Jennings as maid of
honor at the ball given by the United
Daughters of the Confederacy atb the
Jetlferson Hotel, attended g tea given
Monday afternoon, February 8, for the
mialdg of honovr at the PForest Park
Hotel, Mrs. Ann Cornwall, the matron
of honor, presented the lwenty maids |
of honoy to the members of the U, D

H

. Mrs. Brent Williams presided over | g

the tea-table.

Frances was one of the fe
honor not from St. Louis; s
Moburly. Mo. The ball cecu
Friday nisht.

| the

CAmericy and Burope.

'under the auspices of Alpha

L. C. LEAGUE HOSTESS
TO VISITORS

Elaborate plans for programs and
entertainment

the Lindenwood
League of Women Voters will be
liostesses the representatives ol
other Leagues from Missouri colleges.
Elaborate plans have been made for
entertaining of the represenia-

Next weel end,

to

| tives.

The guesis are expected to arrive
Friday evening, and will rYegister some-
Just alter dinner
a meeting will he held in Ayres par-
lor. Thig meeting will include, large-
v, sugzestions for local leagues with
exhibitions ol posters and methods of
publicity, This meeling will be fol-
lowed by the Valentine party in Builer

time bhefore (dinner,

gym.
The program plans for Saturday
morning include a series of demon-

stration programs illustrating the ways
the different leagues use in order to
link up various leagnes with national
activities. The visgitors will be guests
of the college tor lunch, In the alter-
noon a husiness meeting will be held,
when there will be election of othicers,
and the program commitiee will be ap-
pointegq for the coming year. At four
o'clock Saturday afternoon there will
be a water carnival for the entertain-
ent of the visiting girls, And at the
same time a sponsors’ meeting will be
held ap the tea room.

Saturday night the Lindenwood
league will entertain with a banquet
at the St. Charles hotel. Miss Ger-
trude Kly of Bryn Mawr, national
counselor ol new yvoters, will give the
prineipal address, “Carrying on after
College.r Miss Constance Rouach, ex-
ecutive secretary of the Alissouri
League of Women Voters, will tell of
the Missouri leagues as she sees them.
AMrs. Ralph Douglas, president of the
Missourj Leagues, will have charge of
a candle service in honor of Dr. Anna
Howard Shaw. A short skit will be
presenied by the representative ot
Washington 17, The evening will close

iwith an installation of officers for the
feonting year,

NOTED PIANIST TO PLAY
AT LINDENWOOD THURSDAY

Sponsored by Alpha _i\"iu Mu

Mr. John Thomas, head of the music

| department, announces the coming of

Qscar Ziegler, noted planist, Thursday
evening at 8 o'clock in Roemer Audi-
forinm,

M, Ziegler, head of the piano de-
parimeni of [thaca Conservatory,
haca, New York, is well-known in both
During the lfour
vears that he has been in this country
has built np an enviable reputation
ause ol his anusual ability.

Hisz gppearance here next Thursday
Mun Mu
looked forward to by not only the
students aud faculty, but also

by the entire student hody.

1t- |

“EVERY DOG HAS HIS
DAY!" KURT HAD FEB. 2
Kurt Celebrates Birthday on Ground-
Hog's Day

Do vou know whose birthday was
February 27 Many great celebrities
were born in February, and the one (o
whom I refer is certainly one among
them. e none other than Kurt
von Lindenholz (Kurt for Dr. Stum-

berg).,

is

| Kurt's Prince Komet
Vonkohelult, was nine times champion
in the Madison Square kennel show.
His father was born in the Palisade
kennels outside New York, His
Mother was an exceptional dog, both
of hep parents having been imporied,

grandsire,

of

IKuri lead an unusual life ag a pup,
once having been accused of murder,
and probably would have been
demned, had luek not heen on his
It so happened that a man living
the college had a number of pigs, One
moriing he found ten or twelve of
them dead, they had been murdered!
Kurt had been accused of the erime
Land was on trial, when one day the
same man went rushing into Dr. Roe-
mer's office and in no uncetain tone,
demanded damages for some pigs that
he insisted that Kurt had just finished
killing, Dr. loemer immediately
proved Kuart's innocence by merely
pointing to the dog, sleeping peace-
fully on the floor. The dog was In.
deed, very unfortunate in having a
“double’”, but the men went his way,
admitting that it was clearly a case of
mistaken identity.

Without a doubt, Kurt was boru with
a golden spoon in his mouth, because
no better fate could betall a dog than
that of belonging to Dr. Roemer. or
nine years he has lived the peacetul
lite of sedate, dignitied dog, always at
Dr. Roemer's heels,

Dr. Roemer has in his possession a
book containing essays fof children,
edited by 1. W. Rader of St. Louis. In
it is an essay about Kurt written by
| Margarete Boles, former student of
tils college, now Mrs. Fred Wood
Phiter, Jr. of Wheatland, Wyo,

CON.
side.
near

|FRENCH ADDICTS LUNCH
| IN TRUE ATMOSPHERE

Two. I'rench tables ave gondueted in
| the dining room by Miss Stone, head

of the Freunch department, and DMiss
Parker., of the English department.
Those at Miss Stone's table ave ad-

vanced students in French, and those
with Miss Parker are in the intermedi-
ate elisses,

French is spoken at luneh and not
at dinner,  From all one ean gather,
fhe tallkk consists chiefly of gquestions
and answers, It the girls want to eat,
they must ask for their food in French.
| Other than that, all that is heard is
Lepui, »
| The purpbose of the custom of con.
l{:im‘!iug informal French conversation
lis to make the girls familiar with con-
¥ i freely in the language.

DR. FAIRCHILD LECTURES

Talks to Faculty on Education

Dr. A, 8. Fairchild, of the English
department of DMissouri University,
was the speaker at the first faculty
meeting of the new semester in Sih:
ley parlors on Tuesday, Pelruary 4.
In addressing the Lindenwood faculty
D, Fairchild said that we arve living
in an age of humanism which empha-
sizes the individual's power to control
his environment. Although It is also
a decidedly materialistic age, it is not
necessarly a bad one and can be judg-
ed accurately only hy the test of time.

Our educational ideal, according to
D, Faivehild, should be qualitative
vather than gquanfitative, Iu the davs
of Irancis Bacon and other famousg
scholars it may have been easy enough
to take in all fields of knowledge; bhut
today, with the immense accumula-
tion of learning acquired through ages
ol study, it is impossible, This is in.
deed, the day of specialization; and
no man may be counted ignorant whe
has a thorough knowledge of one fisld.

Iw, Tairchild also gave flve re-
(uigites of a wellednecated woman,
I'rst, ghe must cultivate the power of
sustuined effort toward worthy ends,
To do thiz she must develop her will
and determine a proper seale of values
20 a8 to know which are the most
worthy ends. A second requirement ig
@ capacity for growth toward a not too
immediate goal. One must, therefors,
set her ideal higher than, for instance,
the acquiring of a fortune within five
vears. The power to think and to do
something well is also o necessity. Dr.
fafrehild stressed as his fourth poink
the importance of good manners, not
ol the artificially acquired kind, but
the good manners which are the re-
sult of g truly cultivated and refined
spirit.,  Lastly, Dr. Fairchild suggest-
ed as factors in good English the
elimination of abstract nouns in favor
of verbs and correct subordination of
the lesg important elements in a ‘sen:
tence.

For teachers Dr. Fairchild recom-
mentded motivation of work with these
ends in view and a tirm beliel in the
supreme  importance of (heir own
work, i

At the conclusion of the talk, re-
freshments were Sevred by Miss Stons
and Miss Craecraft the entertain
nment committeg. © The entire program
was in charge of Miss Parker, chaic-
man of the committee, Dr. Reuter and
My, Brent.

ol

BIG THRILL IN A FRESHMAN LIFE

Wouldn't it pe thrilling to gain recs
ognition in an international contest?
This ig the envious honor held by
Clyde Kirby, a frezshman from Tulsa,
Okla. She received word recently that
an essay, entitled, “Above All Nations
is Humanity,” which she wrote last
vear while a student in the Tulsa high
school, has received third prize in the
secondary school divigion of the
twentieth annual world essay contest,
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Linden Bark;
Do nob scorn
My age, nor think, ‘cause 1 appear Torlors,
I serve for no use; 'tis niy sharper breath
Does purge gross exhalations from the earth:
My frosts and snows do purity the air
From choking fogs, make the sky cledr and faiv;
And thongh by nature cold and chill [ bhe,
Yet | s wirm in bounteous charity.
Anonymous,

o

DON'T BLAME THE SAINTS

We stood hefore a shop window looking at the tempting display of clhoco-
fates in gay, red heart-shaped boxes, “Valenline's Day- February 14th' pro-
claimed little red sighs on the hoxes.

