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YETIVE A MEDLEY OF ROMANCE
COMEDY, SONGS AND DANCES

D

PLAYS TO CAPACITY HOUSE

ain’t got

“Who says the A, A they
po pep? (of pep every step, gobt pep
eyvery step,!” That lictls ditty was
never more appropriately applied to
any oceasion. And it voices everyone's
sentiments, “Yetive”, the Atheltic As-
sociation’s musical comady for 1930
was written, staged by the members
of the organization and presented by
them, Friday night, March 7, in Roe-
mer Auditorium:. They have been
rehearsing like Spartans {or weeks,
but notl in wain, They turned ount a
finished performance.

A clever story,

talented cast, syncopated mauzic,
ecatchy lyrics, fne direction, peppy
choruses, colorful costumes, zrease

paint, big smiles, a capacity house-——
it was worth six-sixty and up.

Jo Bowman Author

The story, written by Jo Bowman,
president of the A. R., started in an
Amercian University and endead in the
Palace of the King of Latavia, And in
hetween, one thing happenad vight at-
ter another. It was this way. All the
old college gang were weleoming sach
other back, greeting Jerry the football
captain, and Gabby, the campus play-
boy when suddenly two girls in for-
eign dress came in. They created a
furver. One, Yetive, is a little haughty,
but she has looks and personality.
Kate, occasionally makes a slip and
addresses Yetive as “Your Majesty”,
Of course this hit of niyvstery en.
chances their charn, Before lonz they
make the sorority, become “American
fled”, and are dating the team. Ali the
boys fall for Yetive except Gabby,
who has directed his attentions to
Hate. Jerry, formerly “intact” loses
his heart completely. But then. so
does Yetive. Things are zoing nicely,
lots of sovorily partles and fraternity
dances, football games. when 4 Prince
Hohenstaufer inflicts himssal? on a for-
mal one night. Not at all basiful, hs
veveals his identity with all {ts zlory.

but somehow fails o {mpress the
group, He demands that Yative shall
return. Jerry, says no. The prince

Fays ves. They uare zpout to fizht
when Yetive, for Jerry's zaka, r_1g'rées
to go.

Back in Latavia, Yetive
the Queen and the power tind the
thorne, has determined shall
marry the Prince. The King however,

has two good reasons why

mother,

she shall

not. One is that he loves his dangh.
ter.  The other—well—he wants to
triumph over his wife, for the first

thme in their marvied lize.

By this time, the next boat has
tocked. Love-sick Jerry and his zen.

eral manager, Gabby, ne ths worse
for an attack of seasickness, are on
their way to the rescue. Cubhy meets
the king in the garden, and speadily

4

proceeds to win him over to take part
in little ruze, Unifortunately the
plan iz to hoodwink the king and steal
Yetive, So when the Prince comes
along and offers (o board the two
strangers in his dungeon, the king is
inclined to agree.

Yetive, wha hag depended heavily
on her father's support, finally agrees
to: marry the Prince when he too,
commands it. The betrothial cevemony
goes on with only the King, Queen,
and Kate showing any signs of elation
over the proceedings. When it is
over though the Prince jerks off his
mustache and there iz Jerry, Gabby
comes panting in, dragging the Prince
who looks worse than ever in plus
fours. Kate and the king have stagedl
the whole thing. Now everyvbody is
happy but the Queen. Slhe comes
aroand however, when she realizes
that now that her daughfer Is marry-
ing an American she can visit in
America and stay in one of those fra-
ternity houses one hears #o much
about. Gabby and Kate are to get
married too. and the eurtain goes
down on a big finale.

Jo Bowman muads s muarvelously
beautiful Yetive. The campus knows
her dramatic inclinations, but she
showed them =zomething new, She can
dance too,

Clever, Talanted Cast

Jerry was Jean Pattes. Who coula
make @ better drawling, Southern
hero, lanky and handsome in either a
Tux or stretched out in a deck chair,
It iz the hardest thing in a musical
comedy, especially one presented by
girls, to convince the audience why
the lovely heroine should tall for the
leading man, and that is the secret of
Jean's sueccess. She did that very
thing,

As lor Kate, the campus thought
they knew all about Iris Fleischaker,
her good looks, her joking, her rich
voice. But how wers they to know
she could clown aud dance like a pro-
tessional? Her name must be Miss
Annabelle Lee, too,

Helen Henderson was—, well, just
Inexpressably good. Her Gabby was
veally an artistic thing. She gave her-
self over so completely to her part.
that the audience thought her perfect
slip on the banana peel was an acci-
dent. All that was lacking was a suf-
ficient English vocabulary to
her work,

Laverne Wright as Sally was excel-
lent. Catherine Orr, as the dignified

his

praise

Queen was splendid. Her hen-pecked
king, Rose Keile maide an ideal father,
distingulshed-looking, and regal. Mary
Louise Bowlezs was fine as Prince
Hohenstaufer. To protray the part of

{Continued on page & Col. 1)

MISS ADELINE BRUBAKER

S0 WMITING PHNOTS

Long Live Queen Adaline!

There is one senior who is in the
eves pf evervone ou the campus.
Really, it doesn't take much guessing
to know who she is—Our May Queen.
This queen bhusiness will no doubt
prove wearing and not especially pro-
fitable as the queen will leave her
country in June. Adaline Brubaker
intends (0 go to school some more or
if she doesn't follow this plan, she will
obtain p position, no doubt in some
field ot social gervice work, Whatever
she does, the memory of Adaline will
always be in the hearts of Lindenwood
girls as g queenly woman of grace and
heauty.

Interviews With _
Talented Seniots

Jo takes husband for footlights

And gnother one has fallen—in love!
She's 4 senior and more familiarly
known (o A. A. members as “Yetive'—
and now you know the name—Jose-
phine Helle Bowman! It's to be one
of those June weddings that every girl
knows she’ll have sometime, that is—
maybe! The lucky man is Mr. Edgar
Schumm of La Porte, Indiana, a grad-
uite of Michizgan University, and in
businesg with his father in La Porte.
All happiness to you, Jo.

T her scphomore yvear heve, Jose-
phine received degree (1 oratory,
and iz always active in dramatic
events, No wonder we find her writing
musgical comedies—it almost seems a
shame for such a promising playwright

a1

to zet married and “end it all"—maybe |

it won't be the end. She had an offer
[rom g theatrical company two years
ago to go on the stage, but refused in
order to finish school. She says that
even after she is married she wiil “al-
ways be interested in dramatics” and
has every intention of keeping an act-
ive interest.

Reod the Linden Bari.

| effort

Mr Walpole Speaks
On Creative Impulse

Thrills Audience With Creation of
Novel in His Mind

Lindenwood thrilled o the words of
Mr. Hugh Walpole Thursday nizht,
February 2S8th, when he spoke before
the students and speecial guests of Dr.
and Mrs. Roemer, as he revealed the
to entrap and to bring to ob-
vious view that highly elusive some-
thing called creative force, He suaid!

“T hope that you'll forgive any ssnse
of eminence of death or destruction in
my- talk tonight. It the last one
that T will ever give it America, after
the one in Chicago tomdrrow, and I
feel a certain sense of strangeneas,
For twelve vears [ have been trving
Lo get g certain kind of a thing, an ex:
pression of my own experience, but I
ltave failed to grasp it. it iz too elo-
sive.”

Before giving an intervesting sketeh
ot ‘a theme that had come (o his mind
that day Mr. Walpole nrged, “T'd like
to be entriely and completely a sin-
cere, speaking on a universal subject,
to touch on this theme that wiil set
vour linagination on tire. Think of the
things | am saying and not of the
dramatics or atmosphere. That force
which lures me on and on ig the mosf
important thing in the world—rezulty
of ereation. No matter what problems
the author is confrounted with in pro-
ducing his art, the same thing is ap-
plicable to the business man, the paint-
er, the poet and the workers of the
worlds, wherever found. This impulse
males thig thing wholly justified.”