I turned to my friend, “Why do we celebrate Valentine's Dav?
know how it started?”

“Why, no-——"" She seemed startled to realize that she really did not
fuive any idea, “Let’s see, [su't it in honot of a Saint Valentine?”

1 received another blank stave. “Oh, | don't Tmow. Just bectuse——well,

g ie?" T asked. SWhy?!
arch me! [ never thought much about it.”

And neither, apparently, had any of the rest of us.
dozen girls before | finally gave up. The answer was inevitable.
honor of St, Valentine, | think, But I don’t know why.”

After browsing among certain enoimouny yvolunies in the library, we muan-
aged to collect the information (hat Valentine's Day while named tor St, Vi-
fentine, had at first no connection with the martyrs of the church, but was “a
lovers’ festival, perhaps a survival of an old festival, of a similar nature, in
the Roman Lupercalia.” After its adaptation by the church, it was observed
particularly in England, and also to a certain extent ou the Continent. Meén-
tlon of it is found asz early ag Chaucer. The custorm was to place the nidmes
of young men and women in a box, and draw them out in palrs on St. Valen-
tine’s Bve. Those whose names were drawn together had to exchange pre-
sents and be each other’s valentines throughout the ensuing year. Later only
the men made presents.

And so, it on St. Valentine's Day, vou do not veceive (e expected Valen-
wine trom the One-and-Only, do not give vent (o your wrath by deriding poor
old St. Valeutine, because he was just a harmless saint who in his Hietime had
ao thought for the celebration on Februavy 14th at all!

¢ B & ¥

Do you

T asked at least a
Tt fs in
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JUNIOR CLASS PROUD OF ITS RECORD

The Junior elass is prowdl ol the record which it has made in its three
wears of existence at Lindenwood College, for it numbers among its members
some of the most talented girvls in the school. Tis president, Helen Weber, he-
tongs, to Alpha Sigma Tau and Pi Gamma My, both honorvary fraternities, iz
vice-president of the Y. W, €. A. and assistant editor of the Linden Leaves,
She also heads both the college and state organizations ol the League of Wo-
men Yoters and in that capacity will act ag hostess at the state convention
wihich will be held here on February 14, 158, 16,

Allene Horton, secretary of the class, is also its oflelal planist and a mem-
her of Alpha Mu Mu. musgical (raternity. The treasurer, Dorothea Lange, is
noted for her ability to compose songs for hev class.

In the line of music Pauline Brown was recently honored by having her
musgic choseu as the prize college song of 192%: she is a member of Alpha Mu
M and a pledge to Beta Pl Theta.  Josephine Peck has brought honor to the
¢lags in the feld of literature with her Christmas story which won first place
in the contest two months ago. In athleticg also our Junior class excels, hav-
ing won championships in hockey and swimming last vear,

Among the outstanding stndents of this class are Lorraine Robie, who is
assistant business manager ol the Linden Leuaves and a member of Pi Gamna
Mo and humer editor ot the annual; Elizabeth Thomas, algo a member ol the
new social scelence (raternity; Lena Lewis, o member of Alpha Sigma Tau and
a pledge to Beta Pi Theta: and Margaret Cobb, who is on the staff of the Lin-
den Leaves:

Yes, the Juniors are justly proud of their accomplishments and hope to
contintue another vear in thelir service to the ldeals of Lindenwood,

L] o5 £l

LINCOLN, THE GREAT, IS WITH US AGAIN

To even the small boy or girl just start
fng to school, the date February 12 has a greap significance, Bora nsar Hodg-
gensville, Kentucky, the son of o poor tarmer, R, Lincoln hud very few advant-
ages.  He moved with the famlily ny, angd then to Minois, where he

* Ll L]

Tomorrow is Lineoln's birthday.

CRITIQUE OF ETHEL BARRYMORE
i il .

By R. A, ML

Ethel Barrymore! That nahe seems
to convey something different to every
person, and after seeing Miss Barry-
more, every person seems satisfied.
Certainly Miss Barryvmore must be a
wonderful actress to tullill all expecta-
tions, Above all, the thing that appeal.
ed to nie most abiout her, was her mar-
velous poise. I could rave on for hours
abiout it, but of course, you would not
understand unless vou had seen her.
She is something morve (han beautiful,
ghe is powertul and dominuling, The
audience follows her every word and
gesture, sympathetically, never laugh-
ing 4t the wrong places or whispering
about new hats or such.

The Kingdom of God was a better
play than (he Love Duel, and it gdve
Migs Barryniote more chance (o dis-
play hep émotional gbility. The story
of the play was nothing very deep or
wonderful, and [ am convineed. that
with anyone elge in the main role, it
would have been rather laughable, hut
it rose to supreme helghts with Miss
Barrymore, [ the first act, Miss
Barrymore was a girl of 19, in the sec-
ond, she was 29, and in the final, 70,
As she grew older her actions chang-

ted, hey volce changed, and her aud.

fence changed, growing old with her,
After the linal scene, which was her
best scene, I heard oune old lady say
lh{lt she wag worn out.

Miss Burrymore's gestures were de-
cisive, quick, and dramatic. She has
beautiful hands, unusually large, and
she uses them to the greatest advant-
age. In the nun costume that she wore,
her hand appeared to grow out of the
flowing sleeves and to become a great
fength,

I the Love Duel Miss Barveymore
plaved e part of a rtashionable lady,
with a ready wit, and gredat attractive-
ness, This play did not have the
depth ov sincerity of the Kingdom of
God, but the star made it unforgetable,
Her husky voice and marvelous hands
were more attractive in this play, and
shie charvimmed Her audience with Ther
clever lines. Her gowns were lovely,
and caused many gasps from the aud-
ience. After seeing the Royal Family,
[ coulil not help thinking of her in
connection with Julie, tor ghe seemed
to fit the part so well.

I heard one unfavorable criticlsm of
Aliss Barrymore from a Lindenwood
girl; a junior said that she preferved
Lynn PFontanne to Miss Barrvinore.
[f the theatre had ot been so crowd-
ed I am sure that slie would have bheen
mobbed, tor she certainly received hey
share of disgusted looks, from those
wlio hiaq seen Caprice, >

Mary Catherine Craven had seen
Miss Barvrymore at the symphony con.
cert Friday afternoon, anmd she was a

DR. CASE DEAN OF NEW
TRAINING COURSE

Last Monduay evening, Pebruary 6,
thie flist of the eleven meeatings of the
‘Bible school met, with Dr. Ralph T.
Cage as dedan. This interdenomi-
national Leadership Training Schoot
offers instruction to anyone wishing to
he better trained in chureh lite and
serviee, and particularly adapts itself_
to the ftraining of Sunday School
teachers and officers. There are ahout
thirty people now enrolled.

In the first period Dr. Cuage will lee.
ture on ‘‘Material and Principles of
Waorship”: in the second perviod he
talks pn “The ‘Teaching Missions of

the Church.” Reverends Kenaston
and Beaty will also lecture.
There are no costs excepting the

time ang textbook used. The meetings
are under the augpices of Lindenwood,
Dr. Doemer is furnishing the class-
rooms and dedn for proper organizas
tion. Every church will be well repre.
sented and the project will be a com-
munity one for the constant betier
ment of religious life.