“Foy can’t be too serious about the
novel, People generally think of
novels gg something to he read on the
train, belore they retivre or perhaps
when they are ill and lonely, I shall
try ang explain how I think of the im-
portance of creation.” With this in
mind, Mr, Walpole revealed a demon-
stration of the working of his own
mind, by producing an original thought
that he had not even contemplated or
meditated upon before that moment,
The resulting picture was that of De.
Roeer's dog, who came flashing into
his mind, coupled with a sudden re-
membrance of a shrill whistle that he
had heard during the day. In addition,
in the background of his mind, there
were the lingering impressionz of a
letier that he had received that day
from England. All these facts quickly
adjusted themselves into a story that
he hag written and linked up a new
combination of circumstances, which
he faithtully portrayed until it had form
mulated itself into a theme, He de-
clared that this plot was something
that was new to his mind, something
that he had thought of only since his
appearance on the stage that night. A
parrot, g man-servant, the owner of
an estate returning in company withe
his newly-wed second wife, formed the:
salient nueles of the plot.

“This theme Is built

iz

around the.

(Continued on page 5, voluman 2)
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LEN@EN : BA RK How A Famous Aunthor lS@ Miss Walter Knows
: : Bl 4 Spends A Day.at L. C, What We Want To Eatl
A Waekly Newspaper published at Lindenweod Coliege, St: Charles; Missouri, On Thurday morning at 7:12 to belWe went io interview DMiss Walter,

by the Denartment of Jouraalism,

subservipiion rate, $1:00

TUESDAY, MARCH 11,

LINDEN BARK:
The year's at the gyring,
The day’s ot the morn,
Morning's at sevell,
The hillside’s dew-pearied;
The lark’s on the wing;
The snalls on the thorn;
God's in hiz heaven:
All’s right with the woerld,

—Robert Browning's Pippa Passes.

]

s “Hail to Our. May Queen’’

“Hail fo ony May.Gueen! And the whole gchool joins in the cheering.. And
why not? She is a representative we would all like to live up to, especlally in
the matter of beauty, For Adsline can pass any test imposed. She can eat
all she pleases, in fact, that is one ot her frisuds’ favorite jokes, and gain an
ouncs, She can wear anything at.all, and stlil be beautitul. Why, even in the
dining room—say, five or ten minutes afier shs gets up for bhreakiast—girls
turn and sigh, and wonder why they are not blessed. like that.

Sportzmanship, humor, diguity, personality—all those other things that
oaetakes luto account when one evaluates a person are in Adeline’s character,
Noowonder the campus applauds the judzment.of the Senior class. For choos-
iinz a May Queen is not like an ordinary election. . [t iz not a matter of any
gne trait, like leadership, or zeholarship, or beauty, or populavity. [t is.a
sumuming-up of all those things. To be elected May Quesn means that that
givl most nearly embodiesall thosa ¢hings in the epinion of her class. Many
honavrs coms from what one makes of herzall, Bat the vital point in selecting a
queen iz what ghe i3,

A wirl who comes up to these standavds {s worthy of the honor of being
chogan head of the voyml party. And thoss2 whp have chosen herand stand
beltud h are glud and proud ¢o ¢heer, “Hall 'to the May Queen’,

1
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' Advantages of Keeping A Budget

Do vou k2ep a budgat? BEvary collége pirl, svhaether gha is o an allowance
or-nnt, should keep an account of her expenditures. The obhject iz not so much
tofspend less money: but fo spend it wisely and to know what it goes for. How
often we ges glvle eoms back from week-ends bewailing the flatness of their
purses and bemoaning the fact that they haven’t the faintest ldea where it has
all ‘gone. If a givl who i5 on an allowance does not keep a budgzet, she too
trenuently spends it all before her next check is due. In such a predicament
gomea girls go without while others develop the borrowing habit 3o annoying
koL MOSE people and often dizastrous to the fnancial affairs of the borrower,
The givl who is not confined to a lmited amoung of money a week or 4 month
is not 30 apt to bovrow, but herchiet dificulty becomes the tendency to spend
miove than iz negessary.  However, It 'she makes a budget she will find it much
gasisr to spend her money wisely. One girl we know who follows the budsst
svstem! declares that the two havdest problemg for a Lindenwoodite are The
Tea Room: Problem and the Week-end Problem: She says it is the tea room
“harbit that uged to muks such servlous invoads into her pockethook, Now she
has reformed! Her budget allows hera certain amount a week {or the delights
ofthe tea room. And it {8 gquser—haven't vou noticed it?—that it you carry
some changes in your pocket vour sreps inevitably turn tea-vopmeward, But, she
end-golng public is:  Don't carry more money with vou than you plan to spend:
declares, the sscond problem is even svorse. Hepr warning to the zeneral week-|
The extra mones too quickly skips out of one's purse right under one’s very
nosel We eould continue with a discussion of ths further advisability of keep-
ing '@ budzet, but why mve ba b lenzth nhont semething thut everyone surely
must agres on? KEEP A BUDGET.

an
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March Follows Tradition of “In Like A Lion™

“in like lHon—out lke a lamb®. We are waitinz. optimistic as gsual
for the lamb part. Al sizns &il o Avizons—but 1 ask you what has that to
di’ with Blissouri? Nothing, Tut. Tut,..Covas tiad as March Have - And spaak-
ing. of Sh spedre—"Reaware thi idsts of aMrel’t Caesar didn’t, and look
what happensd. [ vou don't want a knlfe gtitking In vour bacl—hewars the
Edes. " That ia'to say, stay away trom Chlcage,

S

exact, povery illustvions guest of Tin-
demwood's ‘got off® the wraln in Bt
Louis. Bveyybody had been looking for: |
ward to this visiter for several weesks)|
amd great was the excitement whan
M, Hugh Walvole arvived onm the
campus about 11 o'clock after having
had breakfast with Dr. Roemer at the
Missourt Athletic Association in 85t
Lot H#  spent  the time until
luncheon i room- and ' looking
things over” generally.

After luncheon Mr. Walpole went to
the librvary where he chose soine books
that he wished to vead., He was pur-
sued by many eager students with
eopies of his books under their arms
to be antographed. He wasg very king
about pevforming this act and in cen-
sefuence there ave ownesrs of such
hpoks showing with ‘pride the aristo
cratic signature.

Abont three o’clock dMr: Walpole, ac.
companied by Dr, Stumberg, Dr. Gip-
20n. and e Grege, went for a long
ride pasy Hamburg where the view of
the river iz very lovely. On thsir ve-
turn he avas entertalned by the mem:
hers of the English department at a
tea. in the tea room:

The ‘day, however, had rast disap-
peared, and it was not long before the
bell top dinner rang and soon after the
crowd began ‘to’ gather in front of
Roemer Hall. tor gel the bhest seats
available, Everyone was rewatded by
the excellent address which Mrl Wal-
-pole gave and it was with disappoint-
nient ‘that the windows tull of givls
saw him go off in Dr. Roemar's earv al
a Pew minutes after ten.

a1
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Mﬁy Queen Loses
Buckle In Regulation
Fairy*Tale Style

We ean not imagime g more ¢lever way
for the May Queen, Adeline Brubaker,
and heyp attendants to be escorted to
the throne, that was set In a back-
ground of Japanese lanterns and wis-
teria, than by Japanese maids, who,
after helping the different members
to theiy places, ianced before the
throne. Perhaps you did not know
them, gy just could not recognize them
in'their foveign  dress, They were
Clyide  Kivhy; Virginia Keck, Mavipn
Hatszey, BElisabeth Young, Isabelle
Mayfiald, Helen Sills, Dorothy Kenney,
and Ann Ragsdale,

And then the most extraorvdinary
thing happened! Just as in “Cinder-
all’”, when the Princess lost her zhoe
(ouly we never dreamed that such a
thing could really happen), a beautiful
buckle was found. The finder searched
among the erowd to find who had lost
it, and finally discovered that a buclile
was missing off of our Queen's shoe,
By comparing the buckls on her shoe,
it was found that they matched, and s»
the finder (lucky givl) veturned the
lost article. (Mind vou, it was not vet
twelve o'clock)y. Tt was not learned
whether or not the finder of the buckle

‘students;

was allowed to replace it on the shos,
but it really did not matter, for Adeline
was having a zood time, any way.

start a conversation with.
versation of an American alwaxs hagan

cording to Hazen—(not the hiztoriany.

was thers ena?