DR. ELY VESPER SPEAKER

“Whose son is He?"” Insistent Query

“What think ye of Christ, whose son
fs He?" This was the question asked
by i, Roberl W. Kly last Sunday eve-
ning, February 2, at the chapel set-
vices in Roemer auditorium. He said:

“The progress we glory in today is
the progress ol things and not ot pere
sons, Knowledge ig spreading every-
where, but there is something that
man cannot rise above, and that some.
thing that doesn't change, is wrapped
up in pne question, What think ye of
Christ, whose sotl is He?” Thinking is
a great index ol character and life, and
it bringg oul an lmuage that s planted
inus. In thinking of an answer to this
question, we must please God.

flrm devotee betore she had seen her

act, Mary Catherine said she was as
charming off the stage as on, and

talked with the same swift gestures,
[ did not need to dask Misses Sue Camep-
bell and Frances Stumberg what they
thought of the play, for they sat he-
hind me, and I am sure even DBiss
Barrymore would have bhlushed ot suct
praise,

Other Lindenwood givls who admired
bothh the play and the star were: Vie-
toria Steele, Juilly Thornton C, Judy was’
speecliless forr at least five minutes),
Mary Sue Wisdom, Evelyn Watson,
Caroline PBrewer, Dorothy Turner,
Jeanne Berry, Shirley Engle, Cary
Pankey, Jean Pattee, Adeline Brubalk:
e, and many others. Miss Sue Camp.
bell gaig that they might as well have
bought 5 gectlon for Lindenwood, thera

were enouglh of the givls there,

performed the feat of splitting three hundred rails'in a day, which gave hiny

the popular name “The Rail-splitter.”

There {8 very little one can say about the schools that Lincoln zlltelld%ﬁ;

but much caun be said concerning hiz edncation,

[n the rude lifte of the back-

woods, Lincoln’s entire schooling did not exceed one vear. but he spent his
whole life studying, and was perhaps otie of the best educated men that ever

held an office in the United States.

After holding a number of political offices,
he was nominated for President of tlie United States.

It was the time in the

history of our country that the South was threatening to withdraw from the

union over the matter of slavery,
dent's chuir in 1861,

He was elected and installed in the Presi.
The Civil War followed, a war that even the level-headed
men such as Lincoln could not prevent.

After the war was ended, a radieal,

very muech opvosged to Lincoln, shot him and he died the next day.

He was one of the greatest leaders

our country has ever known, Criticized

by the more aristocuatic people because of the lack of pride in his dress, his
unpolished shoes, his wn-pregsed trousers, he proved that clothes did not veal-
ly make the man, Criticized by some because of hig lack of sducation, he
proved that ons can become educated it he rveally wants to be, Using his whele
life as an example. he proved that regardless of vour position in life, one can
be a success if one tries,

Nor can it be forgotten that Lindenwood's presidant carries in his full title
the illustrious name of Lincoln,
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NOCTURNIA

By Marjorie Taylor

#0Orion prowls the autumn skieg. To-
night his three-starred belt and half-
drawn sword glint in the heaven like
dead man's eyes.

Behind him Siriug falters—like a
faithful setter—sniffs the wind and
points a covey of seven stars thrown
together * *

* # Slowly she makes her way
through the thicket of clouds—peer-
ing this way and that. She has stolen
away from the castle of Night and is
wandering to and fro in the wilder-
ness * *

* % You are more lovely than the
moon tangled in the stars tonight....

You are more intriguing than
bronze willows in a Tsang Ho etch-
Es E e

You are more mysterlous than the
whit of prayer wheels in Lhasa. .. .

You are more than life to me... * *

# #The wind at night is a fair lady,
bewitched, who rides the low, skim-
ming clouds and shrieks when stars
are caught in her hair * =

# * She liked misty weather. Butl ns,

wonder. Her eyes were the color of
mist. And her voice had the softness
of clouds of mist. Her soul, too, was
like the mist—tawny, subtle, ephem-
eral, and lovely ...... She liked misty
weather * #

* ¥ Thege dreamers!

How they vex me with their ever-
lasting vacant stares and pensive,
wistful moods. They sigh and mutter
of clouds and stars. “White-winged
birds and flowers of night.” The fools!
Clouds are only moistureladen cur-
rents of air, and stars are merely bits
of iron and such, . ...

What do these dreamers know that
they trouble me with secrets in their
eyes? LAt

POINT PRAIRIE

By Erna Louise Karsten

what an unusual
name, you say! Perhaps it is, but the
place itself is more unusual still, It
you imagine yourself living within a
wishbone whose frame work is formed
by America’s two greatest streams of
water, then you can easily visualize
that par( of Missouri we are proud to
call Point Prairie. It is in this part
of the state that the Father of Waters
and Muddy Waters of Indian legends
join and flow triumphantly down to the
delta.

Leaving St. Charles and going north
about 5 mile we come to the terminus
of the Ozarks. These last hills are
called the Mamelles. However, few
people realize that these gentle slopes
are a part of the chain forming the
“Missouri Rockies”, As we leave the
hills and continue northward, the level
plateauy stretching before us engrosses
our attention. Its evenness resembles
the surface of a tranqguil lake. To the
west, far out againg{ the horizon, rise
the glistening white bluffs of Illinois.
Turning our gaze eastward we are
amazed to see more of these same
shining cliffs. If the day is very clear,
wea may be fortunate enough to see the
palatial summer homes built on the
bluff. To us they seem like tiny white
doll houses. Yes, the cliffs of Illinois
can be seen from Point Prairie lying
due wegt from there, It is a favorite
argument between natives and visgitors
who puzzle over the question of Illi-
nois heing west of Missouri. Maps,
however, settle the dispute very satis-
factorily,

After passing through thig plain, we
reach the most interesting section of
the entire country, Portage des Sioux.

Point Prairie,

(Continued on page 4, Col. 4)

POST WAR

By Ruth Dawson

I sat, my short legs dangling, with
my head thrown back, and stared at
the cherubs frolicking about on the
painteqd ceiling. They reminded me of
the angels on the front of my toy
piano. There was the twang of a vio-
lin being funed down front, and I sat
up expectantly. The outside curtains
of the pld Grand Theatre slowly parted
as the orchestra tuned up, and the
lights were turned down.

I wag enraptured. There, on the gee-
ond curtain, was my “pretty lady"”. 1
poked my grandmother {frantically.
She adjusted her hat pin and smiled
benevolently at me. [ sat back and
stared, , . .Here she came, my ‘“pretty
lady”, entrancingly small-waisted—
down the pretty street on the curtain.
Handsome carriages, drawn by high.
stepping horses, dashed past, hand-
some men in uniform stepped aside to
let her pass—it was 1918—and her
daintily-spatted feet peeped demurely
from beneath her sweeping skirt. She
was beautiful 1 sighed forlonly for
a smal]l waist, an “elegant figure”,—
a “carriage”. But she led a little girl.
She wag literally the girl of my
dreams. Long golden eurls hung [rom
beneath a square flat hat, held on
by infantile hat pins. She had on black
and white kid boots with black tassels,
and she carried a muff. I, too, had a
muif, but it was not white and to my
shame, it was suspended from a cord
about my neck. I used to tuck the
cord in the muff. . ..,...

My “pretty lady” curtain rose, There
was an “army” comedy, then Pearl
White in “The White Moll”. 1 adored
the hero, a handsome fellow who dis-
guised himself by the effective device
of putting a black patch over one eye,
and taking off hig silk hat. Te was
fighting the villain, a horrible mus-
taschioed fellow—he knocked a knife
out of his hand, the villain grabbed a
chair— and the lights went on! I scoot-
ed myself back in my seat, and cried
amidst g grealt buzz of voices, My
grandmother clutched my arm. My
“pretty lady” curtain descended, the
lights went off again, and a spot-light
focuseq itself on the curtain in a sud-
den gmothering silence. A violin
twanged down front, Clumping foot-
steps thumped backstage. A great fat
man ran out, his stomach shaking up
and down, his hand waving a yellow
slip of paper, while he hoarsely croak-
ed, “Folks—folks, guess what! Well—
'l tell ya, the Armistice has Dbeen
gigned!” Lights flickered off and on,
off and on; people jumped around and
hugged each other; the band struck up
Tipperary, and my grandmother told
me there would be no bad men killing
each other, no more soldiers.

I sat and stared at my “pretty lady",
and wanted to ery. What would she
do without her soldiers to bow as she
passed—on the curtain?

coLD

By Dorothy Comstock

On ang on we plod.

Cold! Cruel Winds!

Already our legs are stumps of ice—
But we must go on!

Crunch, crunch—frozen snow with
heavy crust—

Try not to break through!

Cold! Clear, hard Cold!

Breath freezing on scarf!

Air full of stinging needles—

Pingers—noes—no feeling.

Red sun—Dblinding sun dogs—

Twilight coming—must go faster—

Home—home—

Home!

TO A SUNSET

By Margaret J. Wilhoit

Last evening on g twilight stroll,

My brain to purge of dreary phrase,

I clambered up a little knoll;

From thence I saw the sky ablaze
With light of dying sun.

Apollo's steeds with flery snort
Dyed all the west lo deepest flame,
The while attendant Hours to sport
Ran 'long his chariot in aceclaim;
Their draperies, gold and manve.

I watched the cosmic back drop fade

Till c¢corn shocks, tepee like, and
grove,

Once silhouettes were of one shade;

And with the gloaming interwove
Apollo’s backward glances,

I mused: how vain is finite man
Compared with such sublimity;
And breathed a prayer, that in His
plan )
My life in its simplicity
Might be a tiny sunset.

JUST NINE

By Luella Geyer

Lying on the floor flat on her stom-
ach, one ankle erossed over the other,
she slowly moved the bhadly scuffed
square toe of her oxford back and
forth on the rug., Her slender, yet
childish, brown hands firmly held a
pair of scissors, with which she care-
fully ent out dresses for her paper doll.
A satisfied look came into her expres-
sive black eyes when she had finished
designing a new dress entirely differ-
ent from any she had thus far made.
As she put the dress on her doll, the
cornerg of her almost perfectly shaped
little mouth turned up in a friendly
smile, Then, with a peculiar toss of
her head, she shook back the glossy,
dark bobbed hair that fell into her
eyes. Shifting her position somewhat,
she gracefully stretched out a frm,
brown arm to pick up another serop of
paper go that she might make one
more dress for her paper doll. She la-
bored over a new design intently, hum-
ming one of her school songs in spite
of the frown on her high forehead.
While she was thus engaged a sghrill,
child-like whistle came through the
window, and in a flash she serambled
to her feet to join her playmates wait-
ing outside. She was once more the
alert, mischevious little girl leading
her friends in some new undertaking.

WHEN THE LIGHTS GO OUT

By Dorothy Turner

Usunally, when the lights go out at
ten-thirty, they leave us in bed, settled
for the night, with our alarm clock set,
our window raised to a certain pencil
mark on the frame, and our kid slip-
pers arranged on the radiator to eatch
the first heat from the early morning
steam., But not the young ladies over-
head. They set about their own ritual
with busy tread. First comes a scrap-
ing and thumping over squeaky, loose
boards, accompanied by the creaking
of rusty, stubborn rollers. Next, two
more pairs of footsteps enter, each
step accented by the clicking of a heel.
Then the long-awalited delightful con-
cert heging, a series of rhythmie thuds,
the gentle tapping, and the heaving
rapping in quick succession. This
musical concert, in spite of its reson-
ance, falls to keep us from our beloved
sleep, Who knows? Perhaps our snor-
ing disturbs our upstairs neighbors in
their earnest attempts to master the
art of eclogging.

THE WORLD COURT

By Dorothy Winter

A flourigh of trumpets sounded on
the clear thin air; it was neither rain-
ing nor snowing, in fact, the sun was
shining in all its golden splendor. In
dashed Horatio and Alger. Now Hor-
atio, a lad of forty.eight, bounded
agiley across the fence, but Alger, hig
twin, was not so fortunate. You sgee
Alger, weighing just two hundred
pounds exactly, was a little heavy on
his feet, and as luek would have it, be-
came suspended by his suspenders
from the treacherous wall.

Our twing were the faithful servants
of Lusitania, the queen of the fairies,
and they rushed away from doing her
every bidding.

At the time our story opens, the
queen was about to enter the world
court to bestow her gifts upon the girls
of each nation, and it was the solemn
duty of Horatio and Alger to open the
massive iron gates. But, alas! Wa
have left poor Alger on the fence and
it lacked but a moment of the time
when the queen should arrive. What to
do? That was the guestion, but just as
our herp was becoming exhausted by
the strenuous efforts he was pufting
forth to assist his descension, the long
arm of fate with a pair of scissors in
its hand reached out and placed him
on the ground with a dull thud. How.
ever, it was too late, for the queen

swas already arriving and Horatio, the

brave boy, had to struggle alone to
open the gates which finally ung wide
their welcoming arms with a mighty
groan.

Imuagine, if you will, the embarras-
ment of her royal highness upon see-
ing her favorite page lying prone on
the ground with a broken suspender
trailing, Of course she swooned with
becoming modesty, Immediately all
was  bedlam  and uproar and the
triumphal procession was halted just
long enough to revive her sovereign
maiesty with a bottle of H HO Z that
was near at hand,

Al last the royal cortege wended iis
way to the palace and the ponderous
gates banged shut with a resonant
clang.

On entering the throne room, Lusi-
tania tripped daintily, that is as daint-
ity as her number eleven and three-
fourths would allow, across the congo-
leum rug and up the marble steps to
her throne. Seating herself under the
gzolden canopy, our Beloved Queen, in
a gquerulous voice, demanded (he at-
tentions of a manicurist and a boot-
black.

Let ys pause a moment. Why? Why,
because her beauty strikes us dumb as
she sits on her throne gracefully with
her flaming locks that would have been
Titian's delight, her emerald beads
like an evening sky against the sunset
of her hair, her lowing pink robe arr-
istically adorned with blue rose-buds
scaltered hither, thither and yon, and
her shiny patent leather shoes, peep-
ing out beneath her garment.

But we must not dwell too long on
the graces of Lusitiana, the Just for
now the (rumpet sounds again and lo!
What have we? I'll bite, what is it?

Well, as we have said previously,
our good queen was on her way to the
world court to be the donor of many
pricelesg gifts. The (remendous blast
now summoned the shapeless white
clothed spirits that were to be the fu-
ture girls of each nation.

A death-like silence reigned when
the first white spirvit glided before Lus-

itania to be the most humble and
grateful receiver of her gracious
treasures. This was the first time any-

| thing resembling silence was consider-
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ed descending upon thiz eminent
group, for it was an age of enthusiasm
and fruitful production of vim, vigor,
and vitality. Rar-splitting shrieks of
laughter frequently rent the air. How-
ever, upon this ostentatious occasion,
nothing but unbroken stillness was fit-
ting. Now was the time for Lusitania
Yeleped The Just to become truly
worthy of her yelep.

The white pigment of the first spirit
was to be turned to ocher, tor this
wag to be the little Chinese girl.

“You, my dear, shall live in the vast
country of eastern Asia called Chung-
Hua Min Kuo and it shall be the scene
of one of the oldest civilizations”,
rang out the queen's trumpet-tongued
voice. “Yours shall be a country of
mystery and you shall speak a strange
language”.

A slight stir passed among those
present when they saw the turkey-
track symbols that were to be the
Chinese language. Yes, they agreed
that it was strange language. This
brilliant proclamation of Lusitania on-
ly confirmed their faith in her.

Our little ocher-skinned girl was to

be honored with the smallest feet of!

any woman in the world; one velly
great distinction.

Next came the girl that was to be
called Volga Bombski., Yes, you have
guesged right; she was Russian. Vol
ga’s face was to be as white as the
driven snow and it was to be topped
by raven locks, She was to have the
distinction of being a princess and the
zrace tp wear twenty jewels without
being overloaded.

While all this bestowing was taking
place, Sandy McIntosh, Oh, you have
guessed it again, he was Scotch, but
at any rate Sandy was the bag-piper
in Lusitania's gympathy orchestra ...
eveeOh dear, my sentence is becom-
ing involved so I shall begin again.
Sandy was becoming overcome by the
generosity of his beloved sovereign,
and when she actually bestowed the
jewels upon Volga, it was too much for
him: the poor soul passed into the
Great Beyond., Then tearg flowed
freely and splashed upon the hard, un-
vielding floor. However all cannot be
good as through this life we go, so the
audience hecame reconciled enough to
mop up the water and continue the
ceremony.

“¥ou shall be the lady who lives in
a shoe”, pealed the treble of the
queen’s voice to the Italian lass. “You
ghall have a fiery temperament and
eyed ag ardent as an eruption of Vesu-
vius on g dark night. Along with these
valuable treasures you shall have a
passionate love for garlic and spaghet-
ti that will add to your charm®”.

“Now Gretchen, you are to he the
huxom lass who lives in the counfry
called Germany. You shall have a
portion of the heautitul white capped
Alps. These self-same Alps shall be
the source of vast wealth to you, for
you shall have the good sense to see
the possibilities of guiding American
tourists. I'm sorry, but you must be
the least bit stupid; however, that will
be overlooked bhecause of your sensible
tender heart, and your ability to make
sauerkraut that would win even the
heart of Kaiser Wilhelm himself.