@
't

. Sayl What 1s this all shogt dnyway? An editorial on Mar eh? Wish

S 4 g j : |
Ehwns A No [ dont.eiloer. We'd be gatling.an ear- pril showers |
bring May dowers!, fhen) '

Why niust we alwiys get.sidelracked o the westher? Napolean-—or was

Big headlines in next weesk’s Bark: “Edltorial wliter goes i
| editorial s ~March™ is tho

ught to haye
Mo which we masw add, | .

it 'one: the Walpole boys-=said that weather was all the Ameriea:
Baid seutence,

But we haven't got this ides ot Mareh thing straizhtened out, wet,
We hope thiz will settle for onee and tor all the arzument.
One of the lowly reporters just happe

that tHe Tdes ars the 9ch, 10th, and Ulth:
i Avho's Wha, 8o we'll have to take ha

Jor mayk

onemoerning mot long belpre luncheon,
in daet just that time whei that
empty feeling hegins (o be appareant.
A= ave (escended the stalks, delicipu
odors ascended, PRiles! Wendertul
stielly ples, all hot and crispy smell
ing, With a rush we enter Miss
Walter's office. She certainly looked
calm and efficlent in the midst of all
this; We knew where we should have
Leen if we were dietician. Trying to
subdue the olfactory ovgan, we aszksd
a few shaky gquestions, and were an-
swered evervithing nice that we wanted
o know,;

Witss Walter Is pleased that the
girls ave not dieting this vear as they
usually do. refusing to eat pastries,
whippeqd creams, aund butter. Sucl
things were left in the years belfote,
but thay arven't this year; We began
to feel beiter. So other people ate
evervthing on the table to, but how de
they keep thin? At the next v 1 1
we began to feel even better, for Miss

at

2Ll

S

‘Walters said that the girls were ha-

ginning to realize that the new styles -
requived ca few curves and not the
honey silliouette, Just what we had
realized, and now we could put it ia
print and show all of our thin friands.
Misg Walters said that the sand-r
wiches were the things favored by the-
The little sandwiches are
the most favored, the toasted chesse

‘are next, and then the special Linden<:

wood sandwiches. At the next favorite -
we began: to have trouble with that:
resolution mot to frequent the téa-

room, ice cream with chocolate. Migg'
Walter said that there was ravely soy !
of thiz left, We should say not, any-

way If we are at the table, Then in

the heavier toud, tle givls like cLiiIi

and hot tamales; The french fried |
potatoes are favored for the formsl !
dinners, Pies ave almost always eaten
(here we arve back to thore pies): They

were making 75 that morning, and op--
Iy three people at work on them. If

Niss Walter hau only suggested that !
they needed help!

Few ot the girvls realize what
amount of work it requires to put a
meal on the table that is conznmed io -
about 15 minutes. Thete are immensa
kettles, electric and zas ovens, steam-
evs, bread slicers and every pisce of !
alectrical equipment that iz available

s

on the market. There are eleven
coloreqt’ people that work in the

kitchen, and thirty maids. All of this
equipment, and all of these peopls un-
der the capable supervision of Miss
Waltar ave necessary to seryve onel
meal. Awed, and still hungry we de-

parted, still thinking of the pies, (They

had very nice ple at the Tea Room, ag

lwell as at dmner that evening),

Lindenwood on Bridal Tousn

Mes, Carleton L. Crispln, formecky.
Miss (eorgie K. L. Wangelin of the .
Academy class of 25, visited Lindep-.
wood on her way to her new home at
Charleston, I, Sunday. She wad
married at her home in Belleville, IiL,
Barch. 1. -

could
“Napoleon, . ... sald ehat the con-
with the weathsr’” \

e

Ao
the [des ave the 10cth, 11ch. amd [12th..
What arzument,

She.savs shae
L
rowonl for it
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FRIPPERY

By Martha Lawrence

[izz gipped again on the pink straw
protruding from the double milk choe-
olate and sighed as she walched the
Venus behind the counter (tripping
through her day’s work on three-ineh
heels, She glanced down at her own
feet, bulging out over black arch pre-
servers, extra size. Above them shone
a tull length of glazy Woolworth hose
lost inoa swirl of ruffled, pink organdie.
Over her frizzy permanent was drawn
a last summer's pink hat, large in
brim and painted with great red roses.

Lizz pulled again at the contents ot
her glass an dwatched in the mirror
A galgling yvouth who lounged over a
counter opposgite. With her free hand,
the middle finger of which bore a cut-
glass ring, she smoothed the Hounces
of her dress and playved with the eurls
which fell corkscerew-like upon her tull
cheek., Carefully she screwed her
mouth into a smile, gtill biting at the
siraw hetween her teeth.

With a gulp, Lizz audibly drained
her glass and, contemplating the re-
maining change in her. shiny, black
purse, get aside ten centls for carfare
and rang for a chocolate cream.

VOWS

By Ruby Thorn

Vihen [ loved you,

I never knew
The vows you made

Were all untrue.
These vows you make

To another one,
In the game old way,

And the same old tone,
Will she helieve,

And think them true
As I onee did—

And then love you?

A COUNTRY PATH

By Alice Virginia Shoemaker

Beginning at the southeast corner of
the barn-lot is an irvegular dusty path.
Just now it i marked with hoof-prints
left by the cows clumping in from the
meadow; but clucking chickens have
seuttled and pecked about, blotting
out most of the elear-cut prints. In
the center of the path are evenly
spaced footprints which continue to
mark it as it follows the thick, prickly
hedge hetween the corn and the wheat
fields, Suddenly a red hird flutters out
from the hedge to sing a lew rich
notes and fiy back to its nest.

At the corner of the wheat field is
an old white gafte opening into the
meadow, Here the footprintg become
a scattering of dust where their owner
has rolled under the gate.

The path leads to a windmill by the
side of a bright copper wire fence
topped hy barbed wire. Whirring and
jangling the windmill turns, bringing
cold sparkling water to splash in the
half-filled tank. The path leaves the
edge of the meadow now to cut
through it and cross an uneven fissure,
the sideg of which are as ereased and
furrowed as if they were lined with
wrinkleg wrapping paper.

Reaching the small woods heyond
the meadow the path curves around
clumps of small squatted bushes;
curves back to miss a tree ;ascends
a tiny hill to stop at the former site
of a brick house, All that remains of
it now ig a well partly lined with red
bricks. A low hanging tree drops a
leaty branch over the well. A sudden
gust of wind stirs the leaves and parts
the branches so that smoke from a
train appears as a shadow back of the
trees.

PUPPET SHOW

By Margery Hazen

Life is a puppel show

With all the world for a stage.

I am g marionetie,

To how and smirk, held fast by wan-
ton strings,

And pulled this way and that,

To make the people laugh.

When the act is ended

And all the audience gone,

I lie, my strings all tangled,

A gaudy bit of dirty, useless wood,
Behind the scenes, until
Tomorrow’s puppet show.

- FIRST OFFENSE

By Emily Lavelock

Jackson's heart was pounding. Here
was his chance, but ‘could he get
away? All about him were women,
talking pleasantly to their friends,
haughtily to the clerks, and sweetly
to the floorwalkers., There it lay in
a shining silver box lined with pearl
gray velvet. How it sparkled! It seem-
ed to send out spurts of blue, red and
vellow like a soap bubble held against
the sun, Yet the saleswoman gave it
a casual,
answered, “Yes, Madam, it ig left over
from last season and we are sgelling
it at a gerat reduction,”

He closed his eyes and started away
but the remembrance of the blue-
white neeklace drew him back to the
counter like some giant magnet, Al-
most without realizing it he was gaz-
ing down at the lovely thing as if he
could never leave it. It wasn’'tzenuine,
of course, but it was a remarkable!
enough imitation to bring him the!
money he needed, the money to go out
Wesl and then,—he couldn’t forget its
beauty, its splendor.

He glanced anxiously around. The
one clerk at the jewelry counter had
gone to the far end in search of some-
thing unigue to please an irate, pomp-
ous, over-dressed society matron. The
only floorwalker in sight was looking
idly out the door, rubbing hig white,'
well-cared-for  hands  together., The
customers had either gone out or had
moved on to some other part of the
store. Jackson fell sure he would

impersonal glance as she i

TO

By Marjorie Taylor

And now I live in single blessed-
ness;

Although in part it was my fauli, I
guess.