“Over long honey-colored braids you
shall wear a wide-winged headgear
that caunses difficulty in getting
through the door. Your dress will be
in the latest fashion; that is, tight
bodice and long sweeping skirts.”

The little French mademoiselle wag
given an effervescent temperament
charming wvivacity, perfect taste in
dress, a warm heart and various and
sundry other worth-while things, but
alas! How depleted was her educa.

tion; she thought there was no place
but Paris. "

Truly there was another country
just acrossg the Pyrenees, and it was
really guite a nice place. It was called
Spain. There Lusitania placed a sen-
orita with black hair long enough to
make g mantle, She also had a real
mantle, or rather, a red Spanish shawl
with yellow fringe a foot long, that
would be the cause of her downfall.
She was asked to do a dance with her
tambourine right then and there, Much
to her chagrin she caught a heel in her
ghawl and fell sprawling and was
carried way with her face a brilliant
vermillion.

This third calamity of the day was
the charm, no further catastrophes
descending upon a defenseless people
at that time. It, too, was soon for-
gotten and attention was directed to
nnding g girl tor England. The Knglish
girl wag given a lily-white skin with
the faint tint of roses showing through.
Hhe had the dignified bearing or a
stately oak, hardly betraying any
emotion at all. It seemed a shame
that any flaw had to mar this almost
perfect person, but as we have said
petore all cannot be good as through
this life we go. The terrible fault of
Lady William Ilale-Thompson was that
she simply could not catch on when
solne person at a dinner party waxed
tacetious and rendered a bawly clevah
joke,

A direct contrast to our English lady
was the Irish Kathleen O'Brien, with a
head filled with sparkling wit and hu-
mor. She was to live on a basin-shaped
island, a huge plain surrounded by
mountains, that was called Ireland.
Now Kathleen endeared herself in the
hearts of all with her clever Irish folk
songs, and why not, because she was
a charming little trick with her wavy
jet black hair, her shining clear blue
eved, the blueness of which was ac-
centuated by the green dress she wore
in honpor of her patron saint, Patrick,
and the gaucy guirk to her mouth. The
trouble was that Kathleen could look
through the window at the sun and
acquire a generous sparkling of
freckleg that even Dandelion ecream
would not remove.

The American girl was simply an
amalgamation of the stocks. Lusitania
had run out of gifts at this stage of the
game, gp the poor girl had to take the
tag endg that were left. Poor Sandy
MecIntogsh might have been spared if
he could have been present at the end.
Nobody cared much anyway because
JJie most of them were in the arms of
Morpheus by that time.

DUST

By Carmen Sylva Woodson

For geveral days the wind had heen
blowing intermittenly but persistently,
Now and again the mirthless moaning
would suck itself to a pealk, and sub-
gide without struggle, Inside the ranch
house, prdinarily clean, things assum-
ed a dingy, gritty aspect, The table,
set for dinner, hardly stayed clean till
the food was cleared. No one tallied.
I wandered restlessly from room to
room, tried to strum on the piano; no
use—my finger-tips were irritated hy
the dust I couldn’t keep off. Outside,
the men gave up trying to plow, and
hung arcund the bharn door with dour
faces. Chickens ranged close home, or
clustered together under trees. Mules
and catlle tore madly about the lots.
My kitten came to rub my legs. Billow.
ing companies of dust clouds sgwept
safely and maliciously across the fields,
shying and vying with each other, join-
ing hands to envelop ug; and all about
the horizon, hemming us in, hung a
film of gickish, lifeless gray. My kitten

A PRAIRIE STORM
By Camilla . Luther

“Cyclone!” The cry goes through
the town like an arrow through its live
target and leaves it trembling and
guivering. For a tense moment the
whole earth is still—mof one move.
ment of wind—not a gound.

Then a rush and a bustle and the
cry rings from a thousand throats,
“Cyclone!” A swish of wind from the
east scattering autumn leaves. A re-
turn of g gust from the west, snapping
branches; a great flaw from the south,
and then the cold blast of the north
wind, changing the sultry afternoon to
one of tumult and confusion, Clouds
churn in and out, weaving this way
and that,

Men rush home from business. Wo-
men scurry with children at their
skirts. Shouts, screams, excitement.
mingled awe and fear, jumble, disor-
der, confusion.

From amid the tumbling clouds
comes g spurt as of smoke, a great
roar fillg the air, and voices are drown-

ed. The tail which descends from the |

clouds grinds and coils, forming a fun.
nel, the end of which snaps like the
tail of g kite.

Black horror from the sky, foaming,
boiling around its center. A twisting,
writhing mass shooting downward
Cyclone! the name for tornado in the
language of the prairies.

To the caves! Huddled forms scurry
to the ghelter of the storm caves and
the town ig left to the mercy of the
gtorm.

There is a pause of the monster in
its earthward flight; then comes dark-
ness in the form of a grey, dusty mist
—no sun—all gloom.

Suddenly—with no warning a great
crash deafens even the former roar
and the storm is on,

Here a shelterless man hugs the
ground and reaches for a telephone
pole on which to cling, only to have it
wrenched from his grasp and sent
tumbling through the air.

There a garage wall falling away
exposes a mohb of terror-stricken peo.
ple who have sought shelter. All
seramble under cars while bricks
shower them. One poor woman's size
proves to be too much to go under a
low truck. It ig a pitiftul sight to see
her push and shove to get out of the
way of the falling bricks, then pull
herself out again and pray loudly.
Starting afresh she thrusts her body
into the small space and pries with all
her might. Coming up again to pray
she ig mereifully knocked from all
consciousness of storm by a Hying
brick.

The rip of a board being wrenched
from a house, the jingle of a broken
glasgs, trees being saplit, roofs and
bricks gailing through the air. Dust,
suffocation, a throbbing sensation in
the ear drums, A clash, a swirl, and
a house rent from its foundation. A
million sensations a second, a dizzy,
minus feeling—a muddle.

Ag guickly as it was begun, the
storm passes and a short hard rain
washeg from the sky. The dust is
cleared away and the rain ceases.
Heads appear above the ground and
the people come cautiously from their
caves,

Although destruction is everywhere,
there is a sense of joy and thankful-
ness in the hearts of the living that
they, at least, were spared, and they
zo about curiously to each and every
plece of wreckage to find what freaks
of damage the storm has left.

crouched over
mouse,

pitiful
Suddenly I

a trembling,
tantalizing  it.

wanted to scream, but my throat was
parched, The wind droned and gasped.

A LULLABY

By Margaret Ross

The wind blows hard, and the waves
beat strong

But thou, little one, shall receive no
wrong

Here in my arms,

Safe from all harms.

Your sire is away on the deep blue
geas,

Battling the waves as the big ship
heaves.

Of us he is thinking,

Of ug he iz dreaming,

He will come back to us ere long

To hold you tight in his arms so
strong. '

So gleep, little one,

(Continued from page 3, Col. 1)

The nature of this place can easily be
guessed from the name, for it was at
this junction, the closest point hetween
the two rivers, that the Indiang carried
their light canoes overland from the
Missisgippi fto the Missouri. Indian
relics, pottery, arrowheads, and
hatchets have been found, and make it
all the more interesting and romantic.
As this was an ideal place to approach
a large number of red men, the Catho-
lic Churech early sent out servants of
the Cross., Here we find an old ceme-
tery with interesting French insecrip-
tions and names, rudely carved on the
gsimple head stones.

Point Prairie! What fascinating pic-
tures thiz name brings before my eves.
I gee the Ozarks dwindling down to a
mere little hill. This fact has always
disturbed me, for I like to consider
mountains ag towers of strength, the
bodyguards of Nature. As I go along,
the marshes of Marais Crochet and Cul
de Sac stretch away at my left. Per.
haps at some time, long ago, the
waters of the Missouri lapped and
washed against the very edge of the
road I travel over every day. 1 pause
to wonder whether ever again the rush
and roar of the river will be heard this
ar bacl for the present channel of the
stream. But I must hurry farther, for,
across the flat, broken prairie, which
eens two mighty rivers at bay, the ro-
mantic portage of the Sioux is heckon-
ing me, What an ideal place to let the
imagination have free course. Standing
here at the portage, 1 can almost see
the red men, hundreds of them, gaudy

“th war paint and feathers, canoes on
their hacks, moving stealthily across
to the river. They cross and are on
the other side, assembling for a last
dance prior to an attack. I listen in-
tently for sounds to he wafted across
the water, fearfully awaiting their
blood-curdling war whoop. Suddenly—
alas, reality always insists on digillu-
sioning me! It is only a steamhoat

whistle, the staid and harmless eraft”

plodding its way up the river, all/un-
conscious of the spell it has broken.