But, in all fairness now, I ask of you

If she were your room-mate, and she
were Lo

Indulge in throwing things around
the room

Just after you had wielded mop and
broom;

And if she slammed the door when
you would read

Or yvodel merrily the while nor
heed

Your mild dismay—and if she were
to fill

The room at night with air so bhitter
chill )

It paralyzed your bones, now

wouldn't you
Make ashte ta post from her with-
out ado?

And that's not all, Indeed, when
I would sieep,
That night she needs must stay

awake and keep

The light aglow. But now, I come,

'tig true

To that one trait some might call
virtue.

She studied much. And when I might
not care

To keep my nose deep in a book,
she'q bare

The fact—not once, bul many times
—that she,

While [ was making M and F, got E.

BETWEEN TWO CITIES

By Carmen Sylvia Woodson

There is a throbbing and moving all
about. In the wheels of this street car,
I hear gy refrain-going-going 011-g0i1_1g-i
zgoing on, and then feel the thrill of
crossing slow ,sunlit water over a high
arched bridge—a bridge which hangs
its arches like festoons over the river,
Cars and busses jostle past us, some |
of the drivers grim, others smiling.
Here between straggling homes is a

cornfield, there on undeveloped reall
One is suddenly struclk !

estate project.
by the clogse proximity of city and

! THE BOAT RACE

By Dorothy Rendlen

They were off! Tiny ‘“water-bugs”
with flat, “sea-sled” bottoms Ieaped
away from the starting point while the
larger but more powerful speed
launcheg got under way more slowly.
It was thrilling to see the smaller craft
skip bounecingly across the top of the
choppy waves, throwing spray so high
that the boats were often almost
hidden, The larger and more graceful
vessels zipped along now, tearing the
rumpled grey surface of the lake into
white foam.

From time to time one of the little
out-board motor boats would pass an-
other and wild cheers would go up
from the spectators. Then a particular-
Iy vicious gust of wind from the sullen
grey sky caught one of the boats,
tossed it lightly to one gide, and hurt-
led the driver through the air to land
him with a sickening splash in the
water, directly in the path of the on-
coming “Thriller”. It seemed that
hours passed before the man came to
the surface, and then he shrieked as
he saw the prow of the huge launch
bearing down upon him, Its spray
would surely hide him so that the oc-
cupants of the craft would not gee him.
There was no chance, none! We on
the shore stood paralyzed. Would no
one do something? All this in a sec-
ond, Then we saw that the tiny blob
that wag the man's head had gone out
of sight, hidden by the spray of the
ruthlessly on rushing boat. Now he
was surely gone! Nevertheless we
still watched, tense and strained, un-
til the boat passed on. There in the
subsiding waves we saw the blob, now
augmented by two arms, headed to-
ward the nearest float.

Then the tension snapped; people
relaxed. Some laughed, others growled
about *gilly boat races”, while the
majority began to clamor all at once
about the wonderful preservation of
the man and to shout wild theories
across to each other. Bul everyone
was glad to watch the other boats
awhile and to find out if they would
win or loze at the outzet.

A VERY EARLY MORNING GUEST

By Marlyan J. Kuhn

country, They lie together and build
each from the other. Here in a woody

never have a chance if he failed to
steel his conscience now.

He reached out guickly, grabbing the
necklace from its box. With uncertain
steps he hurried, almost ran, towards
the door, His face was wet, hig hands
clammy, and his lips were trembling.
What an awful thing he had done!

One hand was outstretched ready to
push the revolving door forward when
he heard someone just behind him say,
“Pardon me, but an earring has caught
on your sleeve.”

With a jerk he swung around and
faced a pale, insignificant, little girl
clerk. She had been working at a
nearby counter and had seen a bright,
gleaming object fastened to his coat.
Too startled and unnerved to act with
caution, too new at the game to realize
hig predicament, Jackson straightened
out hig left arm which he had held
bent against his side to protect the
necklace stuffed between his coat and
shirt sleeve. The necklace dropped
with a cold, icy tinkle.

Hiz mind was numbed, He did not
seem conscious when a big, blond
policeman pushed him through the
curious crowd and bustled him into
a patrol wagon. How could they know
that cold, blue inanimate thing had
burned itself into his brain with a five
he could never forget?

glade ig a vacant park, with its arched
cement gateway; from the back, the
arch ig a dwelling place., Across the
road, farther on, lie barren tomb-
stones, Now as the city comes closer,
the houses along the road are squeez-
ed, as tho a slice had been cut from
the sideg of two neighboring buildings
in order to slip aonther between. They
all look old, and tired, and dirty, and
around each wyard is the same little,
conventional, box-hedge fence. The
windowg look at you in prim rows,
some pf them veiled with curtains;
others, above gtairs especially, hold no
veil before them. In one is an old
woman, sitting, peering out. The room
behind looks dark and chilly; the wo-
man's shoulders are covered with a
white ghawl,

A Catholic church bell tolls its bene-
ficence and propriety upon passgers-

by, while as if under its influence one
little boy carefully escorts two little

girls down the street. They are neat
and attractive and very proper and
well bred. Business houses are becom-
ing more frequent, their signs dead till
night, digplays a little jaded in the
daylight. Before I leave the car a
shutter of my mind f{lies open to real-
ization of the inecongruity of a big city;
here sits & church between a haber-

Every night at ten-thirty lights go
out. They never fail, or rather, they

.always fail at the exaet moment. The

last one in bed always has to put the
windowg up. As usual I was the slave,
my room-mate the slave driver. She
laghed me with her whip, the cord
from her robe, and 1 dashed to raise
the sgueaky windows and jumped into
the bed with the broken springs.

Soon I was home again, roughly
fighting with my brother who had
suddenly become a giant, while my
mother and father sat by a tiny lamp,
rejoicing, I landed an especially good
blow between his fifth and sixth ribs
and my mother screamed. My word!
Did she think I was hurting her little
darling? Just to see, I hit him again
in the same spot. Again she screamed
and grabbed my arm!

And there I lay, with my room-mate
grabbing my arm and screaming, but
really not at the top of her voice. At
her feet, on her very bed, sat a mam-
moth flying squirrel, fully six and one
quarter inches long, calmly eyeing the
frantic girl and probably wanting to
know why people were so silly. It
didn’t take me long to scare the beast
away. At my first yell it jumped from
the bed and became only a pattering
of feet. Then the first thing I knew,
my roommate wag in bed with me.

dashery and a hardware store.

(Continued next page, Col. 2)
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SHE HAD TO LOSE
THIRTEEN POUNDS

By Allison Platt

“] gimply have to lose thirteen
pounds!”

All eyes turned to the plump figure
sitting, cross-legged, in the middle of
the bed. Despite her declaration,
Dorry was contentedly munching a
chocolate Milky Way. That worried
little frown that always appeared
when the subject of weight was
brought up creased her forehead and
the girls knew they were in for an-
other of Dorry’s ordeals of dieting.
Everyone sighed.

“Thirteen! Looks to me like you
ought to lose thirty!”

Thig from a slim figure perched on
the table.

“Well, Gabby Stevenson, I guess if
I was as skinny as some people around
here, I'd keep myself in a glass cage
and when 2

“Don't call me Gabby!
Dorothea.”

“0. K, Dorothe-e-ea.”

The two other girls suppressed their
titters, and gloweringsilence prevaded
the room. The four had gathered to
discuss the coming Phi Delta Christ-
mas dance. The ill-humor of Gabby
and Dorry could not hepl being lost in
the discussion of clothes and dates.

Twenty minutes later Marge Morgan
stuck her head in the room and called,
“Come on. I'm famished! Let's go
to the Sandwich Shoppe.”

A chorus of ayes greeted her and a
tumble was made for wraps and purses.
Through it all, Dorry sat disconsolate-
ly on the bed.

“What's wrong, Dorry?” queried
Marge, “Arven't you coming along?”

“Can’t, Marge. I'm dieting. I simply
have to lose (hirteen pounds betfore
the party.”

“That's a shame, kid,
bring you a lemon,

“Slong,’

Dorry heaved herself off of the bed
got her Eat and Grow Thin book, and
sat down to count calories.

1L

Gabby heard suspicious nolises in the
next room. She listened at the closed
door, and came to a quick decision.
Cautiously opening the door, she found
what she expected. Dorry was weep-
ing, sobbing as if her heart were
broken,

“Why, Dorry! Honey, don't ery so
hard. Tell me what's wrong.”

“Ga-a-bby,"” walled the voice muffled
in the pillows, “I've (eted two days,
forty-eight whole hours, and (sniff) I

My name 18

Well, we’ll
So long.”

haven’t lost a si-i-ngle po-u-nd, I ecan't
stand it!"
Gabby wanted to laugh. She was

s0 relieved that nothing really serious
had happened.

“You expect results too quickly,
Dorry. You sgee, in the nrst twenty-
four hours * and Gabby launched
herself in a sermon.

111

Dorry was posgitive that she was
starving to death. Yes, she was dead
certain that something had to be done.
She dared not go to the Sandwich
Shoppe, for she would be sure to meet
some of the girls, A malted-milk
would be nourishing, Oh yes, a “malt”
was just what she needed, and one
couldn’t do much harm, Anyway she'd
lost four pounds that week, and she
ought to have some reward. Miss
Tinden's Kitchen! Justtheplace! None
of the girls went there because Gabby
had made a scene there one day and
had to leave. They all resolved never
to go back. What an idea!

Ten minutes later she squeezed her-
self into the tiny booth,
“What’s yours, Miss?" whined the

CELINE

By Helen Petty

She was a gentle mouse of stature

small,

Quite lost in the dim cavern of the
hall,

Her parted hair lay smooth upon
her cheek.

She whimpered a prayer whenev'er
she tried to speak;

And big pale eyes she had of watery
blue

That plead for pardon when she
looked at you.

She slipped along on shuffling little
feet,

Dodging the paths of girls with foot-
steps fleet,

Her reticent chin she bent low o'er
hey books,

Nor raised to passers-by her timid
looks.

Her shoulders rounded and drooped
with her despair,

Unloved, unlovely, too homesick to
care,

| MADE HIM GO

By Ruby Thorn

He went.

I made him go;
And now,

I wonder so,

If 1,

In time to come,
Will want

Just a small sum
Of love

He had to give,
Had 1

Let his heart live.

blonde wearing one earring.

“Irruit galad, chocolate cake, and an
extra thick malted milk, please.”

Dorry winced a little, as if dodging
her conscience.

“D'yva want whipped-cream on the
salad?”

There was just a moment's hesita-
tion.

“Yes, please, a dime dipper.”

And she didn't bat an eyelash!

v

Miss Tinden's proved fatal to
Dorsy’s good resolution. No one ever
saw her daily visits to the Kitchen,
but Dorry lost nary a pound. She
wept a little over her poor, weak will-
power, “But”’, she would rationalize,
“T can't expect Lo starve myself to
death.”

When the day of the prom came
Dorsy had lost two pounds.

“Two pounds can make a lot of dit-
ference in a girl’'s appearance”, com-
forted Gabby. “It isn't exactly like los-
ing thirteen pounds, but two pounds
are two pounds.”

v

It wag spring. Laziness was in the
air. The girls had to breathe it in, and
so they, too, were lazy. They were
piled in a poreh swing, sipping cokes.
Dorry was eating her second Milky
Way.

“Say”, Marge stopped drinking long
enough to give her bit of news, “do
you realize that the Phi Delt spring
party is just three weeks from to-
night?"”

Dorsy sat up with a jerk.

Dorry sat up with a jerk.
thirteen pounds!”

“Thirteen! Looks to me like you
ought to lose thirty.”

“Well, Gabby Stevenson, if I were
as skinny as it

“Don’t call me Gabby!
happens to be Dorothea.”

“0. K. Dorothe-e-ea.”

My name

Everyone sighed.

BLACKNESS

By Helen Sills

It ig dark, so dark that at one min-
ute you seem to be suffocating in a
tiny windowless room, and the next
vou feel as though the thickblackness
stretcheg for miles and miles straight
around and away from you. You have
the strange sensation that if you
should move a step, you might be
plunged into space—black, endless
space. Rven the soft breeze against
yvour face is black.

It would be difficult to realize that
mountaing surround you if you could
not hear the night wind swishing the
limbs of the pine trees and the water
gplashing over a rocky pathway down
a mountain side. i

Suddenly a flash of light streaks
across the sky—a sky rocket! From
high upon the mountain comes a big
noise, like the boom of a cannon. It
bounces back and forth across the val-
ley—boom—boom—boom, each time
sounding a little softer than the last
until finally it exhausts itself and ends
in a soft rumble,

What a strange Fourth of July! The
night ig transformed. A Homan candle
shoots its balls of flre into the air—
red—green—>lue, they aer flung high
and then—suddenly, they aren't there.
The report of another fire-cracker vi-
brates between the mountains. Before
the sound of it dies away, another sky
rocket rises and hurls itself across the
sky. It zig-zags dizzily and falls, end-
ing itg brief journey before it bursts
into the usual shower of multi-colored
stars. Immediately a flame springs up.
It eagerly spreads and, before anyone
can climb up to it, it is a large honfire
of dry grass and pinecones. I sigh as
I wateh the lagt tiny flames being
‘beaten out by a wet, dirty gunny
|sack. This will mean *“No more sky-

rockets,"”
But even as [ sigh another sky-
rockel shoots defiantly up. It is over

a lake and, as it comes down, it breaks
into a million tiny, gay stars that
scatter over the water. Then it is black
again.

(Continued from page 3)

For five minutes (I counted the ticks
of my watch) our guest was silent.
Anxiously we began “sst-ing” because
il we had to have the thing we wanted
to know where it was, As soon as we
stopped being steam engines it ran to
the window and jumped on the sill.
Plainly it was silhonetten against the
light.

“Now he will go out—I hope,” pro-
phesied my roommate, and buried her
head under the covers. But not I' I
was still wary, not so confident of the
tact of our guest, Sure enough, after
making certain that nothing exciting
was happening outside, it dropped to
the floor, ran a little and was quiet.
Ah! If | could only he optimistic and
lie down,

I looked down fo gee if my roommate
were gtill under the covers., AL that
moment the impish squirrel jumped to
the top of the
acrogg the pillow over my roommate’s
head and discreetly disappeared when
I emitted several high Ii's, staccato.
At that “roomie” popped up and tried
to outdo my grand opera efforts. Even

these did not bring help from our
neighbors.
“Oh! If we can only get him on the

window again so we can see him!
Let’s grab our slippers and run. I'm
not going to sleep in here any longer!
Are you?"

We “ggt-ed"” some more, but by that
time the visitor was so accustomed to

ALONG A PATH

By Betty Palmer

Along a path
I took my way.
What led me there
I cannot say.
All earth in green,
Sky blue above,
There forest queen
Became my love.
With her I dance
O'er shrub and stream.
Is it by chance
Or by a dream
That her I may
Both love and court
"Ti11 death me stay?
Life is too short!
Along a path :
I took my way. =
Why was it not
Before today?

STORM ON LAKE MICHIGAN

By Beryl Flynn

All night long the lake had beaten
upon the shore with a heavy, portent-
ous thud, so menacing that even the
beach people who boasted of being
“lulled to sleep by the waves' were
unable to rest. Through our windows
we could see nothing but the starless
blackness of night with only a thin
silver moon like a piece of worn
jewelry, to give light, and even that
was usually hidden by the ghost-like,
shadowy clowds fleeing, helter skelter
across the sky, as if pursued by tae
wind.

In the morning a pale, sickly sun
rose (o gaze shamefacedly upon the
world and then hide its face in the
pasty, bloated clouds. The lake still
pounded remorselessly upon the wet
sand. We hurried through our break-
fast and went down to the beach, We
had expeeted a storm but this was
more than we could ever have im-
agined, Waves often eighty or ninety
feet high rushed like gray-clad armies
at the ¢lilf fortresses of sand. As each
wave receded It carried back with it
great amounts of sand, seeming te
suck it hungrily into the lake like a
huge vaccuum. A small summer cot-

‘tage toppled drunkenly into the water:

before the end of the day fourteen
others had followed it,

hed—my bed—ran |

People rushed madly about, oblivious
to the raw, stinging wind: workmen

trying to build a protection with heavy

bags of sand, excited home owners
carrying out furniture, a well known
doctor giving orders for the protection
of hig elaborate Spanish mansion
which stood oddly grotesque and in-
congruous in that atmosphere of
northern cold and wild weather. A
grand piano floated helplessly about
in the lake, tossed to and fro by the
waves; a stolid, black stove fought
against being carried out.