VALENTINE SUGGESTED TO THE™
LEAGUE OF WOMEN VOTERS

By Agnes McCarthy

Long ago, when you started to
snatch our very souls and thoughts a-
way, we didn’t object. In fact we were
very passive, too passive, for that very
inch was our downfall. Then you
affected our clothes, our looks, our
hair cuts. I can’t buy a tie, a scarf, or
even a shirt without seeing you with
one on just like it. Still I remained
quiet. But this last step is more than
I can gtand. What do you think I am
made of? Do you just have to have
your League of Voters?

Oh, well, will you be my legal Valen-
tina?
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SPRING STYLE REVIEW

Miss Hawes Gives Girls Inside Tips

Misg Peyton Hawes [(rom Stix, Barr
and Fuller of St. Louis made a talk on
Spring styles at the College, Wednes-
fday afternoon. “In the last ten or
twenty vears of specially in styvles, the
department stores has come.  Since
last  August, styles and  women's

clothes have made Llhe front page of

newspapers., Men have written editor-
ials on the long and short skivts, There
hag been a debale in the fashion world
on this subject., Now it is decided that
women are to wear long skiris; this

has been decided by the life they
laad,”
Through the war, women did not

have to work so extensively, then after
the war, they did, therefore the short
skirts were adopted ad they aréTmore
comfortable lor that kind of lile, said
Miss Hawes.

She elaborated
prohlem,
oceasions. By long skirts. [ do mot
mean pnes trailing the Hoor. No, be.
causge our day time lile is active, we
worlk, and we can't be bothered by
long skirts hinderving our progress.
Sport dresses are a hand’s width be-
low the knee. Knees are ahsolutely
parge, The sport skivt length Is your
own length as your hand's width is
different from everyone else's, For
day c¢lothes and street clothes, the
skirts should be the distance [rom
walst to hem twice that from waigt to
back of necl, The change in alter-
noon ¢lothes makes it impossible to
wear the same dress ull day long, the
length of the afternoon dress i one-
hall the distance from knee (o ankle,
For evening, the skirt may be as long
as you like, provided what vou like is
appropriate,

“The only ereative thing that came
out of this age is the uneven hem
line,"” pointed out Miss Hawes." This
hag a definite place In the wardrobe,
it belongs to the formal atlernoon
wear. It deesn’t belong in the hustle
and bustle of evervday world in the
daviime, We borrowed it from the
slyle of 1850. Silhouettes show Lhe
lines, the dress of 1820 has a full skirt,
ankle Iength, and pufl sleeves, Mution
leg sleeves are made in =ofl chiffons
now, instead of the stift material ol
1840, The lines holding sway now are
the hems, waists, and sleeves. Women
linve decided to be feminine and stop
aplg men."”

Miss Hawes told
Sprifig styles.

on the long skirt

of some of the
“To he truly smart, yon
must have at least one navy blue.
Bordereq fabries arve very good.
Ihresses mnst have fitted hip, shoul-
ders andg the belt in the right place.
Polka.dot borders are good. Almost
all printg are coming in with o dark
hackground with bright spaved flowers
or print. Cofton is back in the fashion
picture, Peter Pan ginghams. For the
alternoon, thny cape sleeves, gores in
bem's dolted swiss., IPor sports, silk
broadeloth. Pure white is the out-
slanding color for Summer, followed
by egg-shell, then comes the .pastel
shades, DPink is the outstanding color
for evening, with a slightly uneven
hem line, The patterns in chiffons are
much larger.”

Miss Hawes concludad her lecture
with the fitting remark, “Clothes are,
after all, a supreme ‘necessity to a
woman's heing.”

LINDENWOOD NOT RECON-
CILED TO CONVENTIONAL
HEADGEAR AS YET

The styleéin hate at Ldndenwood has
not ehanged much sines Ssptember.
BHerets are still the.ro sopular,
There are red ounes headi

We need clalhes for various

fhe list, !

NEW SILHOUETTE HERE

Fashions Are Likely to Change to
Softer Lines.

The new silhouette! What pangs it
cauges those who had the foresight
to buy their wardrobe before coming
to college—and who now resist the
attractions of the tea room and the
Bungalow in ovder to save a few pen-
nies for one ol those new drosses.

v Miss Tucker's Home Economic pu-
pils do not fear the fluctuations of the
fashions. Even now, some have fin-
ished dresses with that “high walst
line, moulded hip line and long skirt".
Miss Tucker i3 preventing them from
going-to the extremes, however, and
their skirts are generally ounly four
inches below the knee for street wear,

Miss Tuocker thinks that the new

fashions will remain, to a certain ex-
tent, but' that the more radical
changes will be softened and changed,
Changes take place gradually, and al-
thongh very few seemed to realize it,
thig fashion chauge has besn taking
place for several years, and until this
last year was Kept very well in check.
But now, as we sigh, our ent're last
vear's  wardrobe is  lopelessly  de-
moded.
One wonders if the much-prized
independence of woman will disap-
pear, and il she will become once
more “a clinging-vine". And all for
new silhouette!

MARRIAGE OR A CAREER

The subjact discussed at the Y. W2 C.
A, meeting on Wednesday, January 20,
was “Marriage or g Caveer’. The dis-
cussion, led hy Georgia Daniel, was
lively, g fact which attested the inter-
est of Lindenwood girls in medern
problems,

The arguments revolved arvound the
Question of the advisability of having
both marviage and a carvesr at the
same time and the effect whiclt this
would have on the family as a social
institution. Some startling and origi-
nal ideas were put forth hy the girls,
but for the most part they showed
themselves advocates of the old (heory
that woman's place is in the home.

From the discussion the girls drew
some general conclusions which em-
body their ideas on the subject. They
decided that evervone should have

time or other in her lile but not nec-
essarily dt the same time; thal some
careers are more compatible with manr-
riage than others; that marriage is
probably the most important career
which a woman can have; thal careers
in the ease of marrvied women, in gen.
eral tend to the disintegration of the
family; and that mueh happiness de-
pendg upon individual personalities as
to whetlier a woman may be success-
ful in hoth marriage and career.

then orange, tan, blue and even vari-
colored ones, There ave plain berets
and fuzzy ones, dark ones and bright
ones. KEverybody's wearing 'em. Next
in favor come stocking caps. Their on-
ly disadvantage is that they belong to
the snowy season and will disappear
twith the last melting particle of snow,
However, just now they are much in
evidence—most ol them plain white
with a fluffy ball like a bunny's tail
bobbin at the top. There are many of
thie girls who wear neitlier berets nor
stocking caps, but ave collegiate and
g0 bare-headed—much to Nursie's dis.
gust. Of course, on weel=end trips and
jaunts (o St. Louis the tams and caps
are discavded, and one's most chic, be-
comring {elt is donnsd. So there vou
have it—Dberets for study, caps Ior
sliding, hats fovr spress! And that is
what the Lindenwood zirl is wearing,

[ candidates

both marraige and a career at some '

A MASTER'S. A JOB OR A HOME
——— e

There is muelh flirry among the
seniors nowadays, as they realize that
now they are just about to take that
slop—talked about since kindegarten
days—out nto the “cold, ernel world.”
Every day a mob of exeited seniors
gathey putside the post-office door, and
compare application slips, or spealk in
hushed and serious volees of the appli-
cationg for positions they mean to
make op consider catalogs for a place
Lo get g magler's, One goes into o sen-
ior's room to borrow some cheese and
crackers, and sooner or later The
Question comes up “Wonder if——
wonder what 'l be¢ doing this time
next year?”" "The lowly sophomore re-
peats politely, “I'm sure I don't know”,
and the senior goes off in a daze,

Well, at any rate, the Bark figures
that they are going to he pretty well
prepareqd for their fulure in sgpite of
their present qualms. There are 24
for degrees (which one
senior, gpeaking of the aforesaid cold,
cruel world, said ought to be accom-
panied by a =uit of armor and a veily,
and most of the ones higher up sit a-
round writing their nanmes ——Mary
Jomes, AL B, At any rvate. the candi-
dates for the A, B, degree are, Mary
Ambler, Virginia Beur, Jeamie Berry,
Helen Bopp, Josephine Bowman, Ade-
line Brubaker, Geraldine Davies, Mary

Masgon, Dorothy Masgters. Catheripe
Ory, Elizabeth Pinkerton, Norma Paul
Ruedi, Rosalind Sachs, Ruth Teter,

Julia Thompsgon, and Mary Sue Wis.
dom,

Four of the twenty-four are candi-
dates for the B. 8., majorig in the
tamiliar Home E¢, and they arve the
ones who may be heard, arguing about
over the campu® as to whether it
would e cheapest Lo vent, or to buy a
home.  They are . Jeaiue  Caldwell,
Alice Macliean, Mary Jane Goodwin.
and Dorothy Taylor.