The sun set in a bloody redglowbut
the storm did not cease. All through
that night it pounded furiously, angry
perhaps becanse the Spanish mansion
still held ground, Not until the next
morning, did it give up its war against
man-made things,

the sound that it was soothed, and
must have taken a nap. Anyway ,it
was awfully quiet. Finally we started
squeaking. This had some effects.
Slowly and cautiously our guest cross-
ed the floor., We held our breadth.
Then of its own accord it hopped to
the window sill. As one we grabbed
our slippers and ran, leaving to the
gueer gquirrel the room and our beds.

Reaq The “Linden Bark”.
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acting on Mary Louiss's part—but she
did it.

And poor old wWmmy Geyer, Did she
ever find those two men? And Shaver
Davig and Nell Henuinger as the twe
tough sailors who won the hand of
byldee without knowing a thing about
the gamie. Their dancing wis even a
Blgger suceess than their bridge, prob-
ably because they know everyihing
about that,

And Those Choruses!|

Byveryone assovlates goofl songs and
choruses, and gorgeous  costames
witll a musieal medy, Reducing
Ziegfield’s = livish s along
lies in proportion until it fitred with-
in (he lmits of their possibilities, the
A, A, achieved those things, Nobody
can deny that the music was exeelient,
Iris Fleischaker composed iv and il
was bound to be good. Mary Lon
Wardley wrote the words and they
matehed the mugie in zip and spirvit,
And then with Miss Dugan's choruses
to 46t the sohgs to musie, success was
insured,

Po begin with, the Prep Step, sport
clothes, clever dancing, and a real
collegiate atmosphers.  And then the
foothall ‘chorus.  Who wounld ever ex-
pect such tacties from a Lindenwood
squad. Somebody said, *Oh, | didn't
know ‘any bhoyva were taking part!’
SSH! There weren't all givls svew il
they couldn't be recoguized.  And the

girls In the tuxedos rather fooled one,-

too. They handled Jo like adagio ex-
perts.

The Sailor's Chorus was a master-
piece iny dancing and costuming, Biue
trousers, blue ties, white middies and
beratg; - Thev really caught the gob
spivit. And that Crazy Step. Purple
trunks and frilly blouses for costumes
ancba catehy tricky chorus, All in all,
the A, A, presented a pertect musical
comedy.

Thtee Rousing Cheers For
Directors And Managers

The guccess of the comedy was due
not only to those who took part butl
also to those untiring workers: belind
scenes, the directors and managers.
Migs Dugan devised the dances and
drilled all the choruses, Their perfect
harmony revealed her coaching. Miss
Reicharty too. devoted her time to mak-
ing costumes, trips to St Louis,
shopping, all those extra things that
take so much time and energy. Miss
Ciordon directed the dialogue, made
up the girls, and helped the A,
A, with all those litile technicalities
that the inexperienced know nothing
about. _

The campus hag beey seeing very
little of Adaline Brubaker and Mary
Sue Wisdom these wesks. There is a
good reasen. HEvervons has heard a
lot about the musical comedy, that is
the secret of Adaline's retivement.
She has been gettinz out the publicity..

Everybody appreciated [the short
wait between = scenes, thanks to
Mary: Sue. She had charze of the
propervties.  And she certainly per
formed her part smoothly and quickly.
Miss Tyeker too, deserves a note of
thanks for lher assistance with the
costumes,

Rotarian Posrer Prize

Rotarian posters ars belng mads by
six art students to be submitted to the
Rotary Club tor a prize. ‘Dr. Reemer
and Mr; Motley ars both prominent
BRotaraing and they noever miss a

hursday luncheon,

The students
poslers are
Wy Eyelbmn

thapm, Olive Gil-
Maibg | Garvett,
1o Tomiinsdon,

these |

are submitting |

incldents which form an intriguing
center, with character, narvation, sst-
ting, with something permanent and
faithful in the dog and the manser-
vant. It cenldi't have oecurred it only
one of these elements had bheen miss-
ing. No novellst I agsute vou, who has
achievegd anything creative at all, puts
real characters Inth hig hools, Thiy
e leaped up, literally, in front of
we, and 1 told it to youw.”

Walpole compared. the crealive im-
pulse in himsell to a “Hecle animal’,
who svag Wi bitter enemy, lating him
g muceh as e hated the animal,
| “Every writerr has a Hitle animal—
called his ‘Brownie™—My
owa little anbmal is noet at all pleasing,
As most ol them arve, he i at odds with
me.  He complains becansge he might
have been the creative impulse of
Dante or some other really great
wtiter, but he is being perpetually
awakened by my ideas, Ha thinks
[there is.no greater tragedy than some
creative idea impulse being spoiled by
my secondary personality. But, after

[Stevenson

years of age, and have been writing
novels forty out of these forty five
vears. WMy little animal, ugly, despic-
able creature, longs to llve in a per-
sonality that could do justice to its
profoungd conceptions. He lures me on
only to destroy my own beliets and
those of my friends. Hé insists on the
(realities, and has no' regards for the
teslings of those people whom [ hold
dear. IrT trust In his guidance the re-
sull is unexpected, perhaps embarass-
ing, but trurh, nevertheless, while it 1
do not, the result is moros and un-
reality. The beast inside of me de-
clares that art has nothing to do with
movtality— even ' though
novelists  produced characters that
were either good or bad, characters in

ties interminably mixed.,”

Walpole clearly defined three dist
ances of reality: thie first distance is
the concreleness of physical things:
the second distance iz the color affects
and the distance of the walls, so to
speak! and the third is the revelation
of the eternal distances where one
might gee the stars,

“This. thivgd distanee joins ug up to
the whole philosophy of life, 1t Is
vours, make it a creative life, holding
a value that ls worth while. With a
gquotation trom Howmer, fllustrating the
vealism, and incidentally hlending, fov
the stke of the andience .the memory

thunder of the Odysesy™,

“The reality and the philozophy ia
poetry i something which no tims can
glve us® He was through and as he
left the stage, the fascinated audience
breatheq audible sizhs of admiration
and approval, appreciating and thank-
Ing Dr. Roemsr for the opportunity
that each one had-to heay such 8 won-
derful man and address:

Kemper Military Ball

Lindenwood Gitls To Attand !

The gnunal Military Ball of Kemper
Military School, Boonville, Mo., iz to
be attended by a number of Linden-
wood students. The ball, which is to
be held Marveh 15, is the outstanding
sociat event of the schiool veair.

Thres Lindenwood givls, who are g0-
ing, Ethel Mitchell. Jane Bagnell, and
Phiyllis Mebarland, have brothers at
| Kempay, The other students who ave

vizht, Helen =2

lare L;{"\:Erli; W
!. N SAto 1y

{Continued from paze 1, Col. 4 i
; |
[}

all, I am—Hugh Walpole—forty five|

Vietorian

1530 novels zeem to have these guali-

of Hugh Walpole with the “surze and!

plannine Lo -attend: ths Military Ball|high honor.

Lent Sacrifices Afloat

Some Sens2 ang Nonssnse,

The following _convergotion was
overheard the other day:

‘“Well, just what are yvou giving up
for Lent?” 5

“Mer Oh, I'm.giving up Spanish
Rlge,”

ST serious. m-giving (p gossin,

“Oh, Yeah?"

“Yeah!™

Disvegarding the fippancy of this
Intertude, we' thinle it goes o prove
that the modern L. ¢, girl is really
sevious gbout o few things.

More girls than one would suspect
e planning to give up something for
Lent. A =ood wmany plan to study
havder, More plan to reduce. It one
ig to believe all that one hears, ons iy
apt te think that the teasroom is going
to he deserted entirely. But, we ask
you, wag it ever?

One =ivl plang to give up weeleends
to the ¢ity! This is guite a concession
on  her part, tor she goes in every
week. SRR 1T

Another girl says that she will he
nieer to the teachers—give them a
break by cutting all classes,

The most insgpivitional prowmise of all
is the one about a certain child sweat-
ing to swear off slang. Score one for
the English department!

The Proverbial Lion
Enters With March

What a surprise did we have? The
mild little lamb of the lagt lew days ol
February turned into a roaving angry
lion to escort the new March month
in: Those who had packed away their

corwers ol clogets and the depths of
the lowest tronk drawers to get oul
once more warm clothes and blankets.

For those whose allowances hadn't
come yet to be spent on spring clothes,
‘thig little delay ot spring was quite a
blessing, In St Louls onee again fur
coats apepared in the windows, and
once more they felt good. The writer
kunows of oue ambitidus Sophomors,
who believing spring to' he veally here,
donned her spring coat for her trip fo
the eity, and what a mistake,-especial-
Iy a2 this certain person had to wall
in the eold trom six o'clock until eight-

school. ‘

In the dormitories many demure
beirls torped inte burly Indians, wear-
ing tightly wrapped around the
bright Dlankets -of all colors and
cbatterns.  War paint was available,
rand a few teathers would have pro-
|duced crue Indians. Warmer weather
| iz promised for the latter part of
Match gz the old adage says that il

like & lamh

Kappi Pi Announces
- Seven Pledges

The Kappa Chapter of Kappa Pi, na-
tienal honorary art fraternity, spon-
sorad he Miss Alice Linnemann, fead
ot Art Dapartment, has announcsd as
pledges the tollowing girls; HEvelyn
Elben, Duluth, NMinn:, Beltty Cambern,
Fredonia, Kans., Jane Tomlinson: Chil-
licothe, Ohle, Olive Gillls, Pembine,
Wis.. Brhel Seitz, Saling, Kans., Fran-
ced Knorp, Calitornta do., and Loutse
Bhlpps, Lawrenceville, 11

It raquiires, not alet

“S7 i all art courses, but

i
ztic seanding iz sl othsr work as

red flannels, (well if they weren't red
und weren't flannel, we'll say heavier
clothing) had to go searching in the.

fitteen to get a bus to come baeck Lo

Marech comes in like a lion, il goes out’

Membership in Kappa P is & very|
= an|talking dld Pat esea

Dr. Ely at Vespers

Speaks on the Real Knowing ¢f Gad

Preceeded Dby _the
“Stand -Up for.Jesus!, Dr. Ely on Sun-
day night, March 2, spoke of i
satisfied condition of modern s
life,. “There ave too many “if's” ia
the understanding of the word of tlad,
partly througli the natural Bemsn
craving for mruth. Theve iz no satis-
faction in atheisni.

“Shoyw us the Father and it will
stiiffice gs") sald Philip to Jestns: That
ig the eternal question, Everyone hag
8 great and natural desi 5!
God, He who never changes, i
Powerful Omnipotent, and Omy
I8 it possible to have the Word of
CGiod, Christian parents, Lhe advastazen
ol Sabiath Scliool, and still not know
God? The answer ‘is;, that te know
God, one must first know His Son.
There is only ong way to satisty the
longings of his Beul, “Show us the
Pather, and it will satisly ns” It 18 ta
every man’s soul that to veally De
satisfied, they must behold His glory.

“Theosa knowing and seeing Jesos
know and see Cod. for Godis in Jesus,
and Jesus I God. It one has only a -
vagie concendtion of The Father, thero
Is something wrong. There should he'
seen in Jesus the express image of
God’s personality,

YA blind man with a violin was soes
playing in an empty’ streel. The wine.
dows or ‘the houses remained down,?
and there was no response. A msster-
violinist came along, and asked tho
blind man to allow -him to play Ligl

violin. He'took it tuned It, awd there

wag ereat and lovely! response . Eropyi
the olg violin, which finally knew ibe!’
touch of the master hand. It is just
so in our Hves—to be reully satisied;”
we must lel Jesus use our lives, aod !
in the resulting fellowship, He will re-
veal the Father, He must ruls aadd
reign-in our ‘hearis, then comes [he
Father, and fAnally comblete satisfacs

tion™

Oratory Recital
Furnish, Flym. Hull Present

A student oratory rvecltal was pre-
sented Thursday morning, Februsoy
27, at the assembly. Dorothy Hull
redd “Jane’”, by Booth Tarkinzion.
This was a clever sketch of the trials
of a “big” boy., with a small impish
gister. Dorothy’s presentation of the
varigug. chavacters was extremely
realistic. One couwld almost zee the
smail sister, tormenting her poor
brother, just when he Is beginaiog:

to take elvls walking and bezinninm

to think about his appearnnces,
The mext reading was “A Thovw Iy ¢
the Flesh', a sketch by Kate Douglos

Wiggin, read by Beryl Flym. A jealoug

wite is ocureill of her umreasanabie
jealously, by a very wise and hands!
sgome  husbhand,
p‘il*e in a humorous and yet charminpgn
Way. She was a rather absurd, yel
a ‘loyable person:. and the regder
brought out all of her yirtues as wall
f herfoibles. -

The last number on the program wani

“¥Nrs: Pat and the Law™ hy Mars Addia,;
read by Virginia Furnish. The delizhit-
ful Irish brogue ot the tamily of Pat
was made a thing of mbre chavm by
Virginials sympathetic iuterpecation.
The sketelh told the story ol a wotih-
les bup lovabls Irishman: who would o
not keep a job. His wite was foresd to
take in washing to suppoit the camily,
and ceuffered flstveatment from: BPat
when ks was drunk. Only by his gweat
tol Jatk

&
progrlum Wwas-neiens
jance, 2nd mor

& Ble it were

Processoinsly +

Beryl presented the

7 axinyad
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5 P. M. Recital |

students.

oratory- stu a

Al one came dow 11 1-’11rln1 steps into

: February 28,
viole voom seemed to be olte mass
of color; With=th colorful

degorations as a backeround, and

zirlg in their many colored frocks, the,

scene was oue of gayety and beanty.

Mrs, Roemer wove a beautiful dress
of tan lace. Dean Gipson wag dressed
in peach satin. The Queen's party
wera all lovely in their long formals.
Queen Adeline wore an apricot satin
dress, and gold slippers with brilliant |
buckles, Dovothy Dinuning, the Maid of
Honor, was dressed in red taffeta.
Fathryn Datesman, one of the gopho-
more attendants wore a white moire
dress,
slinpers Juandell Shook, the other
sophomore attendant, was dressed in
burnt prange. Both the Freshman at-
tendants looked charming in black |
formals., Dorothy Hyer wore a black
velvet, and Irma Culbertson: a black
taffeta,

Many of the girls appeared in new
dresses, light, summery looking trocks.
Mary Sue had on a light blue flowered
dress, Mary Mason a yellow flowered
zeorgette and net.  Another flowered
frock, of red and white chitfon, was
worn by Helen Jo Denby. Dorothy
Taylor wore a blue chiffon, and Mary
Margarvet Poorman a peach colored
lace. Ruth Teter, a green crepe dress
that boasted a train. -

Charlotte Abilgaard wore a smart
black moire and net dress, and Mar-
garet Brodie a black taffeta and net.

Lots of pretry pastel taffetaz were
Eeen,
mngb, a vellow one by Turner Wil-
liams, and Jane Babeock was dressed
in green tafieta and tulle.

And thege were ouly a very few of
the many lovely dress=es seen at the
peniors' dance,

On The Inside Looking Out

Within the last few weeks there has
heen great rushing to and from hook
stores to get copies of books of Mr.
‘Walpole, and then to have a copy
autographed by the author himself!
Well, what could be more perfect?
fveryone is hoping that when Mr. Wal-

pole picks up the story plot that he'

started at Lindenwood, he will finish

it; we're especially anxious to know |

; i Qur Lil
i

what wlil happen to Dr. Roeme
zplendid dogs

With the Sophomore Prom so close

at hand, there is much scanning of |
newspapers, watching for the latest

styles in formals.

Six weeks tests haven't helped out

tempersg exactly. Bxams are such a
bother, and it only seems s few days

ago since we had semester exams.
Isn't it a blessing that six weeks
grades don’t go home to Mother and
Dad like zemester grades do? Spring
fever will be next in line to bother us
and take our minds from our lessons.