Mighty musiciansg arve in the senior
class this year, and they receive their
B. M. They are, Mary Catherine Cra-
ven, Piano; Irvis Fleigschaker, Voice;
Dorothy Garvtuer; Voice; and Dorothy
Sutton, Orgau.

MISS SCHAPER SPEAKS

Truth is interesting subject

Miss Florence Schaper spoke at Y,
W. Weditesday night, February 5, on
“Treath’,  She said: “Man has always
searcheq [or truth, and then fears it
when he finds it. Religion is founded
on that tear and searvch; Gandhi; the
Indian philosopher and leader, sald,
‘No religion is higher than truth'; the
Greeks and Romans believed that
“Truth g the beginning all things'; the
Hehrews, ‘Gireat is truth, mighty above
all things': the Christians, 'Man will
be created in the wholeness of truth’,
But what does man mean when he says
that the truth will make yon free?

“In 1850 the definition of Truth was,
“Prith is, the exact copy of a definite
code of behaviouwr'. But truth is a
moving thing. [t is an atiempt on the
part of man to get al things,

“There are several fields in which
the search for truth continually zoes
on. Investigation in the feld of
medieine has lead to humane treat.
ment; in the ffteenth century, there
wias a French surgeon who believed
that all wounds should be treated with
boiling oll and piteh. The feld of in.
vention another truth-seeker, and
with wonderful results; In 1824, it
toole olle man, one boy, and three
horses one day to thresh 40 bushels
of wheat: now one man, one boy, :‘ll!-l'l:
one horge can thresh in one day one
thotsang bushels of wheat, Man's de.

is

MENTAL SOARING
CAUSED BY LIBRARY

U

Conducive to Noble Thoughts

The new library is the subject of
most discussion on the eampus at the
present time, and aflter entering the
angust portal, it is apparent that it is
worthy of all praise, The massive
wooden doors of the Iront entrance
calse a gasp and a pauge. One Lin-
denwood givl said that she would
never make #ny noise in that library,
how could ghe, when the doors remind
her of an Old-World cathedral? Then
into the entrance hall, with beamed
celling, hanging antigue lamp, French
windows, amd a charming iron staive
CHRE,

Up the steps to the room where the
hooks are cheeked out, Here one finds
lovely carved henches and chalrs thab
might have graced a medieval castle,
and a charming cabinet of some sort,
carved in the same manner. With
such a lovely mosaic eeiling, how will
the libravians ever bring their
thoughts down to the checking out ot
hooks? The wall is paneled, and makes
one thinly of all those mystery stories,
in which there were paneled walls,
concealing secret staircases. Parch.
ment shaded lamps are placed on the
huge desl, that will certainly eliminate
any last minute crowding at § o'clock.

To the vright and left of the
desk room. are the reading rooms,
which should inspire more concens

{ration on books. The first thing that
one seey Is the fireplace, which gives
ont visions of cold winter days, and
people sitting avound talking, It iz of
lovely white stone, with the Lindens
wood crest in a prominment position,
and having a motto that the Latin stu-
dents may transglate, “Litera Scripta
Manet”, soth rooms wve large with a

pointed, beamed ceiling, with the same
cathedral effect. There are many
tables and chairs, shelves, and win-
dows, beauntifully hung with crimson
drapes, Just the sort of rooms, whers
girls would like to read and study.

In the rear of the checking room, is
g lavge light room, filled with bool:
shelves, and the number of Hghts will
be a source of delight for thers will
be no dirlculty in geeing the titles of
hooks.

The only room downstairs that i3
completely furnished is the club roonu.
The only word that can describe this
is  zorgeous. Lovely, comfortable-
appearing chairs, placed al such at-
tractive angies, near the many larze
and small tables. The lovely tugs and
lamyps, adding to the sott color scheme,
make the most charming voon, oue
could ever see. On leaving, the side
door may be used, and it will be used
a great deal probably, for it is such
a4 charming door. As one girl was
leard to say, “Lindenwood really to
brag about in regard to the new Ik
bravy.”

Truth connected
Huxley sald, ‘Science is. no-
more  than t(rained common

gire  for is with,
Science,
thing
dense’,

“Why do men fear Truth? Galilso
had trouble persuading people to look
through his telescope—they were a-
fraid that they would see =omething.
that they knew nothing about. The
search for Truth, and the fear of that
Truth found may he charvacterized ad

the tolerance and the intolevance of
man.
“Hamlet said, ‘Unto thine own self
be true,
And it must ollow as the night thd
day
Thon canst not be false te aol
man’;"
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COLLECE CALENDAR
Tuasday, February 11—
5 P. M. Music students’ recital.
Thursday, February 13—
11 A M. Mrs. Emily Grant Hutch-
ings, Art Lecture.
§ P. M. Piano recital by Oscar Zieg_

ler,
Friday, February 14—
Dinnep and Freshman Valenline
Party.

Entertainment of the League of Wo-
men Voters, guest of the College.
Saturday, February 15—
League of Women Voters, guests of
the College.
Sunday, February 16—
6:20 P, M. Rev, B. 3. Kenaston.

NOTICE: Any questions to be answered
will be kindly received by the Bark’s Tule.

WHY————AND BECAUSE
BY THE BARK'S TALE

Big prize of a Clark Bar offered to
the one who can satfely predict how
many people o region called the p. o.
catt hold on the =zecond Friday in
February . . ....

A My children, the answer
this. It can hold all the people neces-
gary on February 14, There is a say-
ing that there is always room for one
more, Well, in this case, in an empty
post-office, there is always room for
500 more, The reason s this, Around
the aforesaid date. there is something
in the air. Many packages are re-
ceived, even mork having been ex-
pected, and tor three weeks afterward,
INursie ig besieged with requests for
“hickey goo”, which some misguided
freshmen take to be a new form of a
baby talk. And it's all because some
wale went in tor repetition and told
some blushing young thing something
that had been told vears, and years,
and years before. And by thig time

is

another the
same. Oh, vou girls who write for
Advice to the Lovelorn, take the ad-
vice of pne who is older and wiser, and
believe nothing He tells you. Only
hope that he believes everything that
vou teil Him. The Bark’s Tale bhe-
comesg very sativicul and cynical
Perhapg it's spring in the air, and
blisters on the heel. But, there really
should be some mail,

...... Discuss styles,

Question

e b e They have a lowering
tendency,

Q... ....Just what is a rustic?

..... . He is like the Westminster
boy, probably a senior (because every-
one knows that the most serious of be-
ings are freshmen) who walked into
the Fox late one afternoon, sat down
close front, and starvted rubbering, He
tooked, and looked, and then unloadad
his mind "My dooduness, dracious me,
but they could put a lotta hay in here,
couldn’t they,”

SECOND SEMESTER BEGINS

With the opening of the new sem-
aater there are several new girls a-
mong the "old” students. As usual,
the larger number come from Missouri
and the states adjoining, but one girl
comes all the way from Colorado,

Among the new students s lidoa
Mortensen from Ames, lowa, She
very fortunate in having a sister on
the faculty—none other than Miss
Muarie Morvtensen of the Home Ec-
onomies department, AMiss Morvtensen
is a member of the Junior elass.

From Missouri comes Anng
of St.Louis, and Edith Hilton Kemp,
of Crane, Missouri, Both Miss Lloyd
and Miss Kemp are new members of
the freshman clsss,  Lillian Avis Car.

is

Tas
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LATIN CLUB DINNER |
Pi Alpha Delta entertains

The members and pledges of Pi
Alpha Delta,” the newly named club,
dined royvally at the St. Charles Hotel
Monday night, February 3. At 6:45,
the steps of Ayres were crowded with
girls in formal dress who, probably
for the first time in their histories,
were prompt.