Lindenwood students are K
glad to have Dr. Krosger from St
Louis give a piano tectial here. He
iz one of our old stand-bys like .?f.[z‘,
Richard Spaumer. 'These men aloost
peem like part of our faculty,

,.L

|
|
{ 1
l_}’{ hompson, pr
i

with a huge red bow and red

a blue one worn by Frances Jen-!

always .

Sigma Tan Delta Meeting

]

[ Four Girls Pledgad and Guests
{ Entertained

|
|

Jogephine
Alann

TS0,

nkey and Robsrta
ident,
sarvice

of the pledging
was given badge a
rher m{\mhou»ln inte the fraternity;
i wountil the date of

a pledge

L
‘ll:,l

ive olelock began to ar-
rive, The oc this meeting
heing o entertain all English majors
and minorg in the two upper classes
incliding the frateruity members and
the guests, A total of forty-one weve
prezent, Asg enterfainment, Frances
»Jem\inw- and Virginia Purnish present-
ed a clever skit, entitled *A Morvality
"Play for the Leisured Class’, written
! by John Balderston. This dealt humor-
ously with the excess comforts and
luxuries of life and Hell, with the out-
come that life was too borving to be en-
dured when there was no aim to reach
tand no end with which to be rewarded.

Following this coffee and cakez were
served, and a gocial hour intermingled,
| betore six o'elock and the dinner bell.

Why——And Because

By The Bark's

SOCIETY NEWS

A mosi select gathering may be ob-
served just after 1:15 almost every
day on third floor Roemer, leaning
over the banisters. The school's new
litevary club, this almost is—taking,
and reading the extracts from letters
of great—or not-so-great men. [t is
algo most conducive to the art of
| letter-writing, in fact, atter oune grad-
'uate‘“- from the school, she should real-
Iy be able to write the periect letter,
after having heard so wmany, many
examples read. A dreadful idea i
buzzing around in the Bark’s head.
Just suppose that They read our letters
to anvone., We will murder Them if
we ever hear of it. Just Imagine!
The idea!

Tale

Aver hear about the girl that was so
{ bored with her fraternity pin, and felt
g0 hensevolent that she offered to rent
it out for $1.50 per week to less for-
tunates going home for the weekend?
Just to impress the old home-town.

Various girls are giving up various
things for Leut. Did youn hear about
the one who declded to zive up swaep-
ing hey room on Sundays?

Marries

Miss Lil Bloomenstiel, of Donaldson-
ville, La., will be marrvied to Mr. Ber-
"nard A, Pearl, Wednesday, Marvch 19,
at the Heiderlberg Hotel, Baton Rouge,
La. Lillie graduated last year, after
spending four years at Lindenwood.
She was prezident of Beta Pi Theta,
honorary- French fraternity,
ghe presented a Bible in memory of
her-mother, She was
Alpha Pal Omega, Honovary Ovatory
.Fraternity. No one that knew Lillie
will ever forget that clever and witty
zirl, whe caused many audience to go
into hysterics, for she .was prominent
in dramaties. Lillie will never spend =
will be -happy, and clever evep -in
marriage,

to which

alo a member of |

!

Hugh Walpole Charms
Lindenwood Audience

Lecture and Personal Charm 1mp!‘ess
Students

highly and
audience which yd Roe-
hear Hugh Walpole,
eminent novelists ot
far the most distin-
a1 ar at Lindenwood,
As: he entered with Di. Roemer, the
entive audience arose in a body and ve-
malned standing until he was seated.

Dr. Reemer introduced Mr. Walpole
a sliort gpeech, calling him “our
tinguished guest, a son of England
and a sen of America’ Then My, Wal-
pole stepped to the center of the stage,
a rather tall, broad-shouldersd man
with g fair complexion and slightly
silvery hair. He is not very old—just

It -wras § AJ_;II]i“HI'\\"

responsive
mer-anditoriam to
onhe of the
the day

ished n

forty-five, according to his own con-
fession, and he gives the impression

of robust health due, one imagines, to
the thoroughly English habit of taking
long walks in the open. He wore eve-
ning' clothes, correct in every detail,
and shell-rimmed glasses which he
laid opn the small table until he used
them for reading the pasgzage from
Homer,

His first words were spoken in a
slow, hesitating manner with a decided
English accent; he seemed slightly ill
at ease and tugged at his stiff collar
several times., But he had hardly
spoken a dozen words before he be-
came perfectly poised and unselt-
conzcious, talking so smoothly and
rapidly that all consciousness of his
strange accent was entirely obliterated
by the force of his personality.

He was a graceful figure on the
stage although he probably disrvegard-
ed mosgy of the rules of posture for
public speakers. He stood squarely
on two feet most of the time, either
using hiz hands eloquently in gesture
or folding his arms over his stiff white
shirt-front.  Then at times he stepped
back a little as though to allow time
tor some point to penetrate. Again he
put hig right toot behind the left and
rocked backward alimost in the manner
of a court bow. At one or two inter-
vals he twisted a ring which he wore
on the last fingure of his left hand.

Mr., Walpole is typieally English in
accent, appearance, and expression.
Perhaps it is only the association of
his name withh The Cathedral and the
tact that his forbears were all clergy-
men, but his whole bearing and ap-
pearance call up the fancy that he
might have made a fine bishop if he

‘had not turned novelist, He used many

English expressions in his talk, men-
tioning such perfectly British things
a pudding and manservants,

Although no formal reception after
the lecture had been planned, Mr. Wal-
pole suddenly found himself the center
of a wildly enthusiastic erowd which
gathereq in Dr. Roemer’s office. With
the gracious good-humm' which Lin-
denwood found characteristic of him,
he autographed countless numbers of
his own books. It was quite late he-
fore he managed to escape from his
persistent admivers, He left almost
immediately and will leave shrdludlu
immediately for Chicago to fill an
engagement and will leave soon for
his honte in the novth of England.

Although he was here for only a
short time, he made a deep impression
on all who saw. and heard him. Mz
Walpole-will be long remembered for
his pevsonal charm as well as for his
britliant and clever lecture.

Resd the Linden Bark.

*fomed retirement for

Walpole Leaves Impression
Desires For Better English

By AL M

We didut want to hre
of the Walpole lecture., We
out, heads barved and silent, We decid-
ed to g seriously abont giving birth
to a little spiritual animal to help ug
get oup lessons.

I thinle he must have stunned cur
mental workings., Most of the re:
matrks giter the lecture were too inans
to repeat, We were caveful to say
thingg that wouldn't give us away. We
‘dodeged the intellectual chatter for the
most part. We said little things like
—“Don't you love that accent? Wonder
where he ever picked it up?” We de
cided to live better lives—grammati-
cally. We all agreed that we liked his
looks very much, admired his English
complevtion, and compared notes on
just whom he looked liked in our im-
mediate families. “JMy uncle John
used to look just like Hugh!"” It seems
that we all have uncles who looked
just like the man.

Seriously 1 de think that the girls
were g bit stunned by his talk. They
were awed, probably for the first time,
by a gpeech delivered here. He left ug
with a thought, a detinite impression,
We turned his words over in our
minds, put we were a bit hesitant in
speaking about them for the time. Wo
actually omitted our banalities for the
evening.,

the spell
all walked

Accompanies The Royalty

Miss Rhodes, beloved member of the
‘musical faculty came out of her en-
the first time
aince her accident in December, at-
tending last Friday might’s danee in
honor of the rvoyal party, She was
welcomed most enthusiastically by
faculty and students, and the good
news is further augmented by the an-
nouncement that she will again, ag
betore, veceive her music students
down in Eastlick Hall.

THEATRE

WEDNESDAY, March 12

Zane Greyv's Tirst All . Tallcer

“The Lone
. Star Ranger”

with
GEO. O BRIEN

i.

THURSDAY and FRIDAY NIGHTS
Saturday Matinee—March 13, 14, 15
Vitaphone All Talking Special—

Out of the 10 Best Pictures of 1820—
l’l‘his_-' wags at the head of the list

49 ) TP et
Disraeli
with
George Arliss and Jean Eennett

SATURDAY NIGHT, Narch 15-
ATl Talker with that Popular Stay
WILLIAM HAINES.

“Navy Blues”