The dinner (in fthe private dining
room, too) wuas served at 6, following
the presentation of a lovely bouquet
of roges and baby-breath, to Miss Han-
kins. What an appetizing menu! ¥Fruit
cocktail, ripe olives, carrots and peas,
cauliflower, leltuce galad, F'rench fried
potatoes, rolls, steak with mushrooms,
coffes, and cherry pie a la mode. The
menu was interspersed with dancing;
the music being furnished by Francis
Blair,

After dinner, Miss Hankins, the
sponsor, gave a most delightful wel-
come tp the new members and the

prospectives, and told of the real bene.
fits derived from the study of the
Latin classics, Norma Paul Ruedi, the
president of the Club, followed this
weltome with a talk on the meaning
of Pi Alpha Delta. The name has two
meanings, one for the members' ears
alone and then the popular meaning;
Norma Paul explained the wavs and
means of advertiging the Pi Alpha
Delta and said that the most outstand-
ing way would be for the members
to wear something on the “sandwich
board” effect, white with a purple
band, gud the slogan, “Pi Alpha Delta,
Dues Reasonable.” This matter was
left to he decided upon at the next
business meeting.

More dancing tollowed the falks,
and, after much persuasion, Miss Han-
kins finally got the loyal Pi Alpha Del-
inte the waiting taxic by 7120,
Those attending the dinner were:
members, Norma Paul Ruedi, Dorothea
Lange, Frances Blair, Elizabeth Pink-
erton, Marjorie Florence, Julia ThomJp.-
son, Jane Babeock, Frances Xayser,
Rifie Blauche Martin, Geraldine Davis,

Cary Pankey, Luella Geyer, Laura
Geyer; pledges, Gretchen Hunker,
Annie K. Hurie, Madeline Lightner,

Ruth Roselle, and Ruth Talbot.

penfer comes to the freshman class
from (Cape Girardeau, Missouri, and
Mary Scott comes from Las Animas,
Colorado.

Minois has not failed Lindenwood
either. She sends to the freshman
clasgs Agnes Buachman of Salem. The
freshinan class seem fo be (he mogt
fortunate this semester, for all but two
of the new students are entering it.
Miss Margaret Morris {rom Beloit,
Kansas, is another new member,

It is very different entering school
the second semester, especially when
one Is a freshman and all one’s class-
mates are settled in their roufine. Per-
haps if the new second semesfer mem-
bers could have seen the tears shed
and woebegone faces of the freshman
in September they would eel hearten-
ed and not so torlorn, At any rate, It
will not be long hefore I,indf’uv.\'uut{I
is as dear to them as to those who!
have had the of an extra
semester,

wivaniage

NEWS FROM THE DEAN'S OFFICE

Dy. Gipson reports prospects are
good tor the new semester. She is
pleased the way the givls are settling
down to their work.

Mueclh interest was taken in the
Shakespears plays given in St Louis
lagt wesak. The Shalkespears class ac.
companied by Dr. Gipson went Thurs.

‘day. to see ROEMO AND JULIET,

Y. W. CASINET MEETING
Miss Babcock of St. Louis is Speaker

The Y, W. C. A, Cabinef had a very
interesting meeting Mounday evening,
February 3, in the reception room in
Roemer Hall. Miss FFern Babceock from
St. Louls was the guest of the Y. W.
C. A, tor dinner and later for this
meeting, After the business was dis-
cussed, Miss Babcock led an enlighten.
ing discussion on problemsg that face
the youth of today, She recalled many
experiences that she had while work-
ing in g factory in Chicago one sum-
mer. She used these experiences in
illustrating how sheltered and protect-
ed the average college student is.

“There is so much going on around
in this world in which we live of which
we know little,” said DMiss Babcock,
“We have not, as yet, found any satis-
factory means of understanding the
conditions of life while we are still in
college, Maybe there will he a time
when g syvstem will be worked out.”
The attitude of -the campus in regard
to different activities was discussed,
and ways and means of interesting the
great majority in one organization ov
another were emphasized,

There was mueh worth while gained
from the meeting and Miss Babcock
gave the cabinef many able suggest.
iong, Ag she said, the object of her
visit wag “‘to understand what Linden-
wood's problems were in relationship
with other colleges so the national con-
vention would have more of an idea
how to plan their programs so that
every school represented would be
benefited.”

SANDWICH MAN NOW
PRESENT ON CAMPUS

Soup’s on! Chili, no, not chilly
suup, chili con carue, hot roasta beet,
hem, gggs, pich pie, two cupsa coffee,
sandwitches, ice crem! All very chip!

I'm not reciting the Greek alphabet,
making light of Tony or talking baby
talk, [ am the officiul barker for the
Tea Room. [ am the sandwich man
from now on. [ may be seen on the
Quad walking between two boards,
barrel tashion, with the daily menn
posted afore and behind. I charge
nothing (we just can't do that girls.
We know you are honest, but if we
once started it, v'know, some ladies
would just natchally tale advantage
of ug,)  Also it i againgt my code of
honor to take tips. I can leep my
hand behind me with practically no
will power at all, [ give information
very cheertully; | guote prices; and
also give reazons why egzzs are so dear
this season, showing that we can't,
under any consideration, give you two
tor the price of one.

There is one announcement [ wish
to make, Hereafter, 1 will not ex-
change old Botany books, old gloves,
or Tretics tor candy bars. Sinee there
is practically no sale at all for books,
[ am losing money all the time. So,
please don’t bring old heirlooms, as |
am selling the bars below cost now,
T've zotta make my living just the
same g5 you girls.

Ice crem sodys, all fAavors!
berry, chocolut

WEEKENDS TOOK A GREAT
FALL GROUND HOG'S DAY

Strom-

Not sp many girls went away this
weel and as the last. Perhaps, they
ara settling down to the work of the
new semester, making a good impres.
sion on the teachers by staying on the
campus to work in the library all week
end. Then with a change of classes,
evervone is enthusiastic and full of in-
terest to.delve into the mysteries of

OCCASIONAL COLUMN
(A La Melntyre) i

(By the Kditor)

Butler is adopting the slogan of tha
Duteh Cleanser Ads.

Snap courses, as defined by the Hu-
cyclopaedin Studianica, are ones for
which one spends half the day-light in
the Libe, and the other half in groans
ing about assignments.

Special invitations on small white
cards for tete-a-tetes were issued By,
the faculty last weelk to the chosem
few,

“Build up that Superiority Complex,”
reads an ad in the Mind and Intellect
Magazine, Quite a few girls are clip-
ping the conpons for ten davs’ triat,

A. A, members are proud of their
health records for the year, although
the diminutive one insists she has a
pab-a-something on her foot.

May the parrot on our new Liba
stand for the antithesis of his name!

Walpole hooks are not to be had. If
you are one of the unfortunate ones,
who hag not read “Old Ladies” or “A
Clentleman With Red Hair', invest in
a copy. You might get it autograph-
ed.

A campus rvecipe will be printed in
this space every week. You are in-
vited {o contribute samples to the
editor.

1 can fruit salad

Tie cord around middle of can .
Adjust on window sill

With end cord inside

Wait 24 cold hours

Immerse can in hot water

Buirrow can UDEI.l_t:,I'

Serve frozen delicacy

I water glasses.

atoms, socianl problems, new verbs, asd
frogs. There were a few who did not
find it necessary to spend the first
weel-end of the new semester here,
consequently they went to varions and
sundry places, with St. Louis heading
the list as usnal. Louise Tidd, Eliza-
beth Higgenbothom, Lucille Lynm,
Thelma Harp, Elizabeth Weinert, Lon.
ise Chandler, Elizabeth Clark, Josephs
ine Peck, all went to St Louis, Dove.
thy Gartner went to Springfield, Mary
Margaret Poorman to her home in Mat®
toon, I1I,, and Rosalind Sachs went
home to Little Rock,

STRAND THEATRE

WED. THURS. FRI. NIGHTS

Saturday Matinee
A Vitaphone Road Show Special—
Scenes in Natural Colovs
Talking, Singing and Danciog

IRENE BOARDONI
L

“Paris”

SATURDAY NIGHT

JOAN CRAWFORD
ey

Her Pirst All Talking Pleture

“Untamedf’. 5




